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Mom's Tantric Massage
Summary: Kids give their Mom a THC infused lubricant massage.
Note 1: This story is dedicated to Breezy and Tx who suggested this very unique and kinky tale
Note 2: This is aLiterotica 2021 Winter Holidays Story Contest Story so please vote.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Important Additional Note: This story features people using cannabis derivatives as aphrodisiacs in women's pussies and asses... so if such drug use bothers you, please stop reading this now. I should also note that I did a fair amount of research, and I also discussed the power of the pleasure drugs used in this story with my dear friend Breezy, and I believe the story I have written is quite accurate as regards the power of this drug for a woman. (On the other hand, I'm certainly not a doctor, so don't go trying out this approach to sex before researching it with some far more learned sources than I am. I'm writing fiction, so I have a guaranteed safety net against anything untoward happening, but you wouldn't!)
Mom's Tantric Massage
1. Introduction
Jeremy Hernandez and his twin sister Christy had been running a unique, highly discrete business for the past two years. After an extremely slow first six months, which was only to be expected for any start-up business, during the past eighteen months the business had taken off to a degree that even they with all their optimism could never have imagined.
It had now become so popular they couldn't take on any new clients unless they hired some more employees, which for reasons that will become obvious, they weren't comfortable doing.
For one thing (but not the only thing), this was a family business, and they planned to keep it exclusive to just the two of them.
Their business was called Tantric High (no, not like a school), and it focused on cannabis-infused lubricated full body massages.
Both of the twins were licensed massage therapists, and they were highly proficient in a wide range of massage techniques, even though they now specialized in their own unique niche.
Their company didn't have a physical location since their services were mobile, and just like physicians used to do, they personally drove themselves to their high-end clients' locations anytime and anywhere.
Their massages couldn't remotely be considered ordinary ones. They were unabashedly sensual, deep penetrating massages, which employed their own homemade cannabis-infused oils and lotions. (And no, they were most definitely not driving around and smoking pot with people!)
The twins offered a wide range of massage options, but over eighty percent of their massages utilized their top tier: Tranquility™, and Euphoria™. (No, they're not really trademarked, or at least not by me nor by anyone else I'm aware of; this is fiction.)
Their Tranquility massage used a high CBD-based sex lubricant that promoted bodily relaxation while decreasing musculature inflammation. They charged $400 for an hour-long session.
The Euphoria massage used a high THC-infused lubricant that also promoted bodily relaxation while decreasing musculature inflammation, and in addition it provided a euphoric high to the genitals. Or in plain language, clients receiving this unique massage would, within about fifteen minutes of the lubricant starting to be rubbed in, would experience their pussy or asshole entering a sexual high... so imagine an edible narcotic being consumed by your erogenous orifices instead of orally. Once the high began, the woman (or a man participating as a bottom) would begin experiencing a long series of the most intense orgasms ever. They charged $500 for these hour-long sessions.
Their extensive and until recently ever-growing clientele list included lawyers, politicians, doctors, CEOs, and a few A-list celebrities.
Everything they did was upscale and first class. They arrived at their clients' requested rendezvous location with Jeremy dressed in high-end tailored suits, and Christy wearing expensive name brand pants suits or other business attire. They looked more like lawyers than massage therapists. Also, they always arrived twenty minutes early... to offer their clients one last opportunity to make any amendments to their requested hour and so they could answer any questions. They used the remainder of the lead time to make any requested changes in their outfits, hair etc.... and of course usually to strip almost naked (or perhaps would strip completely... see below).
Their rates, just like the fixed location massage parlors, might double or even triple depending upon any 'special requests' (which is what they called kinks) their clients might request for a specific session.
Each of the twins had his or her own set of rules to follow. The two sets were basically identical, and were only adapted slightly to accommodate the practitioner's gender.
1. They worked wearing only underwear (or more specifically, Jeremy wore boxers that didn't leave much to the imagination, and Christy typically wore sexy lingerie; her outfit always included stockings, since she was well aware of the sexual aura they always created, and that they made her look sexy as fuck).
2. For an extra fee, the twins performed their massages in the nude, or alternatively the client might purchase an outfit for one of them to wear (although typically that only occurred with Christy's clients... and she was allowed to keep the outfit).
3. They didn't do penetration. Ever. They were not prostitutes. They used their hands (principally, but occasionally also an elbow or a knee or some other body part) to rub and massage an orgasm or two or three (or even more) from their clients. Christy once provided a woman with eleven orgasms during her hour... two more than the most Jeremy had ever given a woman within an equal period of time).
4. They always worked as a team, sometimes applying their skills to a client together, or at other times the unengaged twin was present as no more than an observer. Upon rare occasions, they performed their skills upon both members of a couple simultaneously.
They had addressed quite a few unique requests from their clients:
-a woman (a politician's wife) wished to wear a diaper, and to suck on a pacifier the entire time
-a man (a movie star) always requested one or the other twin to dress in a full body bunny suit
-a man (a physician) paid extra to have a 'specimen' peed upon him at the end of his massage
-an extremely successful singer (a woman) who had an album rated in the top three at the time, requested both of them to call her horrific names throughout her massage
-a couple (a judge and a teacher) wished to be spanked until their bottoms were bright red (and strongly resembling severe sunburns, although without the blistering) while they each had a vibrating butt plug in their ass
-a man (a famous online personality) was ass fucked with a dildo if Jeremy was his masseur, or a strap-on if Christy was his masseuse (penetration only classified as sex if either of the twins' sex organs were employed)
-a man (a television personality) wished to be securely bound throughout his massage, and while one twin performed his sensual massage, the other tickled him while the man laughed and screamed the entire time (for his second and subsequent sessions, the twins wore small and undetectable yet effective earplugs to protect their eardrums)
-a man (a Silicon Valley billionaire) dressed himself in a crotchless bodystocking and a wig, and required them to address him like he was female
-a gay couple (a movie director and his husband) wished to roleplay where a babysitter, always played by Jeremy, dominated them both... insisting they both be ass fucked simultaneously and that they both reached their orgasms simultaneously
-a woman (married to a huge male celebrity but secretly a lesbian) watched lesbian porn throughout her massages, and had once offered $50,000 to eat Christy out, but Christy, although she was fully bisexual, refused the easy money because of their work ethic, but she returned to the woman's hotel room later that night and refusing any payment, shared a wild lesbian night with her including a 69, strap-on fucking, and they even ordered room service, then invited the delivery woman to join them in a wicked threesome
-a young man (the son of a woman from a southern state who was adamantly opposed to gay rights) hadn't come out, but he utilized his sessions to be sodomized... each time using a larger dildo he supplied, the most recent one twelve inches long and fat
-a man wished Christy to place her nylon-clad feet on his face and to leave them there throughout his entire session
-a couple, after receiving only forty-minute massages, gave the twins two cameras, and fucked each other like crazy while being filmed
There were many other variations... some even weirder... some less weird... and almost every one of them concluded with intense orgasms unlike any the clients had previously experienced... which is why they always signed up for more. Which in turn was why Tantric High, even though it was wildly successful, had now reached its ceiling in the number of clients it could accommodate with any regularity.
Yet the twins' strangest accommodation, and one they both weren't overly comfortable with, but at five times their normal hourly rate they reluctantly agreed to do on a regular basis, was for two CEOs who lived in a penthouse suite the size of a mall, who paid them $2500 every two weeks for their Tranquility Massage, which in their case concluded with a twenty-minute mommy-son and daddy-daughter roleplay.
Christy, dressed in a cheerleader's outfit, was massaging Mr. Green's prostate while his very small four-inch penis dangled through the hole in the massage table.
Right next to her on an adjacent table Jeremy, wearing a football jersey along with the black smudges under his eyes, was fingering Mrs. Green, a chubby woman, and tapping her g-spot (both twins masters at finding a woman's g-spot or a man's prostate trigger).
"Come for me, Daddy, your baby girl wants your big load," Christy said in a sexy, sultry voice.
As the man moaned, his prostate orgasm being one where he'd come without having his cock ever touched, Jeremy asked obsequiously yet imperiously (yes, that combo is possible to achieve... I wish I could demonstrate to you how it sounds...), "Are you going to be a good slut and come for me, Mommy?"
"Yes, my big boy, I'll be a good Mommy slut for you," the 'Mom' moaned, her orgasm rising rapidly... her third of the hour... the drug-laden massage oil having really made her sensitive... and Jeremy's ability to find her g-spot unerringly, her ultimate sexual rush.
"Come Daddy, come all over your baby girl's face," Christy crooned, the facial portion of that request a physical impossibility as she gazed down at her 'sire' with a look of distaste... her eager voice of course not betraying that distaste in the least. Although she fucked the odd guy during her leisure hours, she greatly preferred women. She loved the taste of pussy... she loved seducing older women... and she loved fucking them with any of the thirty-three strap-ons she owned (it's what she collected).
"Now, Mommy, come for your son, come all over his fat cock like the nasty incestuous cum slut you are," Jeremy demanded/begged, knowing the more verbally abusive he was, the sooner and harder she came.
"Yesssssss!" the chubby woman came, as her fourth and final orgasm of the session overwhelmed her like a tornado.
"Fuck," the man grunted as he spewed his third load of the evening into a convenient (and concealed) receptacle suspended directly beneath the hole in his table.
Fifteen minutes later, the married couple still recovering from their respective orgasms... the twins driving away in their SUV... Christy remarked, "I still can't believe those two have children."
"Yeah, and they'll be legal in a couple of years," Jeremy laughed, no longer fazed by much.
Everyone had a fetish, present company included. His sister had a thing for turning older straight women and fucking them... he had a thing for women in nylons, and especially for big-boned older women... not fat... maybe chubby... maybe not... but definitely big-boned. Big tits. Big asses.
Each to their own.
It being the Christmas season... as well as nearing their Mom's birthday, which happened also to be on God's birthday... they were taking a week off and flying out of the land of the rich and famous and back to small-town Indiana.
They weren't particularly looking forward to this visit, which would be the first time they'd seen their mother in almost two years... what with COVID and their successful business overwhelming their lives. Always doing their best to put a good face upon what in truth was a broken relationship with their mother, they had skyped with her regularly, and they'd sent her money... their mother living all alone... their Dad having died six years ago in a tragic automobile accident he'd suffered while driving home after an evening meeting. Losing him had broken their Mom, and their final year of living with her before leaving home had been far from pleasant. But in spite of how trying she still could be, they could tell how broken she was inside and so they both wished to do the best they could for her, even though that was seldom easy.
Although they missed their mother, they hadn't missed her overbearing personality, which was one of the reasons they'd moved away; that and her constant harping about her opinion they should become doctors. Their Mom's view of their mutual decision to become 'only' massage therapists had annoyed them both, plus her constant queries about when either or both of them were going to make her a grandmother were equally exhausting. But still, she was the only mother they had.
So wishing to demonstrate to her during this visit home how successful their business had become, and hoping their mother might finally get off their backs about her insistence about their becoming doctors, they'd purchased for her a very expensive china dinnerware set, identical to the one their great grandmother had once gifted to their Mom.
2. ARRIVING HOME: A SURPRISE OR TWO
They arrived home, and as it happened, were just in time for dinner in their childhood home, both of them experiencing little chills up their spines as various memories of their childhood... some of them pleasant, actually... flashed back to them.
As they let themselves into the house through the front door, the smell of homemade cooking wafted to their noses and Jeremy said, "This I have missed."
"Yes, takeout food, and even five star restaurants, can never compare to our Mom's homemade cooking," Christy agreed.
"You got that right," the mother said, walking into the living room to join them.
"Mom!" Jeremy gasped, as his mother rushed over to him and gave him a big hug.
"Hey, honey," the mother greeted, squeezing her son tight... her 40DD tits squishing against her beloved (but in some respects such as his career choice, misguided) son.
"Um, I'm here too," Christy pointed out, examining her Mom and trying to process what she was wearing.
"I know you are, dearest," Diane, the mother said lovingly, and she went to her daughter and hugged her too.
Jeremy also checked out the puzzling apparel of his devoutly Christian mother, who unlike he and Christy, attended church every Sunday, ran a Bible study for women in the community every Wednesday evening, and who back in the past had scolded Christy on a plethora of occasions for dressing inappropriately when she'd still been in high school. Which was puzzling, because this evening she was dressed in a rather tight and short red and green dress, with a portion of her white lace bra clearly visible above the dress's bodice, which was scarcely able to contain her huge tits! She was also wearing white nylons... her toenails painted ruby red... which she'd never worn in the past. Well to be perfectly accurate, her dressing in red and green at this time of year wasn't at all surprising, nor was her being shoeless inside her home... but all the rest of it was astonishing!
"Mom. Do you think you're wearing appropriate attire for a Christmas Eve dinner?" Christy asked her mother archly, employing almost the exact same tone and phrasing her mother had used against her so many times in the past.
"I have made some changes recently," Diane admitted.
"To say the least," Christy replied, glancing down at her Mom's feet. "And red painted toenails. Haven't you always said 'such painted frippery is the Devil's work'?"
"Well... I may have been a little hard on you in the past," Diane admitted.
"Are you admitting you were hard on me?" Christy asked, this latter detail more shocking to her than any of the kinky fetishes she'd witnessed (and taken part in) during the past two years.
"Yes, honey," the mother nodded. "I thought I was doing the right thing at the time. I thought if I followed the Lord's Word I could guide you two to Him... but now I've realized I was wrong. Cruel, even."
"Is this an episode of Candid Camera then?" Christy asked, her relationship with her Mom having seriously deteriorated during her last year of high school, which was the principal reason she'd moved out (along with her supportive twin brother) the very next day following their high school graduation. So this apology was difficult to trust, to say the very least!
"No, it isn't," Diane said. "I'm being completely honest with you. I finally got tired of feeling miserable all the time, so I've been seeing a counselor in recent months, and she's helped me to face some very hard truths. High on the list is that I was so lost after your Dad died that I took it out on you two, and particularly on you, Christy. I'm so terribly sorry for ruining your life!"
"No, Mom," Christy said, tears beginning to form in her eyes... this being a conversation she'd never imagined ever happening. "As you well know, I was furious with you at the time, and I often told you so during our screaming matches, but you certainly didn't ruin my life. I can truly say I have no lasting traumas and I'm doing very well, so your accusing yourself like that is being too hard on yourself. And during my rational moments, even back then I could tell how much you were suffering, and you were doing the best that you could. I'm so sorry for never telling you any of that until now."
"Yes Mom, you were so strong through your pain," Jeremy added.
"Thanks, honey... both of you honeys," Diane said, really appreciating their surprising support right now... she'd really struggled with empty nest syndrome, and with her guilt for driving her kids away.
"I love you, Mom," Christy said, this time saying it with great warmth, totally unlike the usual tokenism with which she'd always before spoken those same words on Skype or over the phone.
"I love you, too, honey," the Mom said, feeling a sense of connection with her children those online conversations had never ever come close to creating.
"So Mom, it appears our family is... astonishingly to put it mildly... now becoming a far more loving and mutually understanding one! But before we allow this conversation to become too maudlin, I'd like to point out... and very admiringly, actually... this is a very new look for you," Christy said, expressing what her brother was also thinking.



"You noticed?" Diane asked, actually posing and twirling a little, which had her short dress flying up high enough to allow both of her children to see that underneath her dress her nylons weren't the typical pantyhose she'd worn every day of their childhood, but were a sexy pair of old-school Cuban stockings, with even a seam down the back and held up by garters.
"It'shard not to," Christy grinned, extremely happy to see her Mom looking so different from the 'church puppy' she'd always presented herself as before.
Jeremy's cock was even hardening in his pants. He (just now was realizing) had no doubt that his nylon fetish had begun with his Mom, who'd worn them every day of his at-home life... while she was at home, in public... everywhere and always. His Mom, who'd always been big-boned, with big tits and a big ass, all part of her Latina blood, was also his most recurring stroke fantasy. And now seeing his mother in stockings and a garter-belt had his cock throbbing and almost ready to burst.
"Yeah, well I've been cooped up in this house by myself for far too long," the mother explained, noticing her son checking her out. Since she'd totally revised her wardrobe and her personality, allowing the inner Diane to come out of the closet after almost fifty years of hiding in it, primarily from herself, and her fiftieth birthday being tomorrow, she'd become a new woman. She no longer cared what other people thought about her, and she refused to do things just to please the judgemental ones any longer. She was also no longer following a Bible that contradicted itself more often than a politician did while making promises to various factions at election time. She was living for herself... she was living for the now.
At (a day shy of) fifty, she'd fucked exactly one man during her entire life. She'd explored her bisexuality (which had always been lurking there in the foreground of her subconscious and making her feel guilty as hell anytime a hint of it peeked out) exactly once less than one time. But at her very first opportunity, she planned to change that. With COVID restrictions basically over, she planned to reclaim her sexuality, or more accurately to claim it as her own for the first time... to explore it... to discover who she truly was as a sexual being.
The COVID lockdowns could take at least some credit for this revelation. Home alone all the time... bored... unable to connect with anyone at church or in her community... her children living three time zones away from where she lived in Indiana... she'd realized her life had no purpose.
She'd also realized she'd been using her involvement with her church to distract herself from... or actually to live in denial of... her husband being gone. Yet it hit her hard when she was forced to be alone that nobody... except for her kids in a few small ways... and her counselor... was there for her. She struggled through... but actually faced for the first time... all the stages of grief, and once she had journeyed through them during her months of struggle... even contemplating suicide at times, not seeing any point to remaining in this world... she finally emerged as a stronger woman.
A woman who was going to live her life to the fullest.
A woman who, while stuck living alone for so long, had discovered porn. After having absolutely zero sex for six years... and having previously never watched pornography even once in her life... it suddenly became part of her daily routine... sometimes multiple times... and truth be told, almost always multiple times recently.
She found Literotica, and began reading sexy stories of many kinds. At first she gravitated to romantic male and female stories... but those quickly became boring to her though she didn't know why.
Curiosity driving her, she looked into lesbian porn, and discovered a whole new universe (except for those earlier glimpses she'd felt so guilty about harbouring, and had quickly shied away from at the time). There were literally thousands of stories out there about women having sex with other women. Her favourites she discovered, were stories about women who were older (like herself), and straight (like herself) who were in various ways drawn into the world of lesbianism. The first story she read, an interracial story (even though she wasn't one to objectify someone because of their race, nor did this story do that very much, since it was more about the protagonist responding to the perceptive and dominant personalities of the black couple living next door), was 'A Perfect Fall', which was about a married woman being slowly seduced into the world of lesbianism by her younger black neighbour (and interestingly in Diane's case, the neighbour herself was a counselor, in some ways similar to the one who'd helped Diane come to terms with her own life). The story was so raw, and it felt so real, that Diane felt tingling sensations inside her pussy and soothing warmth flow through her body for the first time since that tragic day she'd gotten the phone call saying her husband had died in an auto accident.
After that, she couldn't get enough of those lesbian stories. She'd read two or three of them without touching herself... resisting the growing temptation... while she imagined herself as the central character, usually being inexorably summoned to her destiny in whichever of those stories she was reading at the time.
Then she'd slowly rub her pussy as she read another story. Then really finger herself. Then cum.
As time went on, she found one finger wasn't enough. Eventually two weren't either. Having read some stories where inanimate objects were utilized as pleasure devices, she tried using the handle of a brush, then a wine bottle, and then a rolling pin, but none of those quite satisfied her the way she wanted. Then she read a story where a woman used a zucchini for the penetration. At first she resisted the idea of sticking a vegetable in her orifice, but with everything else frustrating her, and wishing to be filled by something that would go deep inside her and spread her lips just wide enough (once she'd inserted the tiny end of that rolling pin inside herself, progressing any further would just be insane), she succumbed to the temptation.
Eventually, although not on purpose, she came across and read some incest lesbian porn through to the end. To her surprise, not only didn't it gross her out... it actually turned her on! Now it didn't instantly make her want to have sex with her daughter (or with her son, where her musings strayed to eventually as well)... but the stories where a daughter turned her mother into her lesbian pet really got her revved up. To her, the illustrated series 'Cheerleader Mom' was the ultimate saga. A youngish daughter took control of her Mom... the Mom soon indulging lots of lesbian sex... with a variety of hot partners... and since it was illustrated, that made the story even more vivid, since Diane had always been a visual person.
Before she knew it she was reading mostly lesbian incest stories, and then incest stories with sons taking part... and whether the action was lesbo or hetero... in these stories the Mom was often called a pet... or a Mommy-slut... and she was treated like trash by being insulted and ordered around.
Now it should be acknowledged that this mother of two didn't see herself ever committing any such incest in real life... nor did she look at her adult children in that way... but the taboo aspect of these fictional adventures really turned her on.
Like almost every woman who starts by reading erotica and progresses to watching porn, so Diane started playing porn in the background on her laptop while she read hot stories on her iPad... multi-tasking at its finest. Mostly it was lesbian porn... although often once her orgasm was rising, she switched it to man on woman porn, and sometimes even to anal porn, wanting to watch a big dick slamming into a mouth, pussy or ass. Her deceased husband had sported a great seven-inch cock that had always kept her satisfied, and he'd always been more than willing to go down on her... God, did she miss him!
Lastly, she also discovered online shopping. At first only for items she needed for the house. A new spatula, some wineglasses, towels for the bathroom, and even bamboo sheets (which she found heavenly). Eventually she came across an online adult store, where she purchased some new stockings, lingerie and sex toys... quite a few sex toys, actually. Vibrators, anal beads, and a large suction cup dildo that she now kept handy in her bathroom, and more.
None of the toys she purchased had completely duplicated the feeling of a real cock of course, but damn did she begin having some amazing orgasms!
But where were we in the narrative? Oh yes... Christy had just pointed out how her mother was dressed inappropriately even though she didn't appear to mind all that much, upon which Diane had obviously astonished her kids when she began apologizing for her past behaviour. And perhaps it was mentioned how her son Jeremy was getting a boner from checking out his Mom's hot new look, and she'd noticed it.
"Now back to your painted toenails," Christy recapped. "If I recall correctly, aren't red toenails the devil's work?"
"I may have been a little overbearing," the mother admitted.
"A little?" Christy drilled down.
"Okay, a lot," the mother said. "I'm so sorry! I wasn't a great mother after your father died."
"Oh Mom, you did the best you could," Christy said, pulling her in for a hug.
Jeremy having been speechless and even immobile for a bit while he was lost in a sexual daze of confusion, now came forward and hugged both women, his hard cock inadvertently pressing against his mother's leg.
Diane felt the hard steel of her son's cock against her leg, and she couldn't help but smile at the impact she was having on him... as far as she knew for the first time ever (she was wrong), just like in many of the stories she'd been reading lately.
The Mom said as she backed away from the hug, and for reasons unknown even to herself, she glanced down at her son's cock in a knowing (and obvious) way for a moment, before looking back up and saying, "After years of being alone, it's time for your momma to step up and find a nice young man to give me what I need."
Once again her two kids were astonished!
Christy rebounded first and asked, loving to see this unbridled side of her mother for the first time ever, "And what is it that you need, mother?"
Diane again glanced briefly at her son, at his crotch to be specific, all those wicked incest stories having planted some wicked ideas in her head, which were now germinating and sprouting, before she asked, "truth?"
"Yes, and some plain truth if you please," Christy replied encouragingly, Jeremy once again speechless from the obvious attention his Mom was paying to his erection, making it flinch in his pants.
Diane looked down for a third time at her son's impressive salute inside his pants, then back up into his dazed eyes, realizing how much he looked like his father back when his father had been twenty-three, "The truth is that your momma needs to get laid."
Jeremy gasped, feeling like she was asking him to do it for her, "Mom!"
Diane shrugged, "What? We're all grownups here, aren't we?"
"Well," Christy said, "then perhaps we'll need to find a way to make that happen."
"Christy!" Jeremy gasped, this entire conversation suddenly tumbling into the surreal.
"There must be any number of eligible men in this town," Christy added.
"Oh, yeah, right," Jeremy sighed in relief.
"What did you think I meant, brother dear?" Christy asked innocently, even though it was obvious exactly what he was thinking... he was such a momma's boy, for one thing it was obvious whenever they roleplayed incest scenes with their clients, he always took a really active part, and he obviously imagined each woman being their Mom.
Diane having read enough incest porn by now, and had even done some research into real life incest between adults, had also caught on to what Jeremy had thought, so she was both flattered and having a great time teasing him, "Yes Jeremy, what did you think your sister meant?"
"I literally don't know what on earth is going on," Jeremy said, and meaning it.
"We're just teasing you, dear," Diane said, leaning in and kissing his cheek. "Supper will be ready in fifteen, so why don't you two go and put your stuff away?"
The Mom walked away, allowing her son, and perhaps her daughter, to take in the seams going down the backs of her stockings.
"I thought you were about to bend her over and fuck her right here!" Christy smirked.
"What?"
"You were drooling, and your dick is still poking against your pants," Christy accused, reaching down and playfully squeezing his dick. The two twins had never had sex together, but for $10,000 they'd made out once. And for fifteen grand, she'd stroked him off and gotten him to come on her face. He'd also sucked on her tits a couple times to entertain some guy.
"I was not," Jeremy denied, although he knew it was likely obvious that he was.
"Sure, sure," Christy smirked, as she headed off to a bedroom she hadn't been inside for years.
3. The Truth
They ate dinner... chatted about everything... had some wine... enough of it for Diane to loosen up a bit further. They were finishing their desserts when she said, "I hope your presence here means my babies are home for good this time. You must be sick and tired of struggling to make ends meet all the way out there in Hollyweird."
"Mom, don't start," Christy said, having heard this intro too many times.
"Yeah Mom, we're doing very well," Jeremy pointed out.
"And we aren't struggling by any means," Christy added, wishing her Mom would take her head out of her ass and give her stamp of approval to their unique business, and to their canny business sense during such challenging times.
"How much do you two bring in then? It must be expensive to live out there," Diane asked for the first tune ever, realizing she'd briefly shifted back into the old Diane... the overbearing Diane who never listened and just spouted her opinion.
"Over 300K this past year," Christy said proudly.
"A 150K each? That sounds impressive, but is that a lot of money in Los Angeles?" Diane asked, a little impressed, yet still concerned.
"No, 300K each," Christy clarified.
"Oh my," Diane said, processing that figure. It was about 50% more than many of the highest paid physicians in the U.S. made over the course of a year. And in order to become doctors, they'd first need to spend five or six years in medical school, and even after they graduated, their lives would be no picnic for at least a year or two more.
Christy summarized, "So no, we're not struggling by any means."
"Our business has really taken off this year," Jeremy added. "Right now we're needing to turn away prospective new clients because there just aren't enough hours in a day."
Diane said, still processing how much money they were talking about. "So to be clear, you two made over half a million dollars by simply giving people massages?"
"Actually it was almost three-quarters of a million, to be more accurate," Christy said, really reveling in this opportunity to prove her mother wrong while she listened for a change... even following her surprise apology of an hour ago.
"And that doesn't include any of December," Jeremy added.
"Which was a very productive month for us," Christy also added.
"Mom, we're very good at what we do," Jeremy said.
"But still, three-quarters of a mill plus December? What's so special about your massages then?" Diane asked, trying to figure out how her two children, both of them only twenty-three, could possibly make that much money just by giving people massages... and she was beginning to wonder whether they were legal.
"You promise not to judge us?" Christy asked.
"Yes," Diane said. But then smiled, "Although you know from long and painful experience how judging is in my DNA."
"Okay, then will you promise not to judge us overly?" Christy amended her request, smiling back.
"Yes, I promise not to judge you two overly," the mother agreed. "So long as what you're doing is legal."
"It's legal, Mom," Jeremy assured her.
Christy explained, falling back on her traditional introductory blurb, "We offer a wide variety of tantric massages, where we employ our own unique blend of natural oils, that contain cannabis, among other ingredients."
Diane's eyes went wide, and her motherly judgemental overreaction sprang to the fore! "Cannabis? Or in other words, you're giving people massages using reefer oil?"
Christy did a sigh/laugh, a strange-sounding mix, "No one calls them reefers anymore, mother. And besides, reefers are joints, which are used for smoking. What we use are cannabis derivatives."
"And any way you slice it... reefers, joints, derivative oils or whatever, marijuana in any form is legal in California and in many other states, even though it still isn't in Indiana," Jeremy added, having longed for his Mom's approval forever, and knowing although Christy hid her emotions well... she too wanted that same approval.
There was a lengthy pause... or at least it seemed lengthy to the twins... "I see," the mother said finally.
Neither twin could figure out what their mother meant by those two simple words. Christy waited for an extrapolation which wasn't forthcoming before she asked, "What exactly do you see?"
Diane looked at Christy and then at Jeremy, before she answered, "That my children have become wildly successful in a very unorthodox way."
"And do you approve?" Christy asked.
"I do," Diane nodded. "It will be a little more awkward to brag about on coffee row than my grown children have become doctors or lawyers, but...."
"But what?" Christy asked, still unsure of where her mother was going with this vague approval.
"But who the fuck cares!" Diane finished boisterously, cussing in front of her children for the very first time ever!
"Mom!" Jeremy gasped.
"Agreed," Christy said jubilantly. "Who the fuck cares?"
They chatted about the business, not going into details about any of the kinky ass shit, but about the different types of massages, and how the oil worked.
"I have to tell you I really am so proud of you," Diane said. "Both of you!"
"Thank you, Mom," Christy said, finally receiving the approval she'd always craved... especially after her Dad's death, since she'd always been a Daddy's girl, and he'd never stinted in his praise for her whenever he felt it was warranted.
"Yes, thank you, Mom," Jeremy added, happy to receive the approval, but even happier to see his sister finally getting some joy out of the uneasy relationship she'd had with her Mom ever since moving out and taking Jeremy with her a single day after she and her twin had graduated from high school. She hadn't particularly wished her mother any ill will, she was just desperate to escape a toxic relationship, but her (along with his) leaving had resulted in the unavoidable side effect of their mother suddenly living alone in her house and feeling like she hadn't a friend in the world.
"Well Christy, pour us some eggnog and Jeremy, get the movie ready," Diane ordered.
"We're going to do this again?" Christy asked semi-complainingly.
"We need to maintain our traditions," Diane said. "But this year maybe we can create some new ones, too."
"Awesome," Jeremy said, having never felt like it was really Christmas when they were in LA. The apartment he and Christy shared had only a boring fake tree, and of course there wasn't any snow outside. But here there was an abundance of snow on the ground, the house was completely decorated, actually the whole town was completely decorated, with the freshly cut fir tree in the living room wafting the aromas of Christmas to him. And now they were about to watch the same movie they'd watched together as a family every Christmas since he was a young child... Home Alone. Admittedly there wasn't much that was Christmas-y about the movie, except for some decorations, and those lovely Carols John Williams had composed and orchestrated, but still.



During the movie... they all sat on the big couch, Mom in the middle... the only distraction for Jeremy his Mom's nylon-clad feet and pretty painted red toenails constantly in view... which kept his cock hard throughout the entire movie.
The movie finished, the Mom hugged her daughter and then her son, feeling his hard cock once again pressing against her leg...as she realized that just like his father, he obviously had a nylon fetish... since she'd noticed his constant preoccupation with her legs and feet throughout the movie... she'd periodically tested her theory by wiggling her toes, using one foot to scratch an itch on the other, and just generally moved her feet around enough to see how her son reacted. The result? Guilty as charged and case closed.
4. Mom's Curiosity and Research
In her bed alone that night, Diane opened her laptop and clicked on a favourite sex scene where a sexy Mom seduces and uses her son's friend... one of Diane's favourite fantasies.
As she played it on low volume, her favourite vibrator set on low as well, she closed her legs so the toy was steadily teasing her pussy and clit, but it wouldn't get her off.
Diane googled cannabis massage oil and found quite a few sites. So it was real... although she'd believed her kids... it just seemed too weird to be true.
After glancing at a few generic ones, she clicked on one entitled Every Single Thing My Vagina Went Through When I Used a Cannabis Spray Down There, by a woman named Hilary White.
First, the woman didn't smoke weed at all, just like Diane, who had no interest in smoking it... but the woman said her vagina loved the THC, which she called weed lube, and she also called it glorious.
Second, the woman mentioned the spray began increasing her arousal almost immediately, but more important was the length and intensity of her subsequent orgasm. The woman described her orgasms variously as 'what the actual fuck?' and 'holy shit is this still happening?'.
As the Mom read this, her pussy tingling with the slow burn of her toy on low, she couldn't help but wonder what something like that would feel like to her own pussy.
Third, it worked by spraying four-to-eight sprays directly onto the clitoris, the inner and outer labia and a fair way inside the vagina, stressing that the internal applications provided the highest absorption levels, and hence the highest receptivity to stimuli. This worked because the tissue of the vulva and vagina is not only sensitive, but also highly absorbent.
Fourth, while the initial effects were immediate, they mostly began externally, and then they gradually progressed to enhancing much deeper and more internal sensations.
Fifth, the spray took some noticeable time to reach its full effects, between fifteen minutes and an hour, so the best way to enhance the full experience was to take one's time, since the purpose wasn't to lubricate the vagina, but to enhance the pleasure in all the relevant locations as listed above.
Diane loved the thought of that. After more than half a decade of having no orgasms at all, she'd been making up for lost time in the past year, and so this 'weed lube' was striking her as very, very intriguing.
Sixth, the lube didn't work like regular pot in that a woman didn't get high from it. Instead, the various facets of her pussy got high, which enabled even women who struggled to have any orgasms at all to successfully achieve amazing, toe tingling ones.
Seventh were the following testimonials from various users: it will make you horny; it made me feel stimulated; it will give you super sensations; it will give you deeper orgasms than you have ever had; the orgasm is all consuming.
Diane pondered to herself, Who wouldn't want that? Plus, How much does all consuming actually include?
Eighth, it sexually empowered women. A woman could enjoy it either on her own or with a partner... and either way it could engender life-altering orgasms in her. And describing an orgasm as 'life altering' seemed to be really saying something!
Although Diane had experienced some good orgasms while her husband was still alive, with some of them very good, and her various toys each did various things to provide her with various pleasures and a variety of different orgasms... this 'weed lube experience' if she could call it that, was looking like an entirely different level of euphoric releases!
As the article concluded, Diane turned her vibrator up to Speed 3 and altered the pattern to one with a little more intensity as she scrolled down through the google search results, and lingered at one called, 'I Tried Anal Weed Lube so You Don't Have To'. The subtitle was equally curious: 'It got me stoned, relaxed, and warm. I'm willing to do it again.' And following that, there was no article at all. All in all, since it didn't contain any superlatives it wasn't the most enthusiastic of endorsements, but neither was it remotely negative. Go figure.
A quote from the creator of one of the cannabis-infused pleasure lines stated, making Diane laugh out loud, "We're changing the world one asshole at a time," --Mathew Gerson. "Our product's purpose is to induce relaxation and to enhance pleasure without the psychotropic effects that usually result from consumption of cannabis."
Which intrigued Diane greatly.
Anal sex was something she'd been fascinated about revisiting for over a year, except she was rather hesitant because when she and her husband had explored it she'd found the experience quite painful at first, and now she'd need to start conditioning her rectum all over again... so the idea of there being a substance that could relax her sufficiently that she could easily cross the line and resume doing it painlessly, looked pretty damn inviting to her.
Diane wondered how it worked, and upon some minimal investigation she learned it was inserted anally, and after it was administered, similar to any suppository, the body absorbed 70% of it locally, with the remainder dissipating into the overall bloodstream... with only a small portion of users reporting some very slight psychotropic effects.
The THC increased a person's blood flow and sensitivity, while the CBD reduced inflammation and relaxed their muscles.
"Although the product was initially designed and produced to attract gay men to the sexual cannabis market, the feedback from the hetero community has also been very positive." And then this next quote really stirred Diane's curiosity, "We've had a lot of feedback from heterosexual women who report they've never enjoyed anal sex because of their discomfort and unavoidable tension; they couldn't force themselves to relax. But when they employed Explore, the induced relaxation and euphoria in their pelvic region allowed them to open up freely and to enjoy the experience for the first time."
The woman then explained the power the drug had over her. After about twenty minutes, she felt warm relief in her pelvic region... as her lower body felt relaxed and warm. The woman explained how it enhanced her pleasure from anal sex... which Diane was particularly intrigued by. She was a little annoyed however that the article didn't go into any further detail about the sensations the woman had experienced while being ass fucked... she said only that her husband was happy, and that it was 'good', which didn't really tell Diane all that much.
But nonetheless, Diane was intrigued; very, very intrigued. Spreading her legs wide, she dialed her vibrator up to high, slid it into her by now very needy pussy, and fucked herself furiously. And then in seemingly no time at all, an orgasm was erupting from her and she screamed, momentarily forgetting she wasn't alone in the house, "Oh my God, fuck!"
And in the next room over, Christy smiled. Her Mom had quite obviously just come.
Down in the basement Jeremy didn't hear his Mom's orgasm, but he'd already come himself while imagining he was fucking her.
5. Christmas Morning Surprises
The next morning, Christmas morning, Diane, dressed herself in a fun Christmas sweater, a skirt, and mismatched thigh high stockings... one green, one red... which she'd purchased a pair of each colour for just this purpose... she had already prepared breakfast when she made the rounds to wake up each of her children.
She first went downstairs to Jeremy, and unannounced, she opened his door and walked in. But just as she was about to say something, she noticed his dick must be standing straight up, since she saw a very impressive tent in the sheet.
She paused. She wondered how big he was. When he was wearing pants it was hard to tell... but now it was clear he was very well endowed,
The mother knew her immediate inclination was wrong, but she was curious. Maybe it was her imagined visual of his hard cock. Maybe it was because she hadn't been fucked in over six years. Maybe it was all that porn and erotica she'd been indulging in... much of it featuring incest... but she really needed to take a peek at his cock.
So instead of waking him up by turning on the lights and saying something rather loudly, like she'd done pretty much every day of his life when he still lived at home... he'd never been a morning person... she walked over to his bed... the light from the hallway enough to give her a good view... and she grabbed the sheets and pulled them completely off of him while crying out brightly, "Wake up, sleepyhead!"
Jeremy felt a sudden chill as he briefly continued dreaming about his mother sucking his cock... and his actual surroundings took a moment to register and to draw him out of this very compelling dream.
Diane stared at the fully revealed cock, which was indeed hard, about eight inches long, and quite fat. Her pussy was instantly tingling from the sight, since this was the first real cock she'd seen in years... an actual cock being so much more appealing than any of her toys!
Jeremy's subconscious finally woke up and told him this was no dream... and then that a certain part of him was feeling a sudden draft... and then as he opened his eyes, that his Mom... the very same Mom he'd just been dreaming about fucking... was actually in his room and staring at his actual cock!
"M-M-Mom!" Jeremy stammered, shocked by the not-yet-fully-processed reality of all of the above.
"Good morning, my darling son," Diane said, reluctantly ripping her stare away from her son's undeniably amazing cock. "Merry Christmas, honey."
"Merry Christmas, Mom," Jeremy returned, yanking the sheet back over him.
"By the way," she said with a huge smile on her face, "you have a very nice cock."
Jeremy's eyes went wide at his Mom's shocking compliment, and his 'very nice' cock flinched under the sheet as she sauntered away, and he noticed her hot red and green nylons.
Diane went upstairs, leaving her son confused, and woke up her daughter in a more typical way, e.g. without any voyeurism.
Ten minutes later both children were dressed and sitting at the kitchen table, eating a breakfast with enough food for six, with Jeremy's cock still hard.
"Wow, Mom, that is a festive and sexy outfit," Christy said, glancing at her brother, who obviously wasn't fully awake yet, since he was staring fixedly at his mother's enormous tits.
"Thank you honey," Diane said. "I figured I should celebrate God's birthday and still feel good about myself at the same time."
"Well, you definitely look like you should feel good about yourself, you sexy lady," Christy said.
"Thank you honey," the mother repeated, appreciating the compliment after years of getting none at all from anyone.
"What you think, Jeremy?" Christy asked, dying to embarrass her brother. "Doesn't Mom look hot?"
"She looks very nice," Jeremy said, overwhelmed by the recent sight of his mother staring at his boner down in his bedroom and her dressed so sexily.
"Nice?" Christy asked with mock aghast. "No one wants to be told they look nice."
"Yes, son," Diane said, joining her daughter in teasing her son, "no woman wants to be told she looks nice."
"I mean, you look... pretty," Jeremy said, literally overwhelmed.
"Just pretty?" Diane asked, giving him a slight pout.
"Yeah, you're still being way too lukewarm. Doesn't our Mom look hot?" Christy continued laying it on thick, really enjoying to embarrass her younger brother, who usually wasn't fazed by anything.
"Yes," Jeremy said, looking down to avoid any eye contact, but then finding himself staring at his Mom's legs and feet, which only made his cock ache even more!
"Yes, what?" Christy asked insistently.
Diane was really enjoying the attention, "Yes son, yes what?"
"Yes Mom, you look really, really sexy," Jeremy finally blurted out.
"Ohhhh, you just not just called Mom sexy, but really, really sexy," Christy teased, doing a sudden backflip from her prior encouragement. "Jesus, Jeremy, she's your own mother, for Christ's sake!"
"You made me say it," Jeremy said, now on the defensive.
"Oh? So you just said that without meaning it?" she asked, taking her teasing ball and running with it.
"No, of course I didn't, I meant every word! What do you want from me?" he asked desperately, fully flustered.
"Only the truth, and I believe you've just given your mother an honest compliment, so thank you, sweetheart," Diane said, bending down to kiss her son on the cheek and rest her hand on the table... and then forgetting she was a mother for just a moment, the temptation too great not to take the risk, she 'accidentally' let her hand slip and fall directly onto his cock.
Jeremy groaned-moaned.
"Oops, sorry," Diane said, allowing her hand to rest on her son's cock for a moment longer than she would have if it really had been an accident... but resisting the very real temptation to give it a squeeze as well.
"Should I give you two lovebirds some alone time?" Christy joked.
Diane stood back up and went along with the joke, replying, "Not just now thanks, but perhaps later. Finish eating, you two; it's just about present-opening time."
"Okay. Mom," Christy said.
"Okay," Jeremy said, his head spinning from his surreal first fifteen minutes of Christmas Morning.
"You okay?" Christy asked him, smirking.
"Yeah," Jeremy said, as he tried to resume eating his pancakes and to ignore the throbbing in his pants.
Ten minutes later they were in the living room in front of the tree, Jeremy's cock still hard, as they opened their presents.
Christy and Jeremy watched with excitement as their Mom opened the unique present they'd hunted down and gotten for her.
When Diane saw what it was, she gasped. "Oh my! How did you two manage this?"
"It wasn't easy," Christy said.
"Yeah, but it turned out Harrods in London was offering it online. This was the last one they had available," Jeremy added.
"This is such a thoughtful gift," Diane said, gazing in wonder upon the very same China set she'd been gifted by her grandmother early in her marriage. It had been broken into countless pieces during a nasty storm more than a decade ago. "I can't believe you even remembered my having this!"
"We both did, actually. Particularly how devastated you were when it got all smashed up," Christy said.
"This is just so thoughtful of you two," Diane said, very moved by her children's obviously caringly selected gift.
"We love you, Mom," Christy said with sincere warmth, having found these last twelve plus hours very therapeutic, to the point she felt that she and her mother could now move forward from their years of tense and insincere 'politeness' to each other.
"Yes, Mom, we love you," Jeremy added with equal warmth.
"We know that you do," Christy whispered teasingly, just loud enough that her Mom could hear.
"I love you both," Diane said, making it unanimous, then getting up and hugging each of her children.
They followed their gift opening by tidying up and then going for a walk, like they always did on their Christmas mornings together.
Along the walk, Diane mentioned, "You know, I did some research last night."
"Yeah, I heard one of the results of your sexy research," Christy smiled.
"Yeah, well... I guess I wasn't all that quiet when I came," Diane admitted freely, not at all ashamed, and even letting her son in on the secret, all of it totally unlike she would have behaved in prior years, except of course she wouldn't have done that at all back then, "I wanted to see what the big deal was, and as you heard Christy, I found at least the marijuana part, which is all I could find anything about, pretty exciting. So I want another Christmas present from my children, whom I can once again call my loving children, thank God... one of your reefer massages."
Christy coughed. This wasn't at all what she was expecting her mother to say ever, "Don't be silly, mother. We offer very unique... and very expensive... massages for our high-end clients."
"I still want one," Diane insisted. "I'll pay you whatever you want."
"No, it's not the money, we'd never charge you a dime for anything. It's just that I'm not sure you could handle it," Christy explained.
"Well, dammit! It's my birthday, and I want one, and I'm not taking no for an answer," Diane said, determined to talk them into it... her curiosity about the pleasures described in the articles and testimonials she'd read really making her want one.
"Then Merry Christmas and happy birthday to you," Jane, a woman from down the street said, thereby interrupting the conversation, as Jeremy and Christy looked at each other with 'what the fuck?' looks.
"Oh, thank you Jane," Diane said, shifting back into community glad hand woman, instead of the one demanding a reefer massage from her children.
The two women chatted for a couple minutes, including the children in the conversation. Diane seized the occasion to brag about their booming business in Los Angeles, although she didn't go into any details, of course.
When the three resumed their walk, the conversation shifted to New Years Eve, where neither Christy or Jeremy wanted to let on they'd been hired by a rich client of theirs who happened to have a second family home in Indiana just two towns over, to offer their special massages to all comers throughout a swingers' party he and his wife were hosting. At $50,000 for the night and all expenses (for instance their being ferried over in a limo), they couldn't say no. So they just told their Mom they were being picked up to attend a friend's party... which wasn't really a lie.
Back home, warming up in front of the fireplace, Diane returned the conversation to the topic interrupted by Jane during their walk.
6. Mom's Tantric Massage
Diane asked, after a quick lunch and with tonight's turkey now in the oven, "So, where are we doing this?"
"Doing what?" Christy asked, as she turned on the television. The entire family loved basketball, and the first game of a daylong NBA marathon was already underway.
"My birthday reefer oil massage," Diane said, deliberately using the term 'reefer'.
"Mom!" Christy sighed, more annoyed by her usage of the term 'reefer' than her request for such a scandalous massage.
"What? I loved my Christmas present," Diane said. "But you two skinflints have been ripping me off by bundling my Christmas and birthday presents as only one present for your entire lives."
"I guess that's true," Jeremy agreed.
"Yeah, and everyone else has even been doing it to me for my whole life," Diane added, which was also true.



"We just gave you a 1200-dollar Christmas present," Christy pointed out.
"And you made well over half a million this year," the mother pointed out. "Plus, I don't want you to buy me anything, I just want to learn first hand what you two do for a living."
"I'm not sure that you do," Christy said, more than a little concerned about demonstrating to their mother what they did... even as open-minded as she'd recently become... they'd very deliberately given her a generic explanation of their professional services.
"Then let me decide that," Diane said doggedly. "Like I said, I did some reading about the marijuana part, and a reefer massage sounds very relaxing."
"Mother, would you please stop calling it a reefer massage, for the love of God!" Christy pleaded.
"Give me the massage, and I'll never use that word again," Diane promised. As Christy helplessly looked to her brother, the Mom reiterated, "It is my birthday, after all."
Jeremy finally offered, "Could we give her a toned-down version of the Tranquility?"
"Maybe," Christy said doubtfully.
Diane interjected, "No, I want your most popular massage, I believe you call it the Euphoria. AND I want the full experience. Not any toned-down crap!"
Jeremy explained rather desperately, "Mom, those ones are extremely intense," even as his cock once again grew in his pants while he pictured he and Christy driving their naked Mom wild with lust.
"I've just turned fifty, honey," the Mom said. "And I haven't really done much living, so I want to start living each day like it might be the last. I don't want to live in regret anymore."
Christy couldn't help feeling a little sympathy for her Mom, yet she still wasn't at all certain her mother understood what such a massage entailed, so trying to shock her mother into backing away from her demand, she said bluntly, "Okay, Mom, fine! But are you aware you'll have to be totally naked for this massage? In front of us both?"
Diane shrugged, calling her daughter's bluff, "That's just fine with me. I already saw Jeremy's naked boner this morning, and nobody died."
Christy added, although this next part wasn't always true, "And we'll be naked as well."
"I've seen you both naked hundreds of times," Diane said, not at all fazed. Maybe she'd get lucky and Jeremy would have another erection!
"That was years ago," Christy objected, "I think the last time was when we were twelve!" looking to Jeremy for help, but only saw his look of immobilized indecision and shock.
Diane shrugged, "So where are we doing this?"
Christy looked over to Jeremy again; he was still in a stunned state of disbelief, super stressed about being naked in front of his mother, even though she'd deliberately unveiled and looked at his morning wood earlier, wondering why his sister had needed to offer to do the massage with their being naked too. They often did them that way, but this was their mother!
So she caved and told him with a defeated sigh, "Go and get the massage table from the car."
"You brought a massage table along?" Diane asked.
"Like MasterCard, we never leave home without it," Christy joked, although it was true. They always had two tables in the SUV they drove around Los Angeles in, but they'd only brought one for this trip, as their client had mentioned he had one at home already.
"Makes sense," Diane said.
"Hey! Go get it," Christy repeated herself, since her brother was still standing in place, paralyzed by indecision.
"I'm still not sure this is a good idea," Jeremy said stubbornly.
"Just go," Christy said briskly, at least her mind now made up. "If this is what our newly open-minded Mom wants for her birthday, then she should have it."
"Exactly," Diane said.
Jeremy finally pulled himself together and left, in awe of what was happening, while Christy went to her bedroom and returned with a questionnaire. "Here's a detailed list of everything we might include in your massage. Just place a checkmark next to whatever you think should be off limits."
Diane looked through the items and was a little surprised by some of them, but then she had to smile when reaching the requests section that listed various choices of attire for the masseuse and masseur. "How long are you two expecting to be completely naked?"
"It's usually about half the time," the daughter answered. "But sometimes we are for the entire time; it depends upon the client's preference and how the session progresses."
"And in costume if at all?"
"Almost the other half," Christy said. "I've gained quite a wardrobe this way."
"So they pay extra for you to wear it, and they've even purchased it?" Diane asked, seeing a list of ten optional costumes.
"If it's on the list, we provide it; if it's not, then they do," Christy answered.
"I'm impressed," Diane smiled. "You're quite the businesswoman."
"Thank you," Christy said, as Jeremy returned, lugging the table.
"Now I get to find out what all the buzz is about," the mother smiled. "Vibrators, get it?"
"That's the worst pun ever," Christy smiled as she pointed to an open space in front of the Christmas tree and said to Jeremy, "set it up right there."
"How seasonal," Diane smiled, her pussy already getting a little tingly in anticipation of what was about to happen.
"You still need to fill out the form," Christy instructed.
Diane shrugged, "I don't think there's anything for me to fill out, because fuck it! I haven't been touched by anyone in over half a decade, so I don't want anything to be off limits. Knock yourselves out, you two. Or maybe it's me you'll be knocking out!" she added with a laugh.
"Well, I guess it's 'fuck it' indeed then," Christy said, almost as shocked at what they were going forward with as her brother was... since not in a million years had she been prepared for such a remarkable rebirth of her over-religious mother!
"So what's next?" The Mom asked, as she looked around to see her son finish setting up the table. It looked extremely sturdy, which she found reassuring.
"Next you get undressed," Christy said.
"That won't be a problem. But since it's my birthday, I think the two of you should undress me," the mother said, having seen that on the survey as one of the options.
"Fine!" Christy sighed.
"Watch your tone, young lady. I'm still your mother," Diane reminded her daughter, but with a sly smile on her face.
Christy said, "Yes ma'am. But come to think of it, wait here for a minute. We need to set up some ambiance for you."
"Okay," Diane said, and her daughter returned to her room.
Jeremy turned down the lights, Christy returned with a dozen scented candles, lit them, and then they both approached their mother and Christy asked, "Last chance to back out before we begin. But of course you can stop us from doing anything you don't like anytime you want. So here goes: are you quite sure about this?"
"No, but I want to do it anyway," Diane said, a nervous chill coursing through her body from her excitement.
"Then let's do it," Christy said.
"Okay," Jeremy agreed, praying his cock would go down before he had to get undressed... still shocked that any of this was happening.
Christy unzipped her Mom's dress and slid it down her body.
Jeremy stared at his Mom, who was now wearing only a black lace bra, a surprising g-string instead of anything like grannie panties, and those fun red and green stockings.
"Get over here and help your sister strip me down," Diane told him, loving the sight of her son staring at her body, which was definitely some validation... that at fifty she could still render a young guy speechless.
"Yeah, stop staring at your mother like some perv," Christy teased, as her Mom braced a hand on her shoulder and stepped out of her dress.
"Uh... yeah... right," he said.
"Come and pull down your Mom's panties," Diane offered.
"You mean your thong," Christy said, pulling at the g-string for a moment and playfully letting it snap back.
"Hey, your Mom can wear sexy things too," Diane said, as her son came up to her while her daughter unclasped her bra.
Jeremy reached his mother just as her bra fell away, and he froze once again when he found himself standing right in front of his mother and her massive... and suddenly naked... breasts.
Dianne joked, "I see you still love Mommy's tits."
"I-I-I..." Jeremy stammered, staring at his Mom's breasts.
"Jesus, do I have to do everything?" Christy asked the universe, seeing her brother continuing to be rendered useless, and so she pulled her Mom's thong down from behind.
"S-s-sorry," he apologized, unable to break his stare.
"I'll keep the stockings on, since I can tell how much you like them, son," the mother smiled, looked down at his crotch, and winked.
"What? I-um-...." Jeremy said completely nonsensibly. He was usually smooth and suave, completely at home in these situations, and he'd massaged, anally fingered, fisted and gone to other extremes, sometimes with some very famous people... but somehow just the sight of his mother like this was an entirely different ballgame.
"Lie down Mom, before you give your twenty-three-year-old son a premature heart attack," Christy joked.
Diane smiled and walked over to the massage table and pointed questioningly at the small hole in it.
"Sorry, we only brought along our male table," Christy said.
"I see," she said, as she sauntered towards the table and her son stared at her big booty. As she did, she turned around and teased, "why are you two still dressed?"
"Okay, you're right. Just lie down, on your stomach at first," Christy said, as she began getting undressed. "You need to strip too, drooling boy."
"Are we really doing this?" Jeremy asked.
"Obviously," Christy said, pulling her shirt over her head.
"Okay," he said, shaking his head. He'd seen his sister naked almost every day during the past two years... so that wasn't a big deal... although it had been pretty weird at first... but somehow seeing his Mom naked, and her about to see him too, was completely different.
"Hurry up, you two, I wanna see some skin," the mother said, excited for this to get started.
Once Christy was completely naked and Jeremy was dawdling while still in his boxers, the sister said, "Boxers too, big boy."
"Yes, I paid for completely naked," Diane said, "or I didn't pay for it, but I still want my money's worth," looking up to admire her youngish daughter's very fit and sexy body.
"Okay, okay," Jeremy said, as he removed his boxers to reveal his eight-inch hard cock, and then added, "But this is so weird."
"Yeah, yeah, she's your sexy naked mother, and she can see your erection," Christy said dismissively.
"I'll start with the feet this time," Jeremy said, not wanting to do her shoulders where he'd usually start, because then his hard dick would be waving around too close to his Mom's face.
"What, you want to fuck her nylon-feet, you pervert?" Christy asked wickedly.
"W-w-what? N-n-no!" he stammered, having once fucked a woman's nylon feet and came all over her soles for an extra fee... although he would have done it for free, since it was such a fun experience.
"We'll stick to the same way we'd massage anyone else," Christy said firmly.
"Fine," Jeremy sighed.
Christy then said to her Mom, "Although these nylons are sexy, and your wearing them certainly has your son throbbing quite nicely, the massage oil will sink into your pores a lot better with them off."
"Whatever you say, honey," Diane agreed. "You're in charge."
Christy rolled the stockings off, and then while she massaged the feet, Jeremy started with the arms and shoulders... which meant, if Diane raised her head from face down in the comfy pillow hole, she'd be presented with an amazing closeup view of her son's cock... which she took advantage of a few minutes into the massage... the oils already relaxing her.
Feeling wicked and already feeling a little horny, even though she still didn't really have any intent except to tease her son, she said, "Jeremy, honey."
"Yes, mother?" he asked as he massaged her left shoulder and arm.
"Has anyone ever told you that you have a nice... big... fat... cock?" Diane asked wickedly, while she stared at his massive member from... as has been said... extremely close up.
"Mom!" Jeremy gasped, while his telltale cock flinched excitedly because of his Mom's wicked words.
"Many women, and even some men have indeed told him that," Christy answered, as she worked her way up her Mom's legs.
Diane acting all innocent, shrugged and said, "What? I'm just saying! It's quite impressive, dear."
"Thanks, I guess," Jeremy said, trying to act casual, when in truth his balls were boiling. God, did he want to fuck his mother!
"He liked the compliment, Mom," Christy added. "His hard cock bobbed to tell me so."
"You're not helping," Jeremy said.
"Am I wrong?"
Finally deciding to stop behaving like the stunned son and to show off some of the confident stud he always was in California, he said, "No, I love a woman seeing my big cock and getting all revved up because of it."
"You do, do you?" Diane asked.
"Yes, most women love my cock, and they tell me so," Jeremy said, restoring his usual confidence a bit more with each word.
"I just bet they do," Diane said, still admiring it, and now getting turned on from seeing her son showing some mojo... her late husband had used to just fuck her... anytime he wanted... in any hole he wanted... and she'd fucking loved it! This was something no one else knew... that behind the fierce exterior of this prudish God-fearing woman was a randy slut who loved getting face fucked, who loved getting pounded hard who always enjoyed a good ass drilling), and who thrilled to being called nasty names and taking loads all over her face.
"Yeah," Jeremy said, not sure of what to say next.
"I want you to really relax now, Mom," Christy said, "the good stuff is just about to start."
"It hasn't already?" she asked, before looking back admiringly at her son's cock and wondering what it would be like to commit the ultimate sin of incest with it, like in all those stories.
"Okay, then if you've been having fun so far, then it's really about to get good," Christy said, as she walked over and gently guided her Mom's head back into the open-face pillow. "I know you're enjoying the view, but you'll want to be totally relaxed as you enter this next stage. You'll probably even want to close your eyes for a while."
As Jeremy began to work on the back, Christy returned to the midsection, and gently parted her mother's legs wider to begin applying the soothing sexual mix of their homemade creation Euphoria to her Mom's inner thighs.
"Oh, does that feel good," Diane moaned, her body feeling so relaxed and yet somehow equally on fire... an oxymoron that didn't make much sense, but it was definitely what she was feeling. She could easily fall asleep right now, or get fucked.
"Just relax," Christy reminded her, as she generously lotioned her Mom's big ass cheeks.
"I've never been more relaxed in my life," the mother said, feeling like her body was as light as air and floating onto a different plane.
"Good Mommy," Christy said, just like she'd said many times before during her incest roleplaying massages... where in the past they'd just been roleplaying... and thus she was just doing her job... it had never turned her on... yet as she brought her fingers to her Mom's asshole to generously apply some magic lube there, she felt her own pussy start tingling... so much so that she impulsively brought her other hand into play, and for the first time ever while giving a massage, she rubbed the magical concoction into her own pussy.
Jeremy glanced over just in time to see his sister doing this. He looked up at her, perplexed, and she just shrugged.
"Are you going to do Mommy's asshole next?" Diane asked.
"It is part of the full treatment," Christy answered.
"Then I guess you are," Diane said contentedly, lying on her belly and just enjoying the four-hands soothing massage... unlike anything she'd ever experienced before.
As her daughter's heavenly fingers stroked their way closer to her pussy and asshole, she asked, having seen it on the survey sheet, "So what exactly does incest roleplay entail? You two don't actually... you know... have sex with each other, do you?"
"No, Mom," Jeremy gasped, while his cock flinched again at the question.
"No, Mom," Christy parroted. "We just sometimes pretend to be a client's son or daughter while they play our Mom or Dad, or occasionally a sibling, or maybe we're even their granddaughter or grandson."
"I see," Diane moaned, as her daughter's fingers advanced between her ass cheeks.
"Are you ready to become immersed in the full body sensation?" Christy asked soothingly.
"Yes honey, just treat me like any other client," Diane said.
"Okay, then relax; the next few minutes will be intense, and we'll need to really take our time so we can take you through a slow burn," Christy explained.
"Okay," Diane said as she felt her daughter's well-oiled fingers slowly rubbing her long ignored asshole... that hadn't been penetrated in years.
"Just relax, Mommy," Christy reminded, enjoying herself calling someone that for the first time ever while performing a massage.
"Okay honey," Diane moaned softly, her son's hands doing her back and her daughter's fingers only teasing her rosebud so far, but already beginning to relax and stimulate her.
Christy, her index finger very generously lubed, then easily slipped inside her Mom's ass.
"Oh my Gawd!" Diane moaned loudly when she felt her ass penetrated.
"Relax, Mommy, relax," Christy reminded her Mom again, as she slowly fingered her asshole.
"That feels so weird, after all this time," Diane reported, although she wasn't complaining.
"It'll get better," Christy said, incorrectly assuming her mother hadn't ever been anally penetrated before.
"I know, your Daddy used to really ream my asshole with his big cock," Diane said, going into a sexual trance where she might say anything!
"No way," Christy said, that news really turning her on!
"Although your father wasn't as big as Jeremy here," Diane said, waving her left hand around blindly, trying to find her son... but he was standing on her other side.
"Jesus," Jeremy gasped, as he watched his sister fingering his Mom's ass. He'd previously had seen her fingering hundreds of women's, and even some men's assholes... including some very famous people's... but he'd never found any of those times as surreally erotic as this was.
"I always loved getting my asshole fucked," Diane moaned.
"So all those times when you scolded me for the way I was dressed, you were being a three-hole slut for Dad?" Christy asked, a little annoyed at her mother's hypocrisy.
"I know, I'm sorry, I was being very hypocritical," Diane admitted.
"Well, you're a bad girl," Christy scolded.
"Really? I've always loved being a bad girl," Diane smiled drunkenly, although she hadn't touched a drop; it was just the Euphoria talking.
"You were a very bad girl, and especially a bad, bad Mommy," Christy scolded overdramatically while she slowly finger fucked her Mom's ass with the narcotic lotion.
"I know," the Mom said, her pleasure increasing quickly... pleasure with an intensity she couldn't have fathomed existing. "Such a bad Mommy I was!"



"Yes Mommy, and even your son you give hard ons to agrees you're a very bad girl," Jeremy added, deciding to jump in and play along in this surreal situation... having already done this 'bad Mommy' roleplay with a dozen women he'd pretended were his mother.
"You don't know the half of it," Diane moaned, as her ass was fingered and she thought she might even come without having her pussy touched. She'd been ass fucked many times by her husband, but she'd never actually come just from being sodomized. She was also experiencing a strange liberating sensation from confessing to her children how she hadn't always been the prim and proper woman she'd always presented herself as.
"Oh, but we're learning," Christy said as she fingered her Mom's ass.
Diane, the anal pleasure consuming her, moaned, "Ahhh, oh my God!"
"You like that, Mommy? Do you like your daughter fingering your tight little shitter like this?"
Diane moaned, her body now just giving into the pleasure completely, "Yes, Babygirl! Finger Mommy's tight asshole."
Christy fingered her Mom's asshole for a few more seconds... bringing her Mom's orgasm to almost there... but then she pulled out just before she came.
The mother whined, the pleasure still burning inside her, yet now it was lingering just below the surface, "Shove it back in my asshole, right fucking now!"
"Turn over," Christy ordered, ignoring her Mom's plea while secretly enjoying the lustful desperation in her voice.
"But I was so fucking close!" Diane whined like a bitch in heat.
"I know. Now be a good girl and let's continue," Diane ordered placidly, slapping her mother on the butt and winking at her brother.
"Fine," Diane sighed in a way that made it perfectly clear she wasn't fine at all, but she did obediently roll onto her back, rewarding herself unexpectedly with a great look at her son's hard cock. "Hey there! I can see you're still excited about rubbing your mother."
"You bet I am, and I can that see you're excited about being rubbed by your hot children," Jeremy said, gazing down upon his Mom's very hard nipples and even giving them a playful pinch. His previous embarrassment was long gone, and now he felt fully in his element and ready for anything! Embarrassed about his hardon for her? Not any more!
"Guilty as charged," the mother admitted... her desire to come overriding any sense of moral dignity or motherly responsibleness.
Jeremy stood next to his Mom, uncaring this time about how his rock-hard dick was now actually resting against the side of her face, and he lotioned up her huge tits lavishly, while her daughter applied excessive amounts of the happy lotion both onto and into her mother's pussy.
"Oh my God," Diane moaned, "that feels so good!"
"Yeah? Then wait about ten minutes until the THC really kicks in, Mom," Christy said, as she began massaging her Mom's legs again... now totally ignoring her pussy for a while.
"I don't think I can possibly last that long," Diane moaned while her son massaged her tits, obviously enjoying himself thoroughly, simultaneous with making her feel so good!.
"Oh trust me, you haven't even begun to feel the extreme pleasures our magic oil is about to start giving you," Christy told her excitedly. "Just you wait!"
"Yeah Mom, we're taking you to nirvana," Jeremy forewarned. He always enjoyed women of all manner of personality types morphing into pleasure sluts as the twins' magic formula seeped into their bodies and transformed their breasts, pussies and assholes into oversensitive pleasure zones.
A few more minutes... which seemed like an hour but also like a minute... passed for Diane.
Christy asked, "Ready to reach nirvana, Mommy?"
"Yes, Babygirl, please get Mommy off," the mother moaned desperately.
As Jeremy swirled his fingers over her nipples, and Diane's pussy was throbbing, and her ass was throbbing, and her head was spinning around and around in a euphoric daze, her daughter finally! slipped two fingers inside her pussy and rubbed her clit with her other hand.
"Mother fucker!!" Diane yelled from her instant frenzy.
"I guess I really am one now," Christy laughed, as she finger fucked her mother, now vigorously.
"Oh God, Jeremy, Jeremy my boy," Diane moaned, looking up at him helplessly while she thrashed around.
"Yes Mom?" he asked, his cock throbbing at what he was witnessing... the ultimate fantasy... one he'd imagined many, many times but had never expected to see in the flesh.
"Come here," she said. "Stand next to my head and face me."
He walked around to stand beside her... his cock now directly in front of her mouth and her luscious lips.
"Jeremy... son," Diane gasped, and she stared at her son's big cock while her daughter was still finger-banging her, "please... please... please...."
"Please what?" he asked. "What do you want, mother?"
"Please feed me your big fat cock!" she blurted out.
"What?" Jeremy expostulated, hearing his Mom's words, words he'd imagined hearing her say so many times, yet he still couldn't believe it when she actually said them.
"Please, baby, I'm begging you," the mother pleaded while staring lustfully at her son's big cock, "shove that big cock in your Mommy's mouth!"
Christy too was so fucking horny, dying to eat her Mom's pussy, god it looked so delicious, while the magical lotion she'd applied to her own pussy working wonders by now, and making her a sopping mess, she was right on board with her mother's wishes, and she said so. "Give it to her, little brother!" she called out to him even though he was only two feet away. "Give our Mommy your big, fat cock!"
"You're serious?" Jeremy shouted back. He wouldn't ever dare to do that with an actual client, he'd be stepping right across a serious legal barrier. But this was only his mother, and no money was changing hands, so he wouldn't go to jail even if the cops were videotaping all of this. And right! She was only his mother!
"Right now son, face fuck Mommy, pleeease?" Diane pleaded, as she reached her hand towards his waist and tried to pull him to her.
"Do it! Do it now, big brother," Christy ordered, looking down at her brother's big, hard cock that she'd seen almost every day for the past two years.
Feeling his Mom spastically trying to pull him to herself while she continued thrashing around in one long almost there, but I'm not... quite... cumming!! he decided just to go with it, and he slid his cock into his Mom's mouth.
"Oh fuck, you nasty mother fucker," Christy groaned, since watching her brother sliding his cock into their Mom had her own pussy on fire, while she dove down and sucked on her Mom's clit while she slid three fingers in her mother's twat and really finger banged her.
It took seconds... maybe ten... Jeremy had pumped four inches of his cock into her mouth only three times... before Diane's pussy finally erupted, and she screamed, possibly loud enough to alert the neighbours, "Oh my God, I am sooo coming!" as her mouth slipped off of her son's fat cock, but her daughter continued eating her pussy.
"Cum, Mommy-slut," Christy ordered, even while her Mom was doing so, flooding her face with her first orgasm of the massage... while Jeremy thrilled to the hottest act he'd ever seen in his life, and he'd seen a lot of hot women perfoming lots of very hot acts, with all the best ones happening on Tantric High's massage tables.
As Diane just came and came, the intensity so extreme and so unlike any other orgasm she'd ever experienced before, she responded... well... bellowed really, just like sometimes in the erotica she'd read, "Yes, Babygirl! Your Mommy is your slut!"
"Keep coming, you nasty slut!" Christy bellowed back, while she kept licking up the cum leaking out of her mother, and while she kept fingering her... knowing that although the magical lotion on or inside a pussy didn't give the pussy a real high like imbibing drugs could... she knew that licking that pussy while it was soaked with the drug would give someone potentially large amounts of the drug and could get them very high... but she didn't care, as she hungrily licked her Mom's delicious 'reefer' pussy.
"Jeremy, baby. I want you really to fuck Mommy's slut mouth, just use me as your Mommy-slut! Fuck it hard, baby! I want to feel your balls bouncing off my chin," Diane babbled away, the hottest thing Jeremy had ever heard.
He obliged, his cock throbbing as he slid it back into his Mom's mouth.
"Straddle her tits and face fuck her from there!" Christy urged him, looking up from her Mom's pussy to watch her brother face fucking her.
"Yes son, please do me that way," Diane agreed, after Jeremy pulled out.
"You really want my cock slamming your throat, Mommy?" Jeremy asked doubtfully, as he climbed on top of the massage table and on top of his Mom.
"Yes son, I want you to fuck Mommy's mouth as hard as you can with your huge fat cock," Diane said, the big cock now waving around not far above her.
"All right, you asked for it," Jeremy warned, his masculinity welling up in him as he slid his cock into his Mom's mouth and began face fucking her with mighty strokes!
Diane moaned on the cock, and Christy stood up and said, after watching the wicked act for a good thirty seconds, her Euphoria-laden pussy still on fire, "Pull on her arms, and really give it to her mouth!"
"Good idea, sis," Jeremy said, grabbing both arms, and by doing so he was able to pull his Mom's head and shoulders up, which made it easy to face fuck her really deeply... easily sliding all eight inches of his cock into her welcoming mouth over and over again.
"Oh fuck, you nasty mother-face-fucker," Christy berated playfully, rubbing herself like crazy while she watched the wicked incestuous act... so much hotter than any roleplaying she'd ever done in the past... although now she understood why some of her clients wanted this particular roleplay... it was far out kinky, and hot as fuck.
"Oh yeah, this mouth is mine," Jeremy said, a massive adrenaline rush coursing through him as he face fucked his Mom, smoothly bouncing his full-to-bursting balls against her chin.
Christy went back to their Mom's pussy and slid two fingers into it and a thumb into her rectum, making Diane cum again instantly... her holes so sensitive by now it took almost nothing to get her off.
"Ooooooooh," Diane moaned, and she came again while her son roughly fucked her face and her daughter double penetrated her.
For a couple minutes, Christy lapped up her mother's cunt cum again, before she stood upright and watched her brother face-fuck her Mom while she rubbed herself.
This wild act, the smooth angle, and the ongoing sight of his cock at work inside his Mom's mouth had Jeremy ready to unload in just a couple of minutes.
And Christy, having seen her brother's pre-cum face many times before, urged him, "Come down Mommy's throat, big brother, fill her belly with your big load!"
Diane answered with an encouraging moan, just before her son unloaded a massive load down her throat!
Once he was spent, Jeremy pulled out and Diane exclaimed, "Wow, that was fucking intense!"
"It still is, so get off of her," Christy said urgently, even trying to push him off. As soon as he'd hopped down to his feet, she replaced him, straddled her Mom's face, dropped her wet, stoned pussy onto her Mom's lips, and ordered succinctly, "Eat."
Diane, still in her lustful daze, didn't hesitate, her natural submissiveness and her horny buzz driving her to begin licking her first-ever pussy... her very own daughter's.
"Oh fuck," Jeremy said as he watched his Mom eating out his twin sister.
"That's it, Mommy, here's your birthday pie," Christy moaned, reaching down, pulling her Mom's head up and deeper into her oasis of wetness... her mother, along with her homemade weed oil getting her off in no time at all!
Diane eagerly licked her daughter, loving this nasty act, loving the subtle taste, and after only a minute, she was rewarded with a gush of girl cum all over her face.
Christy, having used this top-of-the-line lotion on her pussy many times, knew she wasn't only going to come once, as she trembled while coming for only the first time. Without a pot pussy high, she'd never come more than once, but with it, she'd never failed to have multiple orgasms, since it always got her pussy so damn sensitive!
Diane kept licking... her face plastered to her daughter's pussy... completely engulfed in the womanly scent and taste... completely mesmerized by throwing herself into this sinful and taboo act.
Jeremy's cock never even remotely began shrinking while he watched this lesbian act... this lesbian incestuous act... his cock ready for more... even though the druggy lotion did almost nothing for him or for other men (unless it was administered anally, and then it did absolute wonders for an experience as a bottom)... but it always turned the women around him unto downright nymphomaniacs, and this time he couldn't help but respond to that!
"Fuuuuuck," Christy screamed, as her orgasm number two arrived, thanks to the lips and tongue of her mother.
Jeremy went around the table to checkout his Mom's pussy and ass. God, did they look inviting.
"Do the drumroll to her," Christy ordered, looking back at her brother staring between their Mom's legs.
"You think I should?" Jeremy asked.
"Just do it," she said brusquely, while she pushed her Mom's head back onto the massage table's headrest and began to grind her hips back and forth, so she could reach her third straight intense orgasm.
"Okay, here goes," Jeremy said, crawling between his Mom's legs and resting his cock against her clit.
"Now," Christy ordered, as she ground her cunt against her Mom's face.
"Okay, "he repeated, as he did something he'd done to women dozens of times by now... he gave his Mom a cock clit drumroll orgasm!
Jeremy tapped his fat dick head against her clit repeatedly... and every time, his Mom's legs twitched uncontrollably.
Diane kept moaning, her sounds mostly muffled by her daughter's pussy, and she kept her tongue extended while her daughter used her face freely for her own personal pleasure.
As Jeremy kept his drumroll going, it drove his mother wild, and her third orgasm roared through her, as she resumed licking her daughter's pussy.
While her mother came again, so too did Christy, and her oversensitive pussy erupted a third gush of pussy juice all over her coming mother's face.
As Christy got off of her Diane's pussy was still burning, but more importantly, the lubricant infesting her anus was driving her crazy, and she couldn't even believe the words tumbling out of her mouth as she begged with a desperation only a woman whose pussy and ass were high on pleasure could summon, "Oh my God, Jeremy, my ass! Fuck my ass, son. I need it so bad!"
Christy, her own wetness leaking down her legs, her own pussy still on fire, perhaps she'd given herself too much lubricant, reinforced the plea, "You heard our Mommy. Fuck this MILF slut in her ass!"
"I can do that," Jeremy agreed with utter willingness, removing his cock from the clit and flipping his mother easily from her back to her stomach. He pulled her hips up until she was on all fours, and he slid his cock easily into his mother's warm, lubricated ass.
In spite of her prior trepidation about this happening to her long-unused asshole, all Diane felt about this was wonderful! And she screamed, "Ooooooooh, yes, fill my ass with your huge fat cock!" now feeling intense and warm pleasure surging through her body as her son's cock went deep into her anus... her pussy high seeming to be migrating through her whole body while she licked her lips, still tasting her daughter's pussy on them.
"So tight," Jeremy moaned, still in disbelief about his cock was being in his Mom's ass.
"Fuck Mommy's ass, pound that asshole," Christy cheer-leaded, and she grabbed some lube and slid a well-coated finger into her own asshole... since she too wanted to get her ass fucked eventually... maybe by her Mom?... her strap-on stored conveniently nearby in her suitcase.
"Yes son, hammer my asshole," Diane said, as she began bouncing back to meet the deep thrusts from her son...wanting to feel every inch of her son's cock going as deep as possible into her oversensitive asshole.
"You're saying you're now my ass slut?" Jeremy extrapolated, his hands clutching her hips as he slammed deep into his Mom as hard as he could.
"Yes son, I'll be your Mommy ass slut anytime you want," Diane moaned, before turning to her daughter, who still had a finger in her own ass, "And daughter, I'll be your cunt-licking slut anytime you want."
"Yes you will," Christy agreed, so fucking horny.
"Then from now on, whenever we come to visit, I'll be using all three of your holes, Mommy slut," Jeremy staked his claim, his confidence brimming over as he ass fucked his Mom.
"Yes, you literal mother fucker, you do own all my holes, but now please come in your Mommy's dirty shit hole," Diane begged as she furiously bounced back on her son's dick.
"Oh fuck, you nasty slut," Jeremy grunted a few strokes later, and he exploded a load in his Mom's asshole.
"Yes!!!" Diane screamed, as yet another orgasm erupted through her the very moment she felt her son unloading his massive load in her bowels.
"Fucking hot," Christy said, as she kept rubbing herself.
"Fuck," Jeremy groaned, as his second load filled his Mom.
After a minute, both women still horny as fuck on their sexual highs, engaged each other in a 69, side by side, with Christy lapping up and swallowing some of her brother's cum that was leaking out of her Mom's ass and into her pussy.
They achieved two more orgasms each, both women now sexually high, but also high as kites with normal highs, from imbibing on the potent edible lingering in each other's THC-laced pussies.
Christy barked through her never-ending orgasm rush, "I really need to get fucked. All three of us into my bedroom... now!"
"I'm not sure I can even walk," Diane said, kind of joking, kind of not. Her entire body was feeling high.
Jeremy picked his Mom up as if she was his bride and carried her into his sister's room.
"God, do you remind me of your father," she said.
"I do?" he asked, still missing his Dad every day.
"Yeah, except now with a new and improved cock," Diane said, as Jeremy tossed her onto the bed.
"Put this on, Mom," Christy ordered, tossing her Mom her strap-on harness.
"No way," Diane said, not meaning she wasn't going to do it, but meaning 'Wow, that's so fucking cool!' She fastened it on while Christy climbed onto her bed and onto all fours.
"Once you have it on, come and fuck my ass, Mommy; and Jeremy, you can fuck whichever one of Mommy's holes you like," Christy offered, doling out her Mom's holes as if she owned them, and perhaps she did, since Diane didn't object at all.
"Well, she's still got one I haven't filled yet," Jeremy said.
"But first go wash your cock, son, for sanitary purposes," Diane said. "Mommy may now be a nasty three-hole slut for her son and a cunt-licking, strap-on wearing submissive for her daughter, but ass to pussy is pushing it no matter who or what anyone might be."



"Good call," Jeremy agreed, as he watched his Mom finish tightening the strap-on.
"Fuck, this tool equals power," Diane said as she stroked her fake cock as if jacking it off.
"Then come and show me your power by destroying your daughter's asshole," Christy said, her well-lotioned ass dying to be filled.
Jeremy hurried off as the mother said, "Today just continues to get wilder. Do you do this for all your clients?"
"Oh, we've already gone way past what we've ever done for any of our clients! We've elevated you into your very own classification! Our Mommy-slut will always outrank a mere movie star or whatever. AND we'll be here for another week," Christy pointed out, as her Mom got onto the bed.
"I've never gotten to fuck someone before," Diane said, knee-walking up behind her daughter.
"Then Merry Christmas and Happy Birthday," Christy wished her cheerily while her Mom brought the cock to her ass. "Now just slide that cock in my ass."
"Okay," Diane said, as she positioned the cock at the small puckered asshole, and pushed it forward.
"Yes Mommy, fill your daughter's asshole," Christy moaned, as she felt the cock sliding inside and filling her.
"So fucking hot," Diane said in wonderment, as she watched 'her' cock disappearing between her daughter's ass cheeks.
"Indeed it is hot," Jeremy agreed, as he returned in time to watch his Mom do something he never had... fuck his sister.
"Come and fuck my pussy, honey," Diane said. "I want to be the meat in the middle of our very own incestuous fuck sandwich."
"Fucking crazy," Jeremy said, as he got onto the bed and knelt behind his mother to complete his trifecta... fucking all three of his Mom's holes in a single day... and how many sons in the history of the world could say they'd ever accomplished that?
"Fuck me, Mommy," Christy moaned, since her Mom was all the way inside her ass, but she wasn't moving.
"Just wait a minute, while your brother gets himself into my pussy," Diane said.
"Then hurry up, Jeremy," Christy demanded with urgent lust.
Jeremy did, sliding into his Mom's pussy in one quick thrust.
"Yesssss," Diane moaned as her pussy was filled.
"Now let's all fuck!" Christy demanded.
And they did... following a rough start... Jeremy and his mother soon working in perfect unison within this small train of incestuous lust.
Christy came three more times.
Diane twice more.
And finally Jeremy came once more, which triggered Diane's third orgasm in this bedroom alone, as soon as she felt her son filling her pussy, this time with his cum.
All three were still locked together in a tangled mess, Diane still inside her daughter's ass... Jeremy still balls deep inside his mother, with his cum deep inside her... when suddenly they all just collapsed onto the bed in utter exhaustion.
A few minutes later, as each woman's high began to fade... they ended lying up in bed together untangled, now side by side... all of them still naked... Mom in the middle, with a child nestled in each arm.
"Well, that was life-altering," the mother said. "As advertised!"
"Merry Christmas, Mom," Jeremy said.
"Happy birthday, Mommy-slut," Christy added.
"You kids do know I'm going to want another massage after supper, don't you?" Diane asked.
"I guess we do owe you a lot of birthday presents to make up for all those Christmases we bundled your presents together into one," Christy rationalized.
"But is it weird I actually feel high?" Diane asked, "I mean in my head?" the burning in her loins fading away now, but her head still in a mushroom cloud.
"Yeah, that's Christy's fault," Jeremy said.
"Yeah, I'm sorry, Mom," Christy said, "while I was finger banging you and watching Jeremy face fuck you I got horny, so I rubbed some of our lotion into my pussy."
"That's okay honey, fair's fair," Diane said, figuring there was no reason her daughter shouldn't have gotten the same pleasure she had.
"Yeah, but while the lotion in your pussy won't give you a natural high in the traditional sense," Jeremy explained, "it becomes a potent edible if it's consumed."
"Or in other words, eating my pussy got you high," Christy summarized.
"I see," Diane said.
"So I'm sorry," Christy said.
"No worries," Diane said, "I'll happily get high on your pussy anytime!"
"Aaaah," Christy said, leaning over and kissing her Mom.
"Plus, what a great new way to consume the drug," Diane joked.
"A whole new presentation for serving up an edible drug," Jeremy joked.
"That isn't a terrible idea," Christy said, thinking of the money they could make by allowing women, and maybe the occasional man, to get high from eating her pussy.
"I want to see the business plan," Diane teased.
"We could advertise it as a 'pie high'," Christy said, still somewhat high herself, since she too had been eating Euphoria-laden pussy... although she wasn't as high as her Mom.
Jeremy just shook his head.
"As naughty as I now know you two are, you've never fucked each other, have you?"
"No, we haven't," the kids replied in unison.
"And Christy, you're on The Pill, aren't you?"
"Yes, of course."
"Then that too is on the agenda for after supper. I want to watch my naughty incestuous kids fucking each other for the first time. Deal?"
The twins looked the question at each other, both unsure of this as it may change the dynamics of their work relationship, as Christy shrugged, "We'll see. I much prefer pussy."
"Oh, you'll be having a lot of that the rest of this holiday season," Diane assured.
"And once you've had my cock you will enjoy cock and pussy," Jeremy said.
"Oh yes, big brother," she smiled, glancing at his impressive cock.
"Always a sibling rivalry," Diane shook her head. "But first, I need a nap."
THE END
Or perhaps not. Do you want a part two? Or even more?
Part 2:
A three-way THC-enhanced family orgy, where the twins finally fuck each other for the first time under their loving mother's supervision.
Part 3
While sharing another wicked, lustful, cannabis-charged family fuck fest, the trio is interrupted by Diane's younger sister (and thus the twins' aunt) walking in on them, and....)
And any other ideas???
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My Son's Lap
Summary: I accidentally sit on my son's cock while he's dressed as Santa.
Note 1: This is a Literotica 2021 Winter Holidays Story Contest Story.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for his editing.
My Son's Lap
"You can't be serious?" I asked on the phone.
"Yeah, he has the flu," Sandra explained.
"But the party starts in two hours," I pointed out.
"I know," Sandra said, knowing how upset I was.
"Okay, I'll need to figure something out," I said.
"If I come up with anything, I'll let you know," Sandra promised, feeling terrible.
"Okay, see you soon," I said, hanging up.
"What's wrong?" Cody, my son, asked.
"The guy playing Santa has the flu," I said.
"I can do it," Cody said.
"You'd do that for me?" I asked.
"Sure, I'll be there anyway," my son said.
"You're a lifesaver," I said, disaster averted almost as quickly as it occurred.
"Anything for you, Mom," he said, as he glanced down at my feet.
I smiled, assuming that like his father, who had passed away this summer of cancer, had also been a nylon guy... perhaps Cody too was a nylon foot guy... perhaps even a nylon toe guy... like his father. I was currently wearing a robe, but with black thigh high stockings on underneath, I had always, always hated pantyhose... they were just so inconvenient... to go the washroom, for comfortable fucking... back when I got laid.
Truth be told, every Christmas since we opened our business twenty-eight years ago, Jake had been our Santa, he would give presents to all the kids of staff employees and often take photos with them and families.
Also, every year since we opened our business... Jake fucked me while wearing his Santa suit, since for some reason a Santa Suit turned me on. I'd even ridden his cock slyly while we were in a room full of people, by going commando to the party.
God, I missed him! At Christmas it was even worse. Not only did I miss him as a husband, as a business partner and a caring man... I also missed his cock. Toys were fine... they actually gave some decent orgasms, but nothing came close to a hard cock slamming in my pussy. Also, unlike many women, I loved sucking cock... I loved cum. Not having received any cum in half a year hadn't really fazed me, but as I thought about how every year I got a good fucking and often finished with swallowing his load... 90% of his loads had ended up going down my throat... like I said... I loved cum.
Truth be told, I'd swallowed at least a load a day throughout our entire relationship.
I wiggled my toes, wanting to see his reaction, which was one of almost completely staring, "Now I have to finish getting ready."
"Okay," Cody said. "Is the Santa suit here or at the office?"
"The office," I answered.
"Okay," he said, still snatching quick glances at my legs and feet.
"I'll be ready to go in fifteen," I said.
"I'll go warm up the car," he said. "Don't want to get your legs all chilled."
"Such a gentleman," I smiled, happy to have such a caring young man to look after me.
"I am the man of the house now," he said, the thing that was said to him the most at the funeral and pretty much ever since. He had an older sister, Valerie, but she was away at college and wouldn't be home until Christmas Eve.
"Yes, you are," I agreed, as I went to him and gave him a big hug. I was surprised as I embraced my son to feel his penis, his hard penis, against my leg... and it flinched.
I was surprised as I remained in the hug for a few seconds and felt a second flinch before I let go and said, "I'll be ready soon."
"Okay," he said, as I walked away... a little rattled at feeling my son's hard penis... even if it was only against my leg.
I finished doing my make-up... I slipped into my four-inch open-toe heels... always showcasing my toes to tease my husband when he was alive... I actually didn't own any closed toe shoes... and in a moment of impulse... one that had no source in rational thought... I slipped out of my panties... deciding to go commando like I had for the past ten plus Christmas parties.
My son, gentleman that he is, took my arm and led me to the car, the sidewalk slightly icy after a snowfall, opened the door and made sure I got in safely... and it was only as I sat down when I realized I was giving him a brief reveal that I was wearing thigh high stockings and not pantyhose, which I assumed he'd think I was wearing.
I realized this as he stared down at me, seemingly a little paralyzed, and looking directly at my raised leg.
I smiled, "You're just like your Dad."
"W-w-what?" Cody stammered, as I allowed him to take a good look at the top of my lace top stocking... for some reason enjoying the attention... even if it was from my son.
"You love nylons, don't you?" I asked, still not pushing my dress down to hide my sexy sheer stocking.
"What?" he repeated, breaking his stare from my nylon top to look up at me.
"Your Dad loved nylons," I explained. "It's why I've worn them very day for over twenty years."
"Oh," he said, clearly distracted by my sexy nylon choice.
Giving him way more information than necessary, I added, "But I hate pantyhose. So I only wear stockings with a garter-belt or thigh high stockings."
"Oh," he repeated, my very smart son said, still distracted by my leg. For a guy who had a 4.0 GPA, was also a receiver on the football team, a wrestler on the wrestling team and until recently was dating a college cheerleader... although that ended a couple of weeks ago.
"We'd better get going," I said. "I can't be late."
"Yeah, yeah, right," he nodded, shaking his head a little, seeming to take one more longing look at my nylon-clad leg before he closed the door.
He walked around and started driving. I asked, "So I don't want to ask questions you don't feel comfortable answering, but I do think it's important you know how much like your Dad you are."
"I am?"
"You look like him, you act like him, and you seem to have the same fetish."
"That's your fault."
"My fault?"
"Yeah, I've seen you wearing them every day."
It was my turn to say, "Oh."
"The worst part is almost no one wears them anymore," he said. "No girls my age, and not even many teachers, except for Mrs. Walker."
"Yeah, they're no longer considered in style," I said. "But some younger celebrities like Taylor Swift, Selena Gomez, and Ariana Grande are wearing them." I'd noticed Ariana wearing black pantyhose throughout the entire blind auditions of the Voice.
"Yeah, it's like trying to find a needle in a haystack," he said.
I was about to make a joke about it being like finding a unicorn, when he continued, "It's one of the reasons I broke up with Amber."
"Really?" I asked, Amber a very pretty girl, although a bit of a diva.
"Yeah, she called my fetish weird and refused to wear them," he said.
"I found it weird at first," I said. "But once I started wearing them, I felt sexier in them."
'I've always found them super sexy," he said, which meant he was inadvertently calling my attire sexy.
"That's what your Dad thought too," I said.
"So Dad really liked them too?"
"Like isn't a strong enough word," I said. "He loved everything about them. The silky sheer feel. They way they looked on my legs. The way they showcased my toes."
"He especially liked your toes in nylons too?" he said, this surprising him even more.
"Yeah, truth be told, that was what he liked the best," I said.
"Wow," Cody said.
"Yeah, who would have thought that was hereditary," I shrugged.
"Huh," he said, processing this information.
We arrived at our office building, where we were on the seventh floor. I went to open my door, when he said, "Wait."
"Oh, I do like a man who knows when to take charge," I smiled, impressed by his strong demeanour, even as I realized I might have just given him an accidental hint that I was a natural submissive who'd obey almost any order his Dad had given give me in the past.
"Crawl under the table and suck my cock," he'd ordered at a five-star restaurant on our fifth date; he'd also told me to masturbate and come in a semi-crowded theatre at whatever Fast and Furious movie we were attending; to walk down the beach with a massive load of cum all over my face during our honeymoon in Mexico; "sit on my cock and act normal," he'd ordered the first time he fucked me while dressed as Santa... God, I missed him... his dominant persona... his ability to turn me into a cock-craving slut....
"Really?" he asked, as he opened his door.
"Yes, I mean a man who knows what it means to be a man," I said, realizing that didn't really cover my original assertion at all.
"Well, as I've been told almost every day for the last six months, I'm the man of the house," he said, closing his door and walking around.
"Fuck," I said to myself as I felt my pussy tingling... why the fuck was my pussy tingling?
He opened the door for me, extended his hand and said, "My lady."
"So smooth," I smiled. "I'm surprised you're ever single."
"Still looking for the right woman," he said, gently pulling me up.
"One who wears nylons," I added.
"Exactly," he nodded, offering his arm, which I took... my son acting so much like his father. "Think there will be any here tonight?"
"Actually, there will likely be a few," I said, as he headed into the building. "Although most are likely twice your age."
"I do like older women," he said.
"You do, do you?" I asked, as we were about to enter the building.
"They have more experience," he explained.
"That they do," I agreed, thinking the things I could show him if he wasn't my son.
"And they're more likely to wear nylons," he added, as we went through security.
I said Merry Christmas to Jimmy the security guard, and we headed to the elevator looking more like a couple, albeit a couple with a bit of an age gap... my son was eighteen, and I was forty-four.
"So what else do you like besides nylons and older women?" I asked.
"I'm not sure I should be telling my mother such things," he said, as he pressed the elevator button.
"We're both adults; tell me one thing, at least," I wheedled.
"You sure?"
"Yeah, tell your Momma a secret," I smiled.
"I like to be in control."
"In control?" I asked, even as I processed the obvious meaning behind this.
"Yeah, I like submissive older women."
"And you've been with a submissive older woman?" I asked teasingly, thinking he hadn't.
"Three," he said surprisingly, as the elevator door opened.
"Really?" I asked, curious and intrigued... again, he seemed to be just like his father.
"Two of them you know," he added, as we entered the elevator.
"Do tell," I said in a fun voice, my curiosity quadrupled from that revelation.
"I don't make a woman into my pet and tell," he refused reasonably but frustratingly.
"Your pet?" I asked, another term his father used on me often... a word that had instantly told me I was in for a night of some good fucking.
"Yeah," he said, not saying any more.
"Tell me who they are," I demanded.
"I don't train and tell," he said.
"Pet. Train," I said, "your good boy persona is losing some points."
"I never claimed to be a good boy," he said, as the elevator slowed down.
"Tell me," I repeated, dying to know. "Tell me who at least one of the pets I know is."
As the door opened, he answered, looking at me and murmuring, "Janet," and immediately turned and walked off.
Janet? My best friend Janet? Who was married with five kids, the youngest just three years old. No way!
"Get back here," I demanded, wanting some more answers.
"I've got to get into costume," he called back, heading to his father's old office... which still looked exactly the same as when he was alive... I hadn't had the nerve or desire to touch it at all.
"We're not done here," I said, shocked by what he'd said, shocked by his sudden persona change, and as I walked towards the party, shocked to feel wetness leaking out of my pussy... maybe I shouldn't have gone commando.
Cody kept walking as Sandra walked up to me and said, "You look amazing."
"As do you," I said, noticing she was in nylons... and older... as I wondered who the other person he was fucking was. Sandra was also single... so it wouldn't even be taboo... like Janet was.
"Let's get a drink, she said.
"Make mine a double," I said, my head spinning with information I didn't need to know, and yet which was making me confusingly horny.
Ten minutes later, I received a text from Cody: I need a hand with the costume.
I showed the text to Sandra saying, "You never stop being a parent."
'I'll go if you want," she offered, making me instantly think she might be fucking my son.
"No, no, I'll go," I said, finishing my drink. "Make sure there's another one of these waiting when I get back."
"That I can do," she said.
I went to my husband's office, it will always be my husband's office, even if I eventually start working out of it like I knew I'd have to do one day soon, and I knocked.
"Come in," he said.
I walked in and saw he had the entire suit on, although he'd be the slimmest Santa ever.
"Santa has been on quite a diet," I joked.
"Because I can't find the belly," he explained.
"I remember it ripped last year and was sent away to get fixed," I said, trying to recall where I saw it a couple months ago... thinking at the time how odd it was there. "I saw it a couple months ago somewhere."
"Any idea where?"
"I do, I just need to think," I said, as I wracked my brain. After a bit, I said, "Oh yes, it was in the filing room. On top of one of the filing cabinets."
"Okay, I'll go get it," he said.
"No, you wait here, we can't have any of the kids seeing Santa looking like he hasn't eaten all year," I said.
"Fair enough," he agreed.
I headed down the hall, found the right key, which took three tries since they all looked the same (I really should do something about that), got inside, grabbed the fat padding, and returned to my husband's office and saw Sandra there.
She seemed startled to see me, and I was oddly instantly envious of her as my suspicion grew, "What are you doing here?" I asked.
"I figured you could use your drink now," she said, walking over to me holding a drink in each hand.
"Yeah, you know me so well," I said, now thinking my suspicions were way over the top. I tossed the fat padding to Cody as I grabbed the drink, "Do you need anything else?"
"Nope, I'm good," he said, as he caught it, but dropped it.
"Okay," I said. "I'll text you when to come out. The bag of toys is in the corner," pointing at the corner.
"Got it," he said.
"Thanks again," I said.
"Anything for you, Mom," he repeated from before, and although that was the second time he'd said that to me today, this time it somehow seemed to have a different connotation from the first time... or at least that's how I read it.
"He's so sweet," Sandra said.
"Yeah, he's really becoming the man I envisioned him becoming," I said, loud enough for him to hear as we headed out.
As we headed back to the party, I asked, trying to be a sly detective, "So, are you seeing anyone?"
"Nope," Sandra said.
"Not even any booty calls?" I asked, Sandra known for having a couple of guys on speed dial for whenever she got the itch... she'd even offered me one of them a couple of months ago to make sure I still got what I needed... at the time I wasn't at all interested... but at this moment, I'd definitely be willing for a one night stand with some stud with a big dick.
"Well, I have had a few of those," Sandra smiled.
"Anyone I know?" I asked.
"No," she said. "Why?"
"Well," I said, realizing I'd recently been inadvertently flirting with my son, or perhaps rather bluntly, "I think I may need to get laid."
"Yeah," she smiled.
"Yeah," I nodded. "I mean pretty soon."
"I'll see what I can do," she said.
"Thanks," I replied, downing my drink. "I mean I'm not desperate!"
"No?" she asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Well, not completely desperate," I corrected myself.
"Young, our age, or a sugar daddy?" she asked.
"Sugar daddy?" I asked.
"Yeah, an older man who'll buy you nice things," she explained, as she raised her very nice bracelet for me to admire.
"Well, no sugar daddy," I said.
"Don't judge," she said. "They aren't usually great fucks, but they treat you like a goddess."
"I don't want to be treated like a goddess."
"No?"
"No, I need to get..." I said, looking around to see if anyone could hear us, then leaned in and whispered, "...fucked."
"I see," she smiled widely.
"So young, then," she said.
"Why young?" I asked.
"They don't always have style, but they can last all night and reload quickly," she explained.
"I see," I said, just as my son walked out in his Santa suit... rather serendipitously... looking oddly sexy... like his Dad always had... and I shook my head at my own inappropriate thoughts.
"They can fuck all night," she added.
"Nice," I said, loving the idea of a marathon fuck session.
"Ho-ho-ho," Cody said, a bag full of gifts slung over his shoulder.
"That's no way to address your mother," Sandra joked.
"Hey," I said. "I'm a wannabe ho!"
Cody's eyes went wide.
"Your mother needs to get laid," Sandra said bluntly.
"Sandra!" I gasped.
"You just told me that," Sandra protested.
"And you thought my son needed to know?" I asked.
"Shouldn't we get started?" Cody asked.
"Yes," I nodded giving Sandra a glare, "we should. Wait here. I'll call you in momentarily."
"Okay," he nodded.
I walked to the front of the room and greeted everyone, said a few nice seasonal words, and then asked theatrically, "Kids... have you been good this year?"
"Yes!" a few of them screamed.
"Well, let's find out if that's true," I said, "since I think someone very special is here!"
Cody walked in, bellowing in a deep tone that made him sound exactly like his Dad, "Ho-ho-ho, Merry Christmas!"
The kids went wild... like they always do... and my son played the role perfectly.
For the next hour, Cody had each kid sit on his lap, he chatted genially with them, got pictures taken, handed out candy canes and a present. The entire time I had mixed feelings. Every time I looked at Cody being Santa, I saw my husband. It was like he wasn't really gone.
It was so surreal... it was a moment when I felt like he was here with us.
Once the kids were sent to another floor where we'd hired babysitters to look after them, the party shifted from family to adult. The drinking got more excessive, the dancing a little dirtier, and the flirtations a little more obvious.
Me... I was tipsy, but not drunk; I wasn't just horny, but really fucking horny.
People were sitting on Cody's lap and getting their pictures taken... and for old times sake... I did what I did every year... just as I announced it was time for Name that Tune ... a game we also played every year since my husband had been a music buff... I sat on Santa's lap for a picture, once everyone else was done.
And just like many other years... as I lowered myself... my pussy was filled by a big cock!
My eyes went wide and I let out a loud gasp. The Santa suit had a fly opening I'd sewn into the pants years ago so my husband could quickly and easily slide his big cock into me while wearing the Santa outfit... so he could do exactly what my son had just done!
"You okay?" Amanda, one of my secretaries asked.
"Yeah, yeah," I said, as I remained frozen with my son's cock inside my pussy. I'd been in this positon before... on this very chair... with a cock in my pussy... while everyone else was oblivious... yet this time was very different.



One, he was my son.
Two, I was suddenly committing incest.
Three, he was bigger than his father.
Four, I was both incredibly in awe and horny as fuck.
Five, I was frozen with indecision.
"What are you doing?" I hissed, even though I felt so full and only wanted to slowly grind on his cock.
Cody whispered, his breath hot against my ear, "Becoming the man of the house."
I felt his cock flinch like it had before, but this time it was inside me!
I bit my lip to not moan in this room full of my employees.
"This isn't right," I whispered, as the DJ I hired played the first song.
"Would it make you feel better if you knew Dad told me to do this?" he asked.
"Excuse me?" I said, that being the worst made up excuse ever, and yet I was also intrigued... since my son wasn't one to lie... yet, he wasn't one to slide his cock into his Mom's pussy either.
"You recall the letter Dad left for me that you gave me yesterday?" he asked.
"Yeah," I said doubtfully, but more in a reasonable tone. I had given my son a letter from Jake that he'd stressed to me a few days before he passed I was to give to Cody the day before the Christmas party. I'd thought at the time it was weird. He'd written and entrusted me with four other letters for Cody that made more sense. One for right after he passed, which I'd duly delivered. One for his next birthday, which had been in September. One for when he graduated from high school, which would be next June. And one on his wedding day.
"Yeah, when I read it, I couldn't believe what he told me to do, but he was very clear about it," he said, his cock twitching inside me.
"You'd better explain yourself very clearly and do it pretty quickly," I whispered, as I tried to act casual in a room full of employees while my son's cock was inside my pussy. It was always a rush to sit on Jake's cock in this same seat, while he was wearing the same Santa suit... would we get caught? Yet if we did get caught, although we never did, he was my husband, so we'd just seem like a couple of drunk people in love. On the other hand, if I was caught with my son's dick inside me, I couldn't even fathom the consequences... yet I also couldn't get off of him right now in any sly, inconspicuous way.
"Debbie, you should know this one," Nadine said, breaking into my thoughts.
"What?" I said, yanked out of my confusion. "Oh, oh, My Sweet Lord, George Harrison."
"Correct," the DJ said.
As it switched to the men's turn, I said tersely, "Explain. Now."
Cody whispered as the next song started, "Dad told me to do this in the letter."
"He did not," I denied. "He couldn't have!"
"But he did," he insisted. "I have the letter in my pocket to prove it, since I figured you wouldn't believe me."
"What exactly did he say?" I asked.
"That I was to slyly pull my dick out and let you sit on it through the secret opening that apparently you made for exactly that purpose," he explained.
As I processed this, Nadine said, "Pay attention. We're down one."
"Okay, okay," I said, trying to process my son's words. Words that seemed ludicrous and impossible, and yet there was something about his tone that said they were genuine. Two seconds into the song, I called out, "Louie Louie."
"That was too easy," Ned complained.
I shrugged while I leaned forward a bit, which stimulated my pussy, my desire to win briefly overriding my current predicament of accidentally committing incest, "Tie game."
"Not for long," Ned said, equally as competitive as I was.
"We shall see," I said ominously.
For the next ten minutes, I ignored my son's cock in my pussy... well 'ignore' is the wrong word... since he flinched inside me a couple of times... and I moved and stimulated myself a couple of times... yet I primarily focused on the game... anything to keep me from focusing on the sin I was participating in by not abandoning my son's cock.
Of course if I did, the others might easily spy my son's cock and put two and two together!
If I didn't, I was committing incest... although regardless of whether I got off of him or not, I'd already committed incest, and the longer I sat on his cock, the longer I was continuing to commit it.
And... although I hated to admit it... his cock in me felt really good.
"Tie game," the DJ announced. "So one final song, and since it's a tiebreaker, I'll take the first person who speaks up for their team. But if you get it wrong, the other team may take all the time in the world to answer."
"All right ladies," I said.
"It's all you, actually," a few women said, since I'd given the majority of our responses.
"All right, here it comes," the DJ said.
The song started, and I instantly barked, "Baker Street."
"Fuck," Ned cursed.
"The ladies win," the DJ said.
There were a bunch of feminine hoots and hollers as I leaned back and my son's cock stirred inside me.
"Good job, Mom," he said.
"Thanks, honey," I said, this feeling like I wasn't sitting on my son and his big cock, but my husband. It was like he was alive again, and gloriously inside me.
"Now, let's dance," the DJ said, as he played a great party song: Don't Stop Believin'.
Realizing there was a major problem with my son's story, I pointed out while people were dancing and drinking, and thus we were kind of left alone, "But you weren't even supposed to be Santa."
"I called the company and cancelled it," he answered.
"So, your Dad really did tell you do to this," I asked, it beginning to seem the case.
"Yeah, he said I was the man of the house now, and I had to take over every duty that office entailed," Cody explained.
"He didn't," I said, still processing that it seemed he'd done just that.
"I couldn't believe it at first either," he said. "But it was obvious he wanted you to be looked after in every way. The letter went into details about what you liked... that you only wear thigh highs, and that you usually went commando to this party."
"I didn't decide to do that until the very last second," I said.
"He told me to be ready to pull your panties aside if I had to," he said. "That's why I was so stunned when I saw you wearing thigh highs when you got in the car."
"And I thought I was just teasing you," I said.
"Oh, you were definitely teasing me," he said. "I almost came in my pants!"
"You did?"
"You know you've been my biggest stroke fantasy for my whole life," he said.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah, Mom," he said, his cock so deep inside me, "you're my ultimate woman."
"Oh, honey," I said, as I moved a little, making him moan and making my pussy tingle.
"I went back and forth all day over whether I could do this or not and I was pretty sure I couldn't, but the way you teased me at the house, the thigh high stockings and your somewhat flirty attitude, made me think maybe I could after all," he explained.
"If we're being honest," I admitted. "I was teasing you."
"You were?" he asked, as we'd both seemed to be baffled by what the other was saying and feeling.
"Yeah, and that wasn't right," I fessed up.
"So in other words," he said, his cock flinching deliberately inside me three times, "you were being a bad Mommy."
"Cody," I moaned softly, as his accusation sent waves through me.
"Say it," he whispered, his hot breath on my neck and ear.
"Yes," I admitted, as my natural submissive began to take over as did the pleasure growing inside me.
"Yes, what?" he asked.
"Yes, I'm a bad Mommy," I said, feeling like a bad Mommy, a bad girl... which felt so good.
"Dad also explained that you're very submissive, and you need a man who can take charge," he said, giving a bunch of flinches inside me.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, biting my lip.
"You like my cock in your pussy, don't you Mom?" he asked with more flinching... driving me wild.
"Cody," I moaned, looking around to see everyone was oblivious to the wicked naughtiness we were engaged in.
"Say it, Mom," he ordered. "Tell me you love your son's cock in your pussy."
"I don't know," I moaned, his flinching driving me wild. "This is sooooo wrong."
"But you love it, don't you, Mom?" he insisted.
"I shouldn't," I said, my pussy on fire.
"But you do, don't you?" he asked, pushing me to my limits.
"I don't know," I said, desperately trying to avoid admitting it. That I wanted to ride his cock so fucking bad!
"Say it, Mom, say it right now," he ordered.
"Fine, I do," I said.
"You do what?" he asked, pushing me the exact same way my husband always had.
"I love your cock in my pussy," I finally admitted, venturing even deeper into the twisted world of incestuous submission.
"Ride me slowly, Mom," he ordered.
"Here?" I asked.
"Yes, Mom," he said, his hot breath, his confident demeanor, and his cock continually flinching inside me driving me wild, and leeching away any remotely moral will.
"Okay," I agreed, not so much grinding, as ever so slowly drifting back and forth.
"Oh Mom, that's it," he moaned.
"I can't believe we're doing this," I moaned back ever so softly... an orgasm rising inside me... after half a year without cock, it wouldn't take much... especially with a cock as big as my son's.
"Me neither," he said, his tone sounding like he was as shocked and excited as I was.
"Does it feel good?" I asked.
"Yes, Mom, it feels so good," he said.
"You're so big," I said.
"Bigger than Dad?" he asked.
"Yeah, baby," I moaned, as I tried to go a little faster while acting casual... which was incredibly difficult.
"Fuck me, Mom, fuck your son's big cock," he urged.
"Oh son," I moaned, my orgasm rising somehow, even from this slow burn, hopefully undetectable fucking.
"Come on my cock, Mom," he whispered a couple minutes later, as I continued slowly grinding... wishing I could just bounce on his cock wildly, or better yet, have him bend me over a desk and fuck the shit out of me!
"Oh son, Mommy is close," I whimpered, knowing I'd have to really focus on controlling my orgasmic sounds... usually I was a screamer.
"Come Mom, come on your son's cock," he moaned, as I milked his cock the best that I could.
"Oh son, come inside Mommy too," I moaned, wanting, no needing, to feel his load explode inside me.
"Really?" he asked.
"Yes, explode your big load inside Mommy's cunt," I moaned, so close... which meant my talk got even nastier, even though it had to remain quiet.
"Oh fuck, Mom," he groaned.
"Fill me with your big load, son, at least for now, and later on Mommy would also like a big load all over her face," I said wickedly, using the naughtier term 'Mommy', and hinting this wasn't going to be a one-time thing... plus also letting him know I loved facials.
"Oh God, he groaned, "I'm about to come."
"Fill Mommy's cunt, son, fill Mommy with a big fucking load of cum," I said wickedly, grinding a little faster.
"Ooooooooh," he groaned, as I felt his cock pulse, and then fill me with his warm seed.
"Yes, fill Mommy," I moaned, as his load spewing inside me triggered my own orgasm while I leaned back against him and allowed our mutual orgasms to cascade through us as his load filled me, and my cum leaked onto his cock.
We rested in place for a minute or so before Sandra came over, thankfully not arriving a couple minutes earlier, and said, "I know it's crazy, but in that Santa suit and the way you're resting on him, it really feels like Jake is here."
"It really feels like he is," I agreed, recalling I'd been sitting in this exact same position with a load inside me along with my husband's cock exactly a year ago.
"Well, are you ready to do Secret Santa?" Sandra asked.
"Yeah, sure," I agreed. "Just give me a couple of minutes."
"Okay," she nodded, after looking at us with a strangely perplexed look on her face.
She walked away and I said, "Ready to put your dick away?"
"Yeah," he agreed.
"On three," I said.
"Okay."
"One, two, three," I said, as I slowly got up, giving him time to tuck it back in its convenient hole.
I got up, feeling cum leaking out of me, as I glanced down to see a wet spot, but no cock.
"Go and change," I said.
"Okay," he nodded, and I walked away feeling cum leaking down my thigh... hoping the lace top stocking would stop the trail from going any further.
As I went to the table across the room where the presents were, it finally hit me... or it hit me again in a really raw way... I'd just fucked my son! In public! Committed incest! Willingly!
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
Yet my pussy was also still on fire.
During the next half hour, I was preoccupied... with Secret Santa. It's always so much fun. I received a bunch of candles and some massage oils.
The party continued, and I saw Cody chatting with one of our younger employees. My first feeling was jealousy.
My second feeling... also jealousy.
Two and a half drinks since my incestuous act, I was still horny... and I reacted impulsively. I texted Cody: Dad's office. NOW!
I watched my son like a creepy stalker.
As I inadvertently cock-blocked my son, I watched him check his phone. A moment later, I watched my son say something to Amanda and head out... to his Dad's office.
I slyly made my way towards my own office, chatting with a couple people along the way, before detouring into my husband's office at the last moment, slipping in, closing and locking the door.
Cody was sitting on top of his Dad's desk.
"Show me the letter," I demanded, trying to act like I was in charge.
He stood up, pulled it out of his pocket, walked over to me and handed it to me... it was obvious he wasn't sure what to say in the aftermath of our sinning.
I unfolded the letter and read it, as Cody stood there, obviously unsure of what to do.
Son,
What I'm about to write may shock you. Actually, it will shock you.
What I'm about to ask you to do is unorthodox and many would say it's wrong.
I want you to be the Santa during the staff Christmas Party. I want you to go commando underneath the suit, and as the night progresses, when your mother sits on your lap, which I'm sure she will, I want you to guide your cock into her pussy (don't worry, I'm quite confident she won't be wearing underwear, but if she is, quickly pull the crotch aside as you slide into your mother's pussy). You will likely only have one opportunity, so you must make it count.
Now I know this sounds crazy, but your Mom needs this.
Your mother is a submissive, and she needs a man who can take charge. Unfortunately, I know she won't move on once I'm gone, so you'll have to help her with that.
She will allow you to fuck her. She will become your submissive Mom who will obey every order you give her. She may deny it at first. She may briefly resist. But she will soon succumb, because she literally needs cock.
By the way, I know you have wanted to fuck your mother for some time now. I know you jerk off to your mother's legs.
Your mother only wears thigh high stockings, by the way.
Anyway, your father's last request is you do indeed become the man of the house. This means in every conceivable way.
So please do as I ask, and slide your cock inside your mother when she sits on your lap.
She will be surprised.
But she won't resist.
Love Dad
PS: She loves sucking cock, and she loves and craves cum.
I finished reading the letter in utter shock.
Cody hadn't been lying.
Jake wanted his son to look after me... including sexually.
Jake was right... I couldn't se myself ever being with another man... even though I'd mentioned to Sandra I needed to get laid.
Truth was, I'd been horny because of my son.
I turned around and looked at him.
He said, "I told you."
"I can't believe he wrote all that about me," I said, both angered and flattered. Angered because he hadn't told me he was planning this; flattered that deep down he knew me better than I knew myself... right until the end.
"I was pretty shocked," he said.
"Well," I said, walking up to him. "I can't deny anything your father said about me."
"So you're okay with it?" he asked.
For an answer, I lowered myself before him and squeezed his cock, which was hard as a rock. "Is this because of me?"
"Oooooh," he moaned.
"I'll take that as a yes," I said, and I fished out his cock.
"You're sure about this?" he asked.
"I wasn't until I read that letter," I said. "But yes, now I am."
I then took his cock in my mouth.
"Oh, God," he moaned.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned on his cock and bobbed for a few more strokes. "Fuck, your cock is so fucking big!"
"I haven't had any complaints," he said.
"I bet," I said, as I licked his long thick shaft. "So is Nancy your other secret woman?"
"What? No," he denied, "although she's on my list."
"Your list?" I asked.
"MILFs I want to fuck," he explained.
"Was I on that list?" I asked, as I sucked a ball in my mouth.
"Oh," he moaned, "that's it, suck my balls."
"Was I?" I repeated.
"You were always at the top spot," he reported.
"Mmmmmm, I'd better always be," I said.
"Trust me," he said, as I switched to his other ball. "You're my ultimate conquest."
"And have you conquested me yet?" I asked, even though I knew 'conquested' wasn't a word.
"Oh, Mom," he said, "we're just getting started."
"We are, are we?" I asked coyly and sexily, looking adoringly up at him as I slithered my tongue back up his cock.
"According to Dad, you're a submissive little slut," he pointed out.
My eyes went wide... even as my pussy gushed... "I don't think he called me a slut," I pointed out and swirled my tongue around his cock head.
"It was inferred," he said.
"I suppose it was, at least to him," I said, as I continued to swirl my tongue around his cock head. "So what are you going to do to Mommy next?" I asked.
He slid his cock into my mouth, placed both of his hands on my head and fucked my mouth... just like his Dad had done so many times. To let him know how much I approved, I moaned on his cock.
"Oh fuck, I can't believe I'm face fucking you," Cody groaned.
I couldn't believe it either... I wasn't sure I'd ever be used like this again... I couldn't fathom being with another man except for my husband... he'd known that... so he did this.
Cody pulled out, pulled me up and kissed me passionately.
I melted into him, and for a couple minutes we just kissed. Passionately. Intensely. Romantically.
When he broke the kiss, he spun me around, bent me over the desk and slid his cock back into my pussy.
"Oh Cody, yes, fuck Mommy," I moaned, giving in 100% after reading the letter. I did need cock. I did need to get fucked. And... in essence... the closest I could ever come to finding a man like my husband was our son.
"I still can't believe this," he said as he slowly fucked me.
"I can," I moaned, "since your dick is deep inside Mommy."
"You love it, don't you?" he asked, as he seemed to go back and forth between shocked happiness and confident stud.
"I do," I admitted.
"What do you love?" he asked.
"My son's big cock in my pussy," I answered.
He said, as he began to fuck me faster, "So fucking good."
For a few minutes, my son fucked me.
Hard.
I came... twice... the second time I gave a muted scream not to alert the party guests, "I'm coming, you mother fucker."



"Oh fuck," he moaned when I said that.
"I want to swallow your cum, son," I said as my orgasm rose through me.
"I'm not going to last much longer," he warned as he hammered my flooding hole.
I pushed him back, spun around, dropped to my knees, and sucked his big cock, wet with my cum.
I sucked him like the cum-hungry slut I was.
"Oh my God, Mom," he moaned, and in maybe a dozen more hungry bobs, he unloaded his warm, salty cum in my mouth, and it slid down my throat.
I kept sucking, milking his cock of every drop of his delicious cum, until he finally pulled out a minute or two later.
"Wow," he said.
"Yeah, wow," I agreed.
He pulled me up and kissed me again.
I kissed him back.
When he broke the kiss, he smiled and said, "Wow."
"Yeah," I nodded, feeling such warmth as I looked into his eyes.
"So, now what?" he asked.
"We return to the party," I said.
"I mean after that," he said.
"Well, your mother needs a load of cum a day at least, and she usually enjoys a good fucking every day, "I said. "Think you can manage that?"
"Yes, or I'll die trying," he joked, looking relieved and thrilled.
"Well, that would be a fun way to die," I smiled.
"Indeed," he said.
He kissed me again, and we both got ourselves dressed and looking respectable.
Five minutes later I was back at the party, having a drink, and wondering what lay ahead.
The end
Is this really the end, or would you like to read some more adventures?
My Son's Lap: A Uber Ride Home
Their ride home includes some more sly mom-son sex.
My Son's Lap: Anal Mommy
The son takes his mom's virgin asshole.
My Son's Lap: And Sneaky Sex
Son and mom fuck with some family around.
My Son's Lap: First Threesome
Son helps mom explore same sex fun.
My Son's Lap: New Years Family Threesome
Daughter joins the family fuck fest.
My Son's Lap: Valentine's Day
Son and mom go on a romantic holiday.
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Silky Christmas Cheer
Chelsea was a cute girl who was raising money for the Salvation Army as part of the senior year volunteerism work she needed to graduate and to pad her resumé.
And being Chelsea, she'd gone way above and beyond the volunteerism minimum her high school required. They required ten hours, she'd put in over forty. She'd also recruited and organized the staff to run a two-week fundraiser that had raised enough money to present gifts for over ninety needy families in the city. Her goal was a hundred families, or five hundred more dollars so she and her team could purchase the final ten batches of gifts.
So, dressed in a cute, feminine Santa suit with white pantyhose and a Santa hat, she was going door to door for any last-minute collections she could raise.
Overall, it had been an okay but long late afternoon and evening. She'd collected about three hundred dollars, and needed two hundred more to reach her ambitious goal, which hadn't seemed remotely feasible two weeks ago. Determined but cold... she trudged along the snowy sidewalks... getting very, very cold.
Plus, she'd entered a slump where during the last thirty minutes she'd encountered nothing but rejection after rejection. Which had brought down her Christmas spirit a bit... but Chelsea was nothing if not determined.
She reached the last house on her current block, shivering from the recent drop in temperature and a chilly breeze. She knocked, praying this house would end her rejection streak.
A pretty woman opened the door, dressed in a red dress and looking like she was getting ready to head out to a Christmas party, "Hello, young lady," she said with a warm smile. "You look like one of Santa's elves. Merry Christmas!"
"H-h-hi," Chelsea shivered, trying to appear like she wasn't freezing.
Before the girl could finish her sentence, the woman pulled her into her house while saying, "You poor girl, you must be freezing! Please come inside."
"Thank you, m-m-ma'am," Chelsea said, thankful for the kindness of this stranger. There was no guarantee she'd receive a donation from this woman, but the odds had just increased dramatically by her immediate considerate, compassionate gesture. As she entered the warm home, she felt a great relief. It made her wonder how homeless people could possibly survive these crazy Canadian winters. Likely many of them didn't.
To the teen's surprise, the woman pulled her in for a hug and said, "A human body is the quickest and best way to warm another person up."
"Oh," Chelsea said, completely surprised by this literally warm embrace, yet as she melted into the woman's self-made cocoon, she did feel her entire body warming up. "I guess you're right, umm... ma'am."
"Just call me Vanessa, and hold onto me tight," the woman said as Chelsea looked up towards the sky, although the ceiling blocked her view of it, and thought that maybe her Santa present was coming early... but she also realized she was going to be late for her staff's Christmas party. She'd given them all the evening off, wishing to prove something to herself by raising the final amount by herself.
"Okay Vanessa," Chelsea said, "and I'm Chelsea," her body warming up quickly while she did as she was told and wrapped her arms around the pretty woman's waist.
For about a minute Vanessa held the young lady tight before she finally let go, took her hand and said, "Come into the living room, and I'll get you some hot chocolate."
"I really need to keep going," Chelsea said, "my target..." knowing she had to make a lot more stops.
"You haven't even told me what you're canvassing for," Vanessa said, pulling the teen gently into her living room. "I want to hear all about it, but not until I fetch you some hot chocolate. I'll be back in a moment; just make yourself comfortable."
"Thank you," Chelsea said, thankful for this woman's kindness and for being able to feel her fingers again. She definitely shouldn't have worn only a short skirt, pantyhose and lightweight boots below her waist... since her legs and feet were still very cold. She took off her boots, shaking her head at the idea of walking into the woman's pristine living room and tracking snow onto her carpet.
She placed her boots next to the front door, walked across the soft, warm carpet to the couch and sat down. She was massaging some warmth into her freezing toes, when the woman returned carrying a mug of hot chocolate and a glass of red wine.
"Here, you must be thirsty," Vanessa said, handing the girl the warm mug.
Chelsea wrapped her hands around the mug, welcoming the heat it was exuding.
Vanessa took a lengthy sip of her wine while she slyly examined the cute girl. She seemed completely ripe for the fucking... and licking... and whatever else might pop into her head as matters progressed.
"Thank you," Chelsea said, as she brought the warm, therapeutic mug to her lips.
"You're most welcome," Vanessa said graciously as she sat down on the couch to the right of her guest, set down her glass on the coffee table and instructed, "Now give me your feet."
"Pardon?" Chelsea asked, not certain she'd heard the woman right.
Vanessa, an aggressive lesbian seductress who loved to turn fresh straight girls, took the mug away, put it down for a moment, reached down and grabbed the girl's ankles, and spun her about ninety degrees until the girl's feet were resting in her lap. She then returned the warm mug to the teen's cold hands.
"W-w-what are you doing, ma'am?" Chelsea stammered.
"Your feet are freezing," Vanessa said, which was true. "They need to be warmed up."
"Oh, I'm okay," Chelsea said, as she went to move her feet away, but the woman held onto them firmly.
"I insist," Vanessa said. "Good circulation is critical to warming you up."
"You don't have to do this," Chelsea demurred, although the woman's warm hands felt amazing on her cold feet and toes.
"Oh, but I think I do," Vanessa insisted. "Now just relax and let me get you feeling nice and warm."
"Okay, thanks," Chelsea agreed, the warm mug, Vanessa's warm hands, her soft generous tone, all helping her to relax.
Vanessa loved nylons; she wore them all the time. She also required all her pets to wear them. That said, it was rare to find a young new prey already wearing them... also rare that if a girl was wearing them they weren't scratchy tights or cheap hosiery instead of sheer silk. These ones were sheer silk.
"You don't see many young people wearing pantyhose anymore," Vanessa mentioned, as she massaged each toe individually, starting with the girl's left pinkie.
"I know," Chelsea said along with a soft moan, since it felt so nice. She'd indulged in a couple of full body massages in the past, each of them focussing on her feet for a few minutes, but not spending any time at all on her toes. She wasn't sure if this felt so relaxing because she was cold and the woman's hands and fingers so warm, or if it was that plus her gentle, soothing touch.
"You've noticed it too?" Vanessa asked, knowing the power her hands could assert over a girl... via her feet, legs, back, pussy or ass.
"Yes, sometimes I get made fun of for wearing them," Chelsea answered. "Kids call them granny socks."
"That's ridiculous. Do I look like a granny?" Vanessa asked, as she stretched a leg out straight to showcase her sexy leg wrapped in an expensive Wolford's stocking.
"No, ma'am," Chelsea said, feeling so relaxed, almost warm.
"Please don't call me ma'am" Vanessa objected gently. "It makes me feel old. I asked you to call me Vanessa."
"Okay, Vanessa it is. And I'm still Chelsea."
"That's such a pretty name," Vanessa complimented, knowing the power of flattery to weaken any inherent resistance in a woman she was seducing.
"Thank you," Chelsea said.
"Well Chelsea, I wear nylons every day," Vanessa said, bringing her hand to the girl's other foot and her other five delectable toes, "They accessorize my outfits, they accentuate my legs, and they make me feel sexy."
Chelsea could feel her face blushing. "I wear them because my mom always wears them, I like the feel of them, and I too think they accessorize my outfits."
"Yes, jeans wouldn't accessorize your cute, festive Christmas attire," Vanessa pointed out.
"Exactly," Chelsea nodded, nice to hear someone agreeing with the way she thought about pantyhose.
"You don't think they accentuate your legs though?" Vanessa asked.
"I've never really thought about it," Chelsea said, having already almost finished her hot chocolate.
"You don't think they make you feel sexy?" Vanessa continued her sly interrogation and mental manipulation.
"I've never really thought about that either," Chelsea said, having never considered herself sexy. Truth be told, she always tended towards the periphery of the in groups... not popular, yet not an outcast... she wasn't a nerd per se, as top grades came to her naturally, but she also played volleyball, and was a member of the student council and debate club... she saw herself as well-rounded. For instance she'd found it easy to recruit a small group of fellow students to assist in her Christmas campaign since most of them had volunteered alongside her on various other projects, but none of them were her besties or anything. Overall, she was highly motivated to make other people happy, but strangely she wasn't normally drawn towards developing particularly close relationships with other people.
"Well," Vanessa said, finishing the right pinkie and advancing her hands to the soles of Chelsea's feet, "the nylons you're wearing right now both accentuate your legs, and I think they're sexy."
"They do? And you think that?" Chelsea asked, not accustomed to receiving compliments that weren't about her achievements at school: academic, athletic or her volunteerism.
"Oh yes," Vanessa nodded. "And these are high quality nylons."
"Thanks for noticing; I do hate cheap nylons," Chelsea said, thrilled that someone could notice the difference between department store nylons and a quality pair.
"So do I," Vanessa said, and she repositioned herself by lifting the sweet girl's ankles out of the way and swinging her legs onto the couch next to Chelsea's before setting the feet back in her lap. "Feel mine."
Chelsea finished her hot chocolate, reached over and put it on the coffee table, and then reached out to touch the woman's nylon-clad feet. She might have thought this was weird... yet she was so captivated by their conversation about nylons, and she was intrigued to feel these nylons... so no alarm bells went off.
"Wow, these are soft," Chelsea said, even silkier than hers, plus they had a nice shine.
"Yes, I order them online," Vanessa said, as she brought her hands to the girl's left ankle and calf.
"Cool," Chelsea said, quite surprised by how soft Vanessa's nylons were.
"I know," Vanessa said. "Yours are nice, but mine are an entirely different level of nylon."
"I agree," Chelsea said, in awe of what she was feeling.
"So, to business. Why are you going door to door dressed up all sexy... on this cold winter's night?" Vanessa asked, singing the last five words to the tune of 'The First Noel', her hands gliding up and down the leg ever so slowly.
"I'm raising money to buy presents for people in need this Christmas season," Chelsea said, "and I'm just a couple hundred dollars short of reaching my goal," having almost forgotten why she was here in the first place. The woman's warm hands and the feel of her soft nylons had totally distracted her.
"That's so sweet," Vanessa crooned, "going around town bringing good cheer to other people."
"It's the least I can do," she said, still slowly rubbing the silky sheer softness of the nylon against Vanessa's legs.
"But..." Vanessa asked, her hands travelling a bit further up the girl's legs, "...who's bringing good cheer to you?"
"What do you mean?"
"You have needs too," Vanessa pointed out, while she suddenly reached her foot between the teen's legs, placed put her stocking-clad foot directly onto the girl's pussy and began rubbing.
"What are you dooooooing?" Chelsea asked, as totally unexpectedly, she suddenly had a foot rubbing her pussy.
"Bringing good cheer to you," Vanessa sang to the tune of the 'Birthday Song', having always loved the initial moment a sweet conversation becomes a turn.
The prey's confusion. Her denial. Her slow burn. Her submission.
"This isn't right," Chelsea said, shocked by this sudden shift of events... even though the pleasure inside her was growing quickly.
"I'm just making sure your entire body gets warm," Vanessa said.
"But I'm not a lesbian," Chelsea protested, completely overwhelmed by what was happening, yet feeling unable to stop it.
"I didn't say you were," Vanessa said, "nor am I one," as she rubbed her foot in circular motions. "A lesbian only has sex with girls."
"Whatever. Please stop," Chelsea pleaded with a moan.
"Do you really want me to stop?" Vanessa second guessed her while applying a little more pleasure to the teen's pussy.
"Yes... no... oh God!" Chelsea responded, confused by her two polar opposite inclinations. 'This is morally wrong!' versus 'This feels really good!'
"We all have needs, Chelsea," Vanessa explained in a soft, sultry tone. "I have a feeling you're always so focused on making other people happy, you don't ever think about making yourself happy."
"I am haaaaaappy," Chelsea said, as an orgasm was riding inside her.
"But are you sexually happy?" Vanessa asked, shifting to up and down movements, which spread the lips open while also putting pressure on her clit.
"Oh, ma'am," Chelsea moaned, the pleasure rising inside her churning her into a mental mess. "Please, oh God, oh God, oh my God!"
"Just come, Chelsea; come all over my foot," Vanessa purred, as she noticed when the girl inadvertently spread her legs wider that she wasn't wearing any panties. "No panties? How interesting."
"I often don't wear them," Chelsea said, not sure why, or why she continued to allow this woman to keep rubbing her pussy with her foot.
"And why is that?" Vanessa asked, a little curious about this revelation.
Chelsea explained, even as her orgasm rose, "It's my own secret sexy rebellion."
"I like that, you sexy thing," Vanessa said, putting even more pressure on the teen's very wet, very stimulated pussy. "Perception and reality are often very different beasts."
"Oooooooh," Chelsea moaned, the pressure on her pussy feeling really good, and making her a mental mess.
Vanessa, now confident this teen was hers, brought her other foot up to the teen's face. "Lick," she ordered.
Chelsea, so overwhelmed by what was happening and from her swirling emotions, and also being naturally submissive (although she didn't know that), grabbed hold of the foot and mindlessly licked the sole, while the other foot continued driving her mad.
"Good girl," Vanessa encouraged her, savouring the teen's tongue on the sole of her foot while she methodically rubbed the pussy, knowing the teen was close.
Chelsea couldn't explain what she was feeling. Her innards felt like they were on fire... the foot rubbing her pussy sending pulsations throughout her entire body.
"Come for me, Chelsea, come all over my foot, and do it now," Vanessa ordered softly.
Chelsea had no choice but to obey, her body in control of her mind as she babbled, "Oh yes, it feels so... I'm going to... I'm going to... ooooooooohhhhh!" and she then released a primal scream that all by itself brought her further pleasure she didn't know her body could contain...her wetness gushing out of her, through the pantyhose and onto the woman's foot.
"Good girl," Vanessa purred, continuing to rub throughout the teen's orgasm while watching her legs stiffen and her entire body quake.
"So powerful," Chelsea said, not knowing such pleasure could occur inside her body.
"Just relax and enjoy," Vanessa encouraged, as she slowed down her foot.
"Kkkkkk," Chelsea said from a euphoric daze that she didn't want to end.
After a moment, the orgasm still doing its thing through her pretty prey, Vanessa removed her foot, stood up on the couch to face Chelsea, and straddled her outstretched legs. "You must be hungry after all that," Vanessa said, lowering her pussy onto the dazed girl's face
"What are you doing now?" Chelsea asked, as the woman's pussy suddenly appeared against her face and lips.
"I'm feeding you," Vanessa explained. "Or perhaps more accurately, rehydrating you. Now lick."
Chelsea was confused. Getting her pussy rubbed was one thing, but eating this woman out was definitely activity reserved for lesbians. Yet she was trapped between this woman and the arm of the sofa, and Vanessa's moist pussy lips were literally pressing against her own lips and thus moistening them too, and the scent was surprisingly intoxicating. So not knowing what else to do... she licked.
"Good girl," Vanessa moaned as she felt the teen's tentative tongue begin licking her. Sometimes she had to wait much longer before a newbie's first lick came, but as she'd anticipated, this sweet teen was an obedient girl... a natural submissive... born to please.
Chelsea was tentative at first; not unwilling, but simply unsure of what to do... yet when her tongue parted the wet pussy lips and she tasted the nectar of another woman for the first time, she realised she kind of did know what to do. Vanessa had told her to lick, and during the summer she loved to lick ice cream cones; it was hardly rocket science. So she simply began licking. And while she licked she became more confident, and also even more eager. She loved the taste. She loved hearing Vanessa's soft moans. And she loved this task!
"That's it," Vanessa moaned, the girl making up for any lack in skill with her lustful eager hunger. "Eat my pussy."
"Tastes so good," Chelsea said from her close quarters, just doing what came naturally to her.
"Isn't pussy delicious?" Vanessa purred.
"Yes, definitely," Chelsea agreed, as she hungrily licked the pussy.
"You're a natural pussy licker, you know," Vanessa moaned, knowing the power of a compliment.
"Thank you," Chelsea responded between licks.
Then for a few minutes Vanessa just enjoyed the sweet licking as her orgasm slowly blossomed. Yet she could never come this way. So she backed away a few inches to lay herself down on the couch, spread her legs and order, using just one word, "Come." Her beckoning finger making it clear she was requiring Chelsea to come hither.
Chelsea was finally no longer confined by the woman's proximity, she was now able to flee, yet she had no intent of leaving. She hunkered down between the woman's legs, rested her hands sensuously upon the silky sheer nylons, brought her face to the glistening pussy, and dove in with insatiable lust.
"Good girl," Vanessa moaned, and she placed a hand on the back of the teen's head simply to hold her in place.
Chelsea was consumed with her need not only to keep licking, but to get this woman off... and thus to taste the cum when it flooded out of her. Vanessa had said something about hydration? Great idea!
Vanessa's orgasm rose rapidly as the teen licked and licked. "Now suck on my clit, you sweet girl," she moaned, her orgasm imminent.
Chelsea obeyed, advancing upon the clit, licking it and tugging it between her lips.
"Oh yes," Vanessa moaned.
Chelsea, noticing the woman's body twitching from her efforts, continued attacking the clit for another minute, until Vanessa pulled her face deep into her pussy, and immediately soaked her with her pussy cum.



"Yes!" Vanessa moaned, coating the teen's face with her squirting cum.
Chelsea licked away, catching and swallowing as much of the cum as she could, loving the sensations of all this wetness splattering her face, lips and tongue.
Vanessa used both hands to hold the teen's face throughout her orgasm, before finally letting go.
Chelsea unsure of what to do next, simply backed off a few inches and admired the wet, pulsing pussy.
Vanessa, now deciding to fuck this teen, said as she got off the teen, "Don't move; I'll be right back."
"Okay," Chelsea agreed, her head now starting to process everything that had just happened. As the woman left, Chelsea thought she too should leave... the house. She'd sinned badly. She still couldn't figure out how events had quickly progressed from Vanessa simply and innocently warming her up to her coming on the woman's foot, and then her eating her first pussy. Yet she didn't leave. She waited. She licked her lips.
Vanessa returned, a festive red and white strap-on already fastened around her waist and asking brightly, "Ready to get fucked?"
"With that?" Chelsea gasped, looking at the big penis protruding from the woman as well as admiring her large breasts... the woman now wearing only stockings.
"Yes indeed," Vanessa smiled, as she pushed Chelsea onto her back, spread her legs, ripped open her pantyhose at the crotch, and buried her face in the wet pussy.
"Oh my God!" Chelsea gasped, as NOW she was suddenly having her pussy licked!
"You're so wet," Vanessa said, between licks.
"This feels so...." Chelsea began, but didn't even know how to complete her sentence. So weird? So outstanding? So overwhelming? So gross? No, definitely not that, but what? The pleasure of the woman's foot was intense, but this was a whole new level of intensity. The tongue licking... the hot breath... she was once again feeling new things she'd never felt before.
"Just relax and enjoy, sweetheart," Vanessa said, as she licked the teen with an expert tongue that could get any woman off.
"Ooooookay," Chelsea agreed mindlessly, freely allowing the woman to eat her pussy.
"You taste so delicious," Vanessa said, always informing a new pet how good she tasted.
"Oooooooh," was all Chelsea managed in response, the pleasure rendering her unable to think straight.
Vanessa, deciding to give her new pet a trifecta of orgasms... first from the foot rub... next from this pussy licking, and then soon from some hard fucking... was determined to keep licking the teen until she came on her face.
Chelsea, feeling her second orgasm rising quickly, grabbed the back of the woman's head with both hands, and pulled her deeper into her wetness.
Vanessa grinned as she licked, loving to feel this teen's unbridled lust taking over. She attacked her clit recklessly, and that was all it took before Chelsea screamed bloody murder as she coated Vanessa's face, "Fuuuuuuuuck!"
Vanessa hungrily lapped up the teen's sweet cum flood for a good minute, before she levered herself up, and even though the teen was still undergoing the spasms of her second orgasm, Vanessa slid her cock into her pussy.
"Oh my God!" Chelsea screamed, as she felt the cock filling her. In the past she'd used her fingers on her pussy and once a brush handle... but that was it... feeling a big phallus slide inside her was intense... as she lost her virginity to a stranger. They'd first met... what?... half an hour ago?... and they didn't even know each other's last names yet!
"I'm going to fuck you good, Chelsea," Vanessa promised, as she began fucking the teen with fast, hard, deep strokes.
"Oh yes, fuck me," Chelsea moaned, once again long past any sense of propriety. She was just a horny girl demanding to be fucked... the first few strokes keeping the fire alive inside her.
"You want me to pound your pussy?" Vanessa asked, as she slammed into the teen.
"Yes, pound me," Chelsea moaned, looking up at the pretty woman.
Vanessa leaned down and kissed the girl.
Chelsea kissed the woman back... to date having kissed a grand total of three boys and gone no farther... and the softness of Vanessa's lips... and her gentleness... was a completely different experience... not to mention having sex with her! She melted into the kiss as she wrapped her legs around her.
Vanessa and Chelsea kissed for a couple of minutes... all the while... Chelsea was being slowly fucked... and deeply fucked.
Vanessa broke the kiss, pulled out and ordered, as she sat down on the couch, "Come straddle my cock, my pet."
"Okay," Chelsea said, in a lustful daze, as she quickly got up, straddled the woman, and lowered her body onto the hard cock.
"Good girl," Vanessa said, and she pulled Chelsea's dress off and of her own volition Chelsea unclasped her bra... showcasing her very hard nipples and perky tits.
Vanessa leaned forward and sucked the right nipple, finding it nice and hard.
"Oh yes," Chelsea moaned, as she slowly ground her body on the cock inside her pussy... which felt different in this position.
For a couple minutes, Vanessa sucked and nibbled both breasts in turn as the teen slowly rode the cock.
Vanessa looked up at the teen, her hands cupping both tits, "Ride me, my pet."
"Okay," Chelsea nodded, as she began to move up and down on the cock inside her.
"You're so beautiful, my pet," Vanessa said, admiring the pretty teen.
"Thank you," the teen said. She then asked, having noticed Vanessa call her 'my pet', "My pet? That sounds like something significant."
"Yes, you're now my good girl, my pet, my plaything," Vanessa explained. "And you'll do whatever I tell you to do, apart from stupid things I'd never ask of you, such as jumping off of cliffs."
"I am? I will?" Chelsea asked, as she bounced on the cock, taking it all in your wet pussy.
"I believe so. Why? Don't you want to be my pet?" Vanessa asked. "For instance I sensed at a couple of points you might be struggling with some moral issues."
"You're right, I was. But everything all those people at church told me either must have been lies, or they themselves were misinformed, since nothing as miraculous as I've just experienced can be anywhere near as bad as they said. So fuck them! I've decided I very much do want to be your pet," Chelsea admitted, a little confused by the term 'pet', and yet her pussy and body were on fire.
"That means coming over to pleasure me and giving yourself up to be fucked by me whenever I summon you," Vanessa explained.
"Ohhhhhh," Chelsea moaned, both at the idea, and the pleasure rising inside her.
"Now come on my cock, my pet slut," Vanessa ordered, adding the term 'slut' this time. To many people it was a horrible slur, but within the world she presided over, it was a term of endearment.
"Yes, I will," Chelsea agreed, being called a slut somehow turning her on, especially since Vanessa was obviously calling her that lovingly.
"Yes, going forward you'll be my pussy-licking, cock-taking, foot-licking slut," Vanessa embellished, knowing exactly when to push a girl with wicked talk, and how to trigger yet another orgasm in the girl.
"Oh yes, I do want to be your slut," Chelsea declared as she bounced furiously on the cock inside her.
"Then come, my pet; come all over my cock like a sexy slut," Vanessa ordered, watching the teen bounce on the cock like a porn star instead of like the virgin she'd likely been until now.
"Oh yes, fuck, fuck, oh fuck, fuuuuuuuck!" Chelsea babbled until her third orgasm of the evening struck her, and she collapsed forward onto the pretty woman while her entire body quaked.
Vanessa wrapped her arms around the trembling girl.
For a couple minutes Chelsea enjoyed the orgasm and the warm cocoon Vanessa provided her.
Finally Vanessa said, "You mentioned a goal earlier. How much more do you need to reach it?"
"Two hundred dollars," Chelsea said promptly.
"Then I'll donate a thousand," Vanessa pledged.
"Really? Wow! But you don't have to go that far," Chelsea said, looking at the pretty woman adoringly.
"You're right, I don't. But I want to," Vanessa said. "I can use it as a business write-off."
"You're sure?"
"I am," Vanessa said, kissing the pretty girl before reaching for her chequebook.
"Thank you so much," Chelsea said.
"You're most welcome," Vanessa smiled.
Ten minutes later they were both dressed, and Vanessa dropped Chelsea off at her staff party before heading to her own Christmas party with a group of her swinger friends.
The end
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The Intern: An Anal Training
Summary: Submissive boss gets her ass trained to take big cock.
Note 1: Thanks to Breezy who came up with the idea for this fun tale.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Note 3: This is part two of a trilogy. In part 1, The Intern: An Anal Seduction, a boss, Judy, a well known and widely respected CEO of a large corporation, is sexually frustrated because of the neglect from her husband of twenty years, and that frustration has driven her into becoming a total bitch to everyone at work. She goes online to explore any sexy possibilities she can find, and soon becomes the submissive pet of an anonymous woman along with her fiancé, who the next day turns out to be her very own much younger sexy intern... one of the many people she's been a downright bitch to... but who nevertheless takes her boss in hand... and thus beginning Judy's journey into sexual submission and anal exploration.
The Intern: An Anal Training
MONDAY NIGHT:
Judy struggled to stay focused through the rest of the day.
Her pussy was leaking constantly.
She couldn't stop replaying what she'd allowed to happen in her office.
The good... it was a life altering, body quaking, encounter.
The bad... it had happened in her office, with her intern.
The good... she'd finally achieved the orgasm she'd been dying to have for months... and even though it wasn't a fuck... it was nevertheless very intense.
The bad... she'd cheated on her husband... although she didn't feel a lot of guilt for it, since he'd unknowingly pushed her into it by his total neglect of her, and she hadn't been with another man.
The good... apparently she did have a g-spot: something no man had ever located. (She'd never been with a woman before.) And her g-spot orgasm had been more intense than almost anything she'd ever experienced before.
The bad... she'd opened herself up to possible blackmail and humiliation... even though for some reason she trusted Mistress Marcy's judgement and discretion, and as for the humiliation... at least so far... it wasn't necessarily a bad thing. It was actually rather exciting!
The good... for the second time ever... the first time many years ago had been disastrous... she'd allowed her ass to be penetrated, and this time it hadn't hurt her or killed her mood... it had actually enhanced the experience.
The bad... she'd agreed to experience more sodomy from Marcy's fat-cocked fiancé. And when that happened, it would irrefutably be cheating!
The good... Mistress Marcy had offered to help her in straightening out her sexless marriage. Judy had no idea what that might look like when it happened, but her Mistress had seemed quite sure of herself, and from everything she'd experienced with the girl today at lunchtime, she inspired confidence.
She arrived home, ordered in food, had a bath, and was lounging on her bed wearing thigh high stockings and nothing else as ordered, her laptop open watching some lesbian porn. At two minutes to eight she called Marcy.
"Hi, slut," Marcy moaned, as her man slowly fucked her ass. Judy couldn't see what was happening of course, but she was very aware of the moan.
"Hi, Mistress," Judy greeted.
"When is your husband returning?" Marcy asked, enjoying the slow ass fucking, which would result in her ass being well gaped before the upcoming deep, rough, satisfying ass fucking.
"Friday," Judy answered, watching a needy student place her hands on her teacher's shoulders and guide her to her knees before her... an act Judy found so sexy, so erotic, so pussy leaking.
"Perfect," Marcy moaned. "That gives us a few days to train your asshole."
"Really?" Judy asked.
"Yes, by the time he returns home, you'll be begging for him to pound your tight asshole and thus blow his mind," Marcy assured her, very confident that would indeed be the case.
"I really don't know about that," Judy said, thinking a thumb sneaking into her ass and only going an inch and a bit inside, was a whole lot different than nine and a half inches of cock pounding away in there.
"Oh, but I know," Marcy said. "Your ass was made to be fucked."
"Really?" Judy asked, that prospect seeming a little too much.
"Yes, big girls like we are were born to suck cock, to get our tits fucked, and to be sodomized roughly," Marcy said, all things she did regularly.
"Well, I've done two of those things pretty regularly, or at least we used to," Judy said. Ralph had loved fucking her tits in the past, although like everything else in the past six or seven months, he'd totally lost interest.
"Well, two out of three ain't bad," Marcy drawled, as she began slowly rearing back to meet her man's forward thrusts. "But three out of three is even better."
"I guess so," Judy said, wondering what Marcy was doing... she was either masturbating, using a toy, or being fucked.
"Trust me, my pet," Marcy said, "once you get accustomed to having a cock buried in your asshole, you'll crave it."
"I can't imagine," Judy said.
"Then here's a helpful order from your wise and... admittedly young... but nonetheless experienced... Mistress. Until you allow Ralph to fuck your asshole, you're only permitted to have an orgasm by fingering your asshole or fucking your back door with a toy," Marcy dictated. In practice she knew there'd be exceptions to that rule, but she'd always be present and the one calling the shots.
"Oh, Mistress, my pussy has been burning all day! You've made me into a perpetually cunt leaking slut," Judy cried out in exaggerated despair, hoping a touch of desperation and talking dirty would change her Mistress's mind.
"Glad to hear it! And if you want to come again, it's pretty simple: you may either finger bang your ass, or grab a toy and fuck your sexy ass," Marcy said. "At the moment, my ass is filled with seven inches of dick."
"Lucky girl," Judy said, meaning at least she was getting fucked, but realizing it likely sounded otherwise.
"Oh, you'll be lucky too, very soon," Marcy moaned, as she began bouncing back on Ryan's fat cock, knowing part of Judy's training was the inspirational seven inches of dick plowing her own ass. "I'm going now. I need my man to really ream my asshole."
"Okay, bye, Mistress," Judy said, having hoped for a longer encounter.
"Bye, ass slut," Marcy moaned, and she hung up just as Ryan began really destroying her ass.
Judy sighed.
On her laptop, the teacher was now eating the student's pussy, and Judy instantly wanted more pussy. She watched porn for almost an hour, her pussy on fire, and needing to come, she stuck her finger into her pussy and got it good and wet before she brought her wet finger to her ass and slowly pushed it inside. It was awkward to finger fuck her ass compared to finger banging her pussy, which she began doing with her other hand.
There was a little discomfort in her ass, but intense fire in her pussy as she double penetrated herself... something she'd never done before, which made her wonder what it would feel like to have cocks in both her pussy and her ass.
While on her screen a cheerleader wearing a strap-on was really drilling another cheerleader, Judy fucked herself to an orgasm by fingering both of her holes.
As she washed her hands once her orgasm was done, she wondered what the next few days would be like.
Although she was a little nervous... she was far more excited.
.....
TUESDAY MORNING AND EARLY AFTERNOON
At work, all morning Judy was excited yet frustrated.
She hadn't seen Marcy all morning, and her pussy was wet with anticipation. She led two meetings, the entire time wanting them to be over, so she could continue her wild sexual exploration.
It was just after lunch when Marcy walked in and asked point blank, "Did you come last night?"
"Yes, Mistress," Judy said, a chill of adrenaline coursing through her, the moment she saw her intern.
"Did you finger your ass?"
"Yes, Mistress," Judy said, "as well as my pussy."
As Marcy hopped onto the desk, she said, "So you double banged yourself... hot."
"It was weird," Judy said.
"Ready for your new version of Starbucks?"
"Yes, Mistress," Judy said, getting eagerly out of her chair and hurrying to her intern.
Marcy spread her legs to reveal her black thigh high stockings and ordered, "Hurry up. I need to meet with Mr. White in ten minutes."
"Yes, Mistress," Judy replied, as she hurried to the invitingly spread legs and dove right in... having craved this pussy ever since she'd finished dining on it yesterday. And that had been her first taste of pussy ever!
"Oh yes," Marcy moaned, "I can tell you like your new afternoon drink."
"Love it," Judy said mindlessly, as she licked hungrily... usually she needed her afternoon Starbucks for the caffeine rush to get through the afternoon, but this pussy was proving to be her new adrenaline afternoon pick me up.
"And it's a lot cheaper than a Starbucks drink," Marcy said.
"And tastier," Judy added, now choosing pussy over coffee in a heartbeat.
"And healthier," Marcy added.
"Mmmmmmm," Judy moaned, as just like sucking dick made her pussy wet, she'd always gotten turned on from pleasing others, and eating pussy also made her pussy wet... very fucking wet.
"You want my cunt cum, slut?" Marcy asked, her orgasm close.
"Yes, Mistress, come all over your boss's face," Judy replied lustfully.
"Suck on my clit and finger bang me," Marcy ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy obeyed, doing both, as two fingers easily slid inside her Mistress's wet box, and her body began twitching as the pet sucked on the swollen clit.
"Oh fuck, you cunt licker, ass taking slut, cum bucket," Marcy rattled off, just before she flooded her pet's face with cum.
"Mmmmmm," Judy moaned, loving the name calling and nasty talk, as well as the delicious cum that flooded out of Marcy's pussy and into her own mouth.
Once she was spent, Marcy said, as she got off the desk, "I expect you to be in the basement, room two, at 2:30. Is that clear?"
"Really? I've never been in the basement," Judy said.
"Just be there," Marcy ordered. "We need to get that ass ready for nine plus inches of cock."
"Yes, Mistress," Judy said.
....
LATER TUESDAY AFTERNOON
Judy took the elevator to the basement and began finding her way to room two, surprised at how many rooms were down here, and learning this was where all those files ended up after she approved them. As she proceeded, she wondered why Marcy wanted to meet here, since they'd already enjoyed two sexual encounters in her office... there didn't seem to be a need for a secluded discreet location... and since Marcy was expected to be in her office often, there was no reason for anyone to suspect anything.
As she reached room two, horny as hell, she was surprised to see room two was a storage room. She walked in and saw the janitor standing there... the one Marcy frequently chatted with. It was then that she put two and two together.
The janitor was Marcy's fiancé.
The janitor was Master!
"Close and lock the door," Ryan said, as he texted Marcy: Slut's here.
Marcy closed and locked the door, processing her newfound revelation, when her phone rang.
"Put your phone on speaker, slut," Marcy ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy obeyed, while she tried to rationalize what was already happening, and what was about to happen.
"Place your phone on the table, pet cock sucker," Marcy ordered, sounding a little more dominant with Ryan in the picture. Marcy had perfected the dual rules of being a Mistress. The first was being seductive, sensual, understanding and compassionate as she seduced the woman. The second, once the seduction was in place and the new pet was meeting Master for the first time, she shifted verbally into a more traditionally dominant Mistress. She knew from experience that almost all MILFs she seduced succumbed to her and submitted to sexual servitude out of need, curiosity and a perverse belief that having sexual encounters with someone of the same sex wasn't really cheating. On the other hand, taking another man's dick was definitely considered cheating, so a stronger, heavier-handed approach was more effective.
Marcy again obeyed, "Yes, Mistress," as she set the phone down on the wooden table.
"Now pull out Master's cock," Marcy ordered, while within her own office upstairs, Mrs. Alden, the black Personnel Manager, slowly licked her Mistress's pussy under her desk.
Mrs. Alden was dying to know who the couple's latest conquest was. Marcy had reawakened her dying sex drive, and she now ate the pussies of five different younger employees, and was provided with cock to suck and to ride through a glory hole downstairs in room one.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy obeyed, as she approached the muscular and tattooed man she'd never really paid any attention to. She knew what she was doing was wrong, knew this was definitely cheating, and yet was well aware of the fact she'd agreed to mindless obedience. She was also aware... this was the line that if she crossed it, there was no going back.
Judy walked the few steps to the man, not once making eye contact but downcast instead, and she felt such humiliation as she, the CEO of the whole damned place, dropped to her knees before a janitor... a person she'd ignored for years as far below her and had treated like crap whenever she'd had reason to pay any attention to him at all. (She hadn't hired him, of course... that would have been Mrs. Alden.)
Her hands trembled as she undid Master's belt, tugged at his jeans button and unzipped him. She was both dying to see the fat cock up close and personal, the picture of it having tantalized her and made her mouth water (she'd gazed upon it at least a hundred times), and yet she was trembling with the reality of what she was about to do.
She pulled down his jeans and boxers, and a semi-erect fat cock was suddenly poised before her... her first new one in over two decades. Although her husband had an amazing cock that filled her completely, and she couldn't fathom being able to take any more in length, this cock put Ralph's to shame in girth.
"What do you think of my man's cock?" Marcy asked.
Mrs. Alden remembered the first time she'd seen that fat cock, and how she'd sucked it and taken his load in the back alley behind the break room, begging him to come in her unprotected pussy (although he elected to come on her face), then took it in her pussy the next day in her office, when he did indeed unload into her fertile womb, and had gotten her asshole stretched in ways she hadn't imagined possible in her home, while her husband watched and was glad to receive a hand job from Mistress Marcy.
"It's so fat," Judy said, in awe of the fat cock dangling before her.
"I know," Marcy said. "Is it hard yet?"
"Semi-hard," Judy said, wanting nothing more than to see this cock fully erect, already having forgotten about Ralph, or the wedding ring on her same hand that was slowly stroking the majestic cock.
"Well, suck that cock and get it hard, it ain't gonna get hard by itself," Marcy said, although that obviously wasn't true. That cock got hard all the time all by itself... it was almost constantly erect, bless its heart.
For Judy that made sense, and she opened her mouth to take the fat cock in, not really thinking about anything but that cock. She wanted to feel it in her mouth. She wanted to feel it hardening between her lips. She wanted to feel it stretch her mouth wide open. She wanted to see and feel it while it was rock hard.
"That's it, slut," Ryan finally spoke for the first time. "Get my fat cock nice and hard."
"Does she look hot with your cock in her mouth, baby?" Marcy asked, thinking she should have been down there to watch this... but she'd wanted to see if Judy would obey mindlessly without her being there.
"Yeah, it's the best she's ever looked," Ryan said, "not bitchy at all right now," as Judy slowly sucked his cock... her cheeks going red at the casually disrespectful way this janitor who was now her Master was talking about her... yet she loved feeling his fat cock hardening between her lips.
"She looked pretty hot between my legs, too," Marcy moaned.
"Yeah, she did," Ryan agreed, having seen the pictures and watched the video.
Judy felt her mouth really stretching as Ryan's cock hardened completely. She knew she shouldn't be doing this, she knew she was cheating. Yet her pussy was on fire, her submissive nature was leading the way, and besides, If her husband had been fucking her like she'd needed, she wouldn't be in this situation at all!
"That's it, slut, get my cock ready for that pussy of yours," Ryan said, impressed by this older woman's mouth. She was using her tongue while she sucked, creating some extra wetness that enhanced his pleasure. Although Marcy was a great fuck, both her pussy and ass completely heavenly, and she sucked dick really good... nobody sucked better than older bitches... that was a fact.
Judy had kind of assumed she'd be sucking his cock and either swallowing the load or taking a facial... a blow job not as extreme a cheating activity as allowing another man into her pussy.
"My pet, are ready to receive the fucking you've been craving for months?" Marcy asked.
Ryan pulled his dick out, pulled the overwhelmed MILF up, spun her around, and bent her over the table, the phone now directly in front of her as she wailed, "Oh, Mistress, I really shouldn't be doing thiiiiiiis!"
Ryan knew timing was everything when an older woman was cheating on her husband for the first time, so he lifted up her dress and slid his cock inside her already very wet pussy before she had time to think or finish her protest.
Judy was stunned by how quickly she'd progressed from a cock in her mouth to the cock in her pussy... a stopwatch would have timed it at just shy of three seconds.
"Such a wet slut," Ryan said, as he began slamming into the bent over CEO.
"Oh God!" Judy cried out, both because she was getting fucked by another man, and because the instantaneous pleasure from the thick cock was driving her wild!
"Is he stretching your pussy, my pet?" Marcy asked, wishing she was there to watch it, although she knew it was being filmed, as were all the encounters in that room. They had a very sophisticated setup down there where a motion sensor controlled not only whether the camera was filming, but where it was pointing. Complete with sound, of course.
"So good," Judy moaned, not really answering the question, but overwhelmed by how well her pussy was being filled. Somehow this seven inches seemed larger than Ralph's nine and a half, since it was filling her in a much different, yet still extremely pleasurable way.
"I'll take that as a yes," Marcy laughed, as she tapped her nearby pet's head, which instructed the black beauty to shift from slow leisurely licking to more aggressive action.
"So big," Judy moaned, the cock indeed feeling so big, stretching her so good, and bringing her intense pleasure.
"Yeah, he's a great mother fucking stud," Marcy said with great confidence, since every woman she brought to Ryan went ape shit for his cock.
"Harder, fuck me harder," Judy heard herself begging, her inner slut taking over.
"Do the wall bang," Marcy ordered.
"The what?" Judy asked, as Ryan pulled out of her.
Ryan spun her around, lifted her into the air by her knees, somehow managed to drop her square onto his erect cock, and walked her to the nearest wall.
"Oh, my fucking God!" Judy moaned, as she was dropped onto a cock and filled in a way she'd never even imagined being filled, hitting erogenous zones she hadn't imagined existed. Now, this was a real man! Picking up her big body, along with her big booty, as if she were an autumn leaf!



Pressing her against the wall, Ryan bucked his hips and really fucked the MILF.
Judy was lost in lust as she babbled, the pleasure consuming her in ways she'd never felt, "Fuck yeah, ohhh fuck, yeah. Oh, fucking God! You're so deep in my cunt, and stretching me so fucking good!" (She continued babbling on and on rather endlessly, but you get the picture.)
"Isn't he amazing?" Marcy asked, as she listened to her boss making the moans and talking the slut talk like all the MILFs did once Ryan began fucking them.
Ryan loved looking into a woman's eyes as he fucked her... so lustful... so vulnerable... it was the ultimate look of beauty.
"Oh yes, fuck yes, best fucking dick EVER!" Judy answered, while her orgasm rose and he kept fucking her.
"Come, my nasty slut, come on Master's big fucking cock," Marcy ordered, as her own orgasm was about to erupt.
"Yes, oh fuck, yes, yes, fuuuuuuck," Marcy screamed, as her orgasm erupted and she squirted everywhere... soaking an astonished Ryan as he lowered her to the floor.
"Shit, she's squirting all over the place," he exclaimed, stroking his cock.
Judy was so embarrassed by how much she squirted, and was so ashamed she'd just cheated on her husband, that tears began to form, even while the most intense pleasure she'd ever experienced continued to cascade through her body.
"So hot," Marcy moaned, as she flooded her other pet's face.
"I'm going to come," Ryan said, as he slid his cock into her mouth again, close to coming himself, as he roughly face fucked her.
Judy focused on the cock in her mouth and the load in his balls, forcing her guilt away, and wanting to get this man off, to get his load.
"Come all over our pet's face, baby. And boss slut, beg for Master to come on you," Marcy ordered.
Judy didn't hesitate, as Ryan pulled his cock out of her mouth and beat it furiously. "Please, Master, come all over your slut's face; give me that load, I want it so bad!"
"Oh fuck," Ryan grunted, loving to hear a woman begging for his cock or his cum, and he erupted his load all over her face.
Judy moaned as she felt the warm cum splatter all over her face, and also onto her black dress.
As Judy rested against the wall, her cum still leaking out of her pussy, his cum dripping down her face, she began to weep.
"She's crying," Ryan cried out, concerned and suddenly helpless.
"Really?" Marcy said, this turn of events totally unexpected.
"Yeah," Ryan said, this not a reaction he was accustomed to; he had no idea how to deal with a weeping woman. To this day, the only time he'd ever seen his fiancée cry was the moment she'd heard the judge sentence him to prison. It had broken his heart.
"I'm so sorry," Judy wept, completely overwhelmed not only by her decisions, but especially by her squirting.
"I'm on my way," Marcy declared, rolling the office chair back and standing up. She disconnected her phone and said, "Thanks, slut."
"Thank you, Mistress," the older black woman responded, as she crawled out from under her own desk... a task that had given her intense shame the first time she did it, but now it was just a natural act that she craved on a regular basis.
Marcy dashed downstairs to the basement and found Ryan looking helpless and Judy collapsed on the floor.
"Go," she waved him off, and hurried over to her sobbing, cum-coated boss. "What's wrong, sweetheart? Didn't you like it? It certainly sounded like you did!"
"It was amazing, the best I've ever had," Judy wailed as if heartbroken, wiping tears, snot and cum from her face.
"And that's bad how?" Marcy asked, totally perplexed.
"It's just Ralph hates it when I squirt all over him, and then I caught the look on Master's face just now, and I felt so ashamed!"
"Oh, my darling, squirting is natural, I know Ryan didn't mind, he was just surprised," Marcy said, wrapping her arms around the weeping woman.
"And I feel terrible for cheating on my husband," Judy added.
"Oh, honey," Marcy crooned, leaning in and kissing her. Tenderly. Ongoingly.
After the raw fucking, the intense orgasm and the explosive facial, this was an experience completely different for Judy. Raw. Intimate. Body warming.
After a couple of minutes Marcy asked, breaking the kiss, "Do you understand how much you needed this?"
"Yes, but...."
"No buts," Marcy interrupted, putting her fingers caringly to Judy's lips. "You're a beautiful woman. You're a dirty slut, and I mean that in the best possible way, because so am I. You're a woman with needs. Your husband totally abandoned his manly responsibilities for months on end, and that's what led to this necessity."
Judy knew that was all true... although she really appreciated hearing it.
"Listening to you go ballistic while Ryan fucked you was so hot," Marcy said, as she cupped her boss's big tits and noted the spattering of white spots of cum on her dress.
"He was amazing," Judy said. She'd stopped crying now, and the soft look on her face was totally vulnerable.
"Yeah, he can really fuck," Marcy said tenderly. "He can also shoot up to ten loads in a single day."
"Fuck," Judy said, trying to imagine that cock pounding her through multiple orgasms and delivering multiple loads to her.
"Oh yeah," Marcy said. "The guy is a fucking machine."
"You're a lucky girl," Judy said earnestly.
"Oh, but you're a lucky woman as well, since he'll be pounding your three holes regularly," Marcy assured her.
"I can't imagine that fat dick inside my ass, or in any ass, for that matter," Judy said.
"It will take training before you'll be ready for it," Marcy said. "And we'll begin that training before you leave for the day. But you need to clean up now. You have a Zoom meeting in fifteen minutes, and you have a lot of cum stains on your dress."
"He came buckets," Judy said, looking down to see the white spots.
"He always does," Marcy agreed. "And you also have his cum all over your face."
"Right," Judy laughed.
Marcy helped her pet to her feet and said, still in her tenderest mode, pulling her pet close, "I'm always here for you, my pet. Yes, I will frequently use your face. Yes, I will fuck that pussy and ass so good and hard you'll come like the slut you are. Yes, I'll train your asshole to take Ryan's fat cock and your husband's long one. But I'll also guide you along your journey. You'll always be able to tell me anything you're feeling, anything that's troubling you, and I'll always listen. But be warned: I'll then always take action to address the issue, and you may not appreciate it, at least not at first."
"Everything you've told me so far is still so surreal," Judy said, as she went over to the large, dirty sink.
"All awakenings are exactly that," Marcy said.
Judy cleaned the cum off her face, and once she was back in her office, she changed outfits... she always had two or three extra dresses on hand in case of emergencies. She'd spilled coffee on herself on more than one occasion, or sometimes she needed a change of attire for a special client she was meeting with... and now she'd always need to be prepared for unexpected cum stains.
Tuesday late afternoon:
It was 4:30 when Marcy strode into Judy's office and said, "Let's get this training started."
Judy had taken some time to think about her multiple transgressions, especially sucking and fucking another man, and had gone back and forth between excessive guilt and lustful hunger.
Yes, she'd cheated on her husband.
But yes, she'd just had the fuck of her life, and had discovered girth is even more important than length.
And yes, her cheating had been a totally justifiable response to the horrible treatment from her husband, even if he didn't realize he'd pushed her into doing it. Yet. The jury was still out on what she was going to tell him, if anything.
And yes, she also realized these were just excuses to defend her actions, but yes, they were working. And well should they!
"Yes, Mistress," Judy obeyed, almost leaping out of her chair behind her desk, and hastening over to her young intern.
"Bend over your desk, my pet," Marcy said, having been a little worried that even after her pep talk, which Judy had seemed to take to heart, she could revert to being a mental mess after having sufficient time to reconsider her actions earlier today, but her instant and enthusiastic obedience happily informed her otherwise.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy unquestioningly obeyed, her pussy now constantly wet.
"Still horny?" Marcy asked, lifting up the dress.
"Twenty-four seven, dear Mistress," Judy replied.
Marcy pulled apart her boss's ass cheeks and admired the puckered virgin hole. Fuck, it was going to look so hot after it was gaped by her strap-on, and then by Ryan's ass destroyer. She asked, "Ever had your ass eaten?"
"No, I can't say I have," Judy said, just before she felt Marcy's tongue begin licking her smallest hole. In the stories she'd read, Mistresses usually didn't eat pussy, and she couldn't recall hearing of any who'd deigned to eat an asshole. Yet somehow she'd lucked into finding the perfect Mistress... one who gave as much as she received... and possibly even more. Who could be horrifically (and thus wonderfully) dominant at times, and yet who could also be utterly tender, like she'd demonstrated this morning. A Mistress who seemed to understand her needs and desires even better than she herself did. But for the moment, "That feels really nice," was all she breathed. And all she needed to say.
"Once you get past the initial prejudice that an asshole is inevitably a dirty hole, you're able to discover how it houses a plethora of sexual zones, and it can deliver intense pleasure to you," Marcy said, loving to have her own asshole eaten, and loving to dine on a sweaty, tangy asshole... and Judy's currently had both of those qualities.
"Feels good... weird... but good," Judy said, letting out the softest of moans. She couldn't explain how, but this experience was actually turning her on... her Mistress's warm breath enhancing the other, stranger sensations.
"Eating ass is normally considered taboo as fuck, and it actually is a little nasty too, so very few people ever take the chance to learn that an asshole tastes fucking good," Marcy said, swirling her tongue around the puckered soon-to-be fuck hole.
"I've never thought about it at all," Judy said, "I've always been stuck on that horrible experience all those years ago, and just left it at that," which was true, nor could she still imagine it tasting good, but she couldn't deny how much she was enjoying the lavish licking she was receiving right now.
"Oh, we'll be exploring everything together, my pet," Marcy assured her, and she stood up, bent over the desk next to her pet and ordered, "Now it's your turn."
Just stood up, looked down at Marcy's amazing big ass, not nearly as large as her own, but still delectable, leaned down and spread Marcy's cheeks, and stared at the asshole.
"Isn't it pretty?" Marcy asked, looking back and seeing her pet staring at her asshole.
"I've never really examined an asshole before," Judy said, as she stared at the small rosebud, wondering how Ryan's fat cock could possibly fit into it.
"Yes, it's a largely ignored bodily organ ," Marcy said. "It's almost impossible to see our own of course, except perhaps by using cameras. And unlike dogs, we're not usually in the habit of examining each other's. Which is a pity, really."
"I also can't fathom how you could ever take Master's cock into this tiny hole, even though I know you have."
"The anus has amazing muscles that can loosen or tighten to extremes most people have no idea about," Marcy said, loving to share her well-researched knowledge about the ass with anyone who'd listen.
"And yet I've never even thought about it until now," Judy said, still staring at the hole.
"Well, enough drooling, pet," Marcy said, "time to eat my asshole."
"Yes, Mistress," Judy replied, leaning down with a mixture of feelings washing through her, as she moved in close and could smell the salty scent, which didn't smell at all like feces, but nevertheless smelt a little like ass... as nonsensical as that sounds. She cautiously extended her tongue and licked.
"Good pet," Marcy moaned, loving the feel of a tongue on her asshole... plus the hot breath... the wetness... the naughty taboo of it...
Judy licked slowly, unsure of how to do it, surprised by the salty sweaty taste, which wasn't at all unpleasant.
"Start by licking in circles," Marcy instructed.
Judy obeyed, swirling her tongue around in a circular motion.
As the pleasure increased, like it always did for Marcy when she was getting her ass eaten, she ordered, "Now shove two fingers into my cunt while you continue eating my asshole. You can alternate between kissing it and licking it."
"Yes, Mistress," Judy replied, and she slipped two fingers inside Marcy's cunt while simultaneously kissing and licking her butt hole.
"Yes, yes, eat my asshole, slut, eat it good," Marcy moaned, as her orgasm rose.
Judy focused on trying to smoothly do both at once... until Marcy let out a load moan and came.
When Marcy had finished her orgasm, Judy pulled her fingers out of her Mistress's pussy and sucked the wetness from them.
"You love the taste of my cunt, don't you?" Marcy asked as she turned around.
"Is that bad?" Judy smiled.
"It's very bad, you nasty bisexual cum slut," Marcy smiled, before kissing her tenderly.
Marcy said, as she headed out, "Ryan and I will be stopping by your house around seven to run through our plans for the rest of the week. Be wearing something sexy... something you'd never consider wearing in public."
"Yes, Mistress," Judy said, deciding to stop at a lingerie shop on the way home to find something unbelievably fucking sexy.
.....
TUESDAY NIGHT
Judy picked out a sexy all-red corset outfit that showcased her large tits behind translucent netting and had garter clasps for the matching red stockings. In the past, something like this would have been all she'd have to wear to get Ralph hard and pounding her like crazy. But that was in the past. However, if Marcy's plan was successful, maybe in the near future as well?
She slipped into five-inch matching red pumps she hadn't worn in years, and practiced walking a little... feeling horny and sexy as fuck.
She was startled when her phone rang. It was Ralph. She answered, as she admired her looks in the full-length mirror, "Hi."
"Hey, honey," Ralph greeted, having felt like a complete shit ever since standing her up on their anniversary, especially because he'd promised to be home. After a night of drinking while watching strippers, and listening to the other married men bitch about how their wives never gave them head anymore, and how they treated the rare fuck they agreed to as if they were making a major sacrifice, he realized just how lucky he was. "What are you doing tonight?"
"My intern is coming over for some bonding," Judy answered, smiling to herself at her strictly truthful description.
"Really?" Ralph asked, his wife not one to bring her work home. And never one to socialize with her staff.
"Yes, I've realized I've been a bit of a bitch at work, and I'm trying to turn over a new leaf," Judy answered, again telling the truth, just not all of it.
"Well, I hope you have fun," he said, still a little surprised by his wife's plans.
"I imagine I will," Judy said, wondering what exactly Mistress Marcy and Master Ryan had in store for her.
"Will she be there soon?" He asked.
"Yeah, any minute," Judy said.
"Well, give me a call when she leaves," he suggested.
"Okay," Judy said. "If it's not too late."
"Planning a wild night?" Ralph joked.
"Yeah, a real all-nighter," Judy joked back, her husband knowing she wasn't a night owl.
The doorbell rang.
"She's here," Judy said, excited to see her... and also him....
"You'd better scoot, then. Love you," he said.
"Love you too," she replied, and as she hung up, she meant it. She did love him, but she was tired of wondering whether love alone was enough. But again, perhaps that would all change on Friday when he returned home, and if her training with Marcy was successful, she'd be able to astonish the hell out of him!
She went to her door and answered it just as she was dressed, not even considering the scandalous possibility of it not being Marcy and Ryan... but luckily it was.
"Shit, slut, you look good enough to eat, and fuck, and treat like a cheap tramp," Marcy said.
"As do you," Judy said, Marcy wearing an extremely short and lowcut black cocktail dress, black nylons and thigh high black boots.
"You both look fucking hot," Ryan said, slapping his fiancée's ass.
Judy said as formally as she could manage, "Master and Mistress, welcome to my humble abode."
They all walked in and Marcy said, taking a 360 journey around her pet, easily her most voluptuous one ever, "That... is one sexy outfit!"
"Thank you, Mistress," Judy said, enjoying the compliment and the lusty looks she was receiving from both her Mistress and Master.
Marcy squeezed the big booty. "I mean this succulent outfit shows off every fucking juicy curve you have."
"And I have a lot of curves," Judy joked, proud to know she had extra cushioning in all the right places.
"Fuck yes, you do," Marcy agreed, reaching around from behind and cupping her huge tits. "Now sadly, we don't have a lot of time tonight, since I forgot we're meeting some friends for drinks at eight."
"Oh," Judy said, clearly disappointed.
"But don't worry," Marcy said, giving each nipple a pinch.
"Oooooooh," Judy moaned.
"We'll make the time memorable," Marcy assured her, next giving each nipple a little twist.
"Okay," Judy moaned again.
"So let's go to your bedroom right away," Marcy said.
"Okay," Judy agreed, knowing she'd agree to anything that came out of this young woman's mouth.
As Judy led the extramarital couple to her intramarital bed, Marcy explained, "So the plan for the rest of the week is to get your ass accustomed to stretching around cock, so it can happily welcome your man's long cock as soon as he returns, and therefore... blow his fucking mind sky high!"
"That's in only three days," Judy pointed out.
"Yes, it certainly is," Marcy agreed, as they reached the bedroom. "Nice bed. Ryan, I told you we need a king-sized bed."
"Especially for foursomes," Ryan agreed, speaking for the first time since they'd arrived. However, his cock was obviously rock hard from his admiring this thick hot MILF. Apparently he was a man of few words.
"Exactly," Marcy said.
"But it's too big for a couple that doesn't fuck," Judy said, "since unless we make the effort, we don't even touch each other in bed."
"Well, that is what we'll soon be changing," Marcy assured her, as she grabbed Judy's hand, led her to the bed, and pushed her backwards onto it.
"Now," Marcy said, as she straddled Judy's face while facing forward, "we'll begin your anal training with a small plug for tonight."
"Okay," Judy agreed with a slight hesitation, as the pretty wet pussy hovered above her.
"And since you've cheated on your man with my man and we plan on your continuing to do so, I'll make a point of getting your man to cheat on you with me at least once," Marcy promised. "If you don't mind, of course."
As Judy began to lick the sweet pussy, this made a lot of sense to her. "Certainly Mistress, please be my guest," she agreed mindlessly, as she licked some heavenly nectar.
"I'm curious what nine and a half inches will feel like," Marcy said.
"Really fucking full," Judy said, between licks, "I think you're going to love it!" And then she felt her legs being parted as they dangled over the end of the bed.



"I hope you don't mind, but I think Ryan wants to fuck that wet pussy of yours again right away," Marcy said.
"You both own my pussy, Mistress," Judy responded, deciding that from now on, she'd allow Marcy to make all of her sexual decisions for her.
"Good answer," Marcy said, just as Ryan slid his fat cock into Judy's wet pussy.
"Ooooooooooh," Judy moaned, as her pussy was stretched again by the fattest fucking cock ever.
"Yes, Ralph is going to fuck your ass so good on Friday," Marcy said, as her man began fucking her pet vaginally.
"Oh God," Judy moaned, trying to focus on licking the pussy above her face, while also feeling the pleasure inside herself rising quickly.
"We can even set up a live feed so we can watch you," Marcy suggested.
"Yeah, I really want to see that," Ryan added, as he began fucking the MILF's tight pussy.
"Oh, God," Judy moaned, unsure how that could come to fruition, yet not worrying about the future, since she was so completely consumed by the present. Delicious pussy above her, amazingly fat cock inside her... orgasm rising quickly. Heavenly!
"Or maybe we could just have a free for all foursome fuck fest," Marcy speculated, as she enjoyed the eager, although reckless and random tongue licking from her pet.
"Yeah, I'd love to see you taking nine inches in that ass of yours," Ryan enthused.
"Nine and a half," Judy corrected between her licks and moans... her orgasm already about to erupt... after only a minute of cunt-stretching fucking.
"Yeah, I'd love to feel that much cock up my asshole," Marcy moaned, imagining such a long cock stuck deep up her ass.
"Oh fuck," Judy said, the visual of her man fucking Marcy really turning her on. She couldn't explain it, in the past she'd always been extremely jealous of any woman who even glanced at her husband that way, and had refused any sort of threesome when a couple of possibilities had presented themselves in their younger, wilder days, and yet now she considered the idea delicious.
"Do you want to watch Ralph hammering my asshole?" Marcy asked.
"Yesssssssss," Judy mindlessly agreed, her orgasm imminent, willing to agree to anything Marcy suggested, no matter how crazy, and this was fucking crazy!
"While I hammer yours on the same bed... this one," Ryan embellished, while really fucking her hard and deep.
"Oh yeeeeees!" Judy screamed, sounding like she was agreeing to the fat cock sodomy, but actually she was screaming from the orgasm that was hitting her like a ton of bricks!
"I think she likes it, and she'll be up for absolutely anything we propose," Marcy mused. "Now let's show her what your cock buried in an asshole looks like."
Judy's eyes went wide, but she quickly realized it wasn't her ass about to get fucked, as Ryan pulled out, left the room for a moment, Judy assumed to lube up his cock, returned and got onto the bed, straddled her Mistress, and slid his cock all the way into her ass with no hesitation whatsoever!
"Oh yes, stretch my asshole with your fat cock," Marcy screamed, the initial penetration always a mixture of pleasure and pain, both of which she loved, since his cock was just so... fucking... fat!
Judy licked the pussy above her as she tried to peer around her to see the cock in Marcy's ass.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass, fuck it hard," Marcy moaned, as she began talking nasty, like she always did when she had a cock in her ass.
"Do you like this, slut?" Ryan asked.
"Yes," both Judy and Marcy replied in unison.
Ryan laughed, as he slammed his entire cock into his hot fiancée, "Priceless!"
"Just keep drilling my asshole and show our slut how good an ass fucking stud you are," Marcy said, her orgasm rising from Judy's erratic licking and the deep ass drilling.
Judy licked and looked, not ever catching a decent glimpse of the cock in the ass, just Ryan's body moving up and down, and his big balls appearing, disappearing and reappearing very close to her chin.
"Yes, harder, fuck my ass, pound it, pound it good," Marcy rambled, by now bouncing back to take her man's cock as deeply as she possibly could.
Judy gave up on trying to lick such a moving target, and just watched as best she could as Marcy got her ass drilled.
"Oh yes, oh fuck, oh God, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuck!" Marcy moaned and then screamed, although those words took over thirty seconds to utter accompanied by another dozen deep drillings until her orgasm hit, and she sprayed her cunt cum all over Judy's face and her sexy new lingerie. And Judy noticed she certainly wasn't apologetic about squirting! Maybe all the best sluts did it!
Judy lapped up the juice as best she could while Ryan kept drilling Marcy throughout her orgasm, and she then collapsed forward, giving Judy a much better visual.
Judy still couldn't see the asshole, but now she could clearly see that fat cock furiously pistoning in and out of it.
"Come in my ass, baby, give me that load," Marcy begged, still enjoying her orgasm, and also looking forward to her pet eating the cum out of her ass.
"Oh fuck, take it, slut," Ryan grunted, as he spewed a big load into his woman's asshole.
"Oh yessss," Marcy moaned, loving the sensations of cum filling any of her three holes... but in the ass it really soothed her after an intense orgasm.
Once he was spent, Ryan pulled out, and Marcy immediately ordered, lifting a leg to allow Judy to slide out from underneath her, "Now get in there and eat Master's cum out of my asshole, slut."
Judy rolled over, sat up, and got behind her Mistress as Ryan backed away, and she gasped when she saw the huge gaping hole... how could the tiny hole she'd been examining and licking this afternoon even get that big? And now that it had, how could it ever recover? It looked completely and permanently destroyed!
"No sightseeing this time, just suck the cum out, Judy," Marcy ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy said, this new instruction not seeming at all disgusting after she'd already eaten Marcy's asshole this afternoon. She leaned forward and slid her tongue inside the huge gaping hole, and swirled it around.
"Oh yes, rim it just like that," Marcy said, wishing she could watch.
Judy obeyed, and did reach for and extract a little cum, but not much.
"Lie down," Marcy said after about a minute.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy obeyed, those two words the ones she now seemed to use far more than any others.
Judy lay down, Marcy quickly straddled her face, and now the cum oozed out of her ass and dripped onto her pet. The cum first hit her chin, so she shoulder-walked slightly down to catch the cum from the ass directly in her mouth... the act so submissive, so nasty, and thus so delicious.
After a few seconds, Judy lifted up her head and sucked, attempting to retrieve more of the salty seed from the sweaty asshole.
"Such a hungry ass eating cum slut," Marcy moaned, as she savoured the slutty action.
"We need to get going," Ryan urged her.
"Yeah, yeah," Marcy sighed, as she reluctantly climbed down off her pet to stand on the floor.
Judy lay there, exhausted, but she managed to lift herself onto one arm, "That was totally wild!"
"And we're just getting started," Marcy smiled, as she went to her purse.
"That idea both excites and scares me," Judy said, in a playful way.
"Oh, just you wait," Marcy said ominously, returning with a small butt plug and a fingerful of lube. She lubed up the plug and said, "This will remain in your asshole at all times except when you need to, you know, until I exchange it for a larger one sometime tomorrow."
"Okay," Judy said, this project somehow not seeming all that strange anymore.
"So," Marcy began, as she brought the small plug to her pet's ass, "you'll need to wear panties tomorrow."
"I have permission to wear panties?" Judy asked.
"You do, my pet," Marcy said, "probably until Friday evening," as she slid the plug into her pet's ass.
"Ooooooh," Judy moaned, a little pain coursing through her, but it was more of a discomfort.
"Tomorrow you'll get a bigger one," Marcy said, kissing her pet's pussy lips, making her quake.
"You're sure you have to leave?" Judy asked, not wanting this wild encounter to be over.
"Sorry, but we do," Marcy said, as she got off the bed.
Judy slowly got off the bed, the thingy in her ass feeling very weird. "I'll walk you out." Then as she attempted to walk, the toy moving inside her, she joked, "Or perhaps I'll have to waddle you out."
"It takes a little time to get used to," Marcy said, "but very like a thong, eventually it feels as natural as breathing."
"I'll have take your word for it for now," Judy said, it not feeling anywhere near as natural as breathing.
Judy followed Master and Mistress out of her own master bedroom, and to the front door.
"Tomorrow your training really begins," Marcy smiled.
"So let me see: today I was fucked by your man, twice before taking a huge facial, then later on I ate your ass... twice... including swallowing down an anal cream pie, and now I'm waddling around totally awkwardly with a butt plug shoved up my ass. And all of that doesn't qualify as a beginning?" Judy smiled wickedly.
"Okay, okay," Marcy laughed, "your training continues tomorrow."
"That sounds more accurate," Judy allowed.
Marcy leaned in and kissed her pet, just lightly this time, and then sauntered out with her man.
Judy closed the door and rested, leaning against it.
Holy fuck... things had officially gotten out of hand!
She went to bed, and was so exhausted she immediately fell asleep[A1], totally forgetting she'd promised to call Ralph.
.....
WEDNESDAY MORNING
Before leaving for work, Judy practiced walking around the house with the plug in her ass. She also practiced sitting down with the plug in her ass.
At work, she had meetings all morning, which didn't require any walking at all since they were all held in her office, and it wasn't until lunchtime she was summoned to the basement.
Ryan was the only one there, and he asked, "Hungry?"
"Starving," Judy said, walking immediately to the stud, dropping before him, and taking out his cock.
"You're already very well trained," he observed, as she began stroking his cock.
"And your cock has already become my fucking addiction," Judy replied, and without needing any prompting, she took it into her mouth and began sucking.
"I still can't figure out why your husband doesn't fuck you at least once every day," Ryan added.
He had no idea how attractive that simple statement made Judy feel. It was the ultimate compliment. It was exactly what she needed to hear, especially from a man.
"I'm serious," Ryan said, as he watched the hot older woman bobbing on his cock. "You're beautiful, you're a great cock sucker, and best of all, you're a nasty slut."
"I bet you say that to all the girls[A2]," Judy replied coyly, allowing the heavenly cock to slip out of her mouth for a brief moment. She had no idea which movie or television show that quote, or some version of that quote came from.
"No, you're something unique," he said, as he slid his cock back between her great cock sucking lips and began to face fuck her. He really loved fucking a mouth, almost as much as he loved fucking a big booty's back door.
Judy focused on breathing through her nose, having long since become able to take all of her husband's nine and a half inch cock into her throat without gagging, so this seven inch one, even though it was a lot fatter, wasn't much of a challenge. But it was very satisfying!
He pumped his cock in her mouth for three or four minutes, impressed by how easily she was taking his entire cock, before he grunted and deposited his load down her throat... Marcy had given him crap for getting so much cum on the slut's dress yesterday.
Judy swallowed the load, always loving the smooth sensation of cum gliding down her throat and filling her belly.
He pulled out and said, "You really are a hot nasty bitch."
"Aww shucks! You know just how to woo a slut," Judy retorted playfully, licking his cock head where a drip of cum still remained.
Two hours later Judy was responding to emails when Marcy marched in and ordered, "Get up and bend over, sexy."
Judy got up and walked around her desk, the position she went to when shifting gears from boss to submissive.
"How is your ass feeling?" Marcy asked, as she walked over and squeezed the big cheeks.
"Good," Judy answered. "It took a while to get used to it, but I got there."
Marcy pulled the small plug out and admired the small gaped hole. "Well, now your asshole looks just so fuckable."
"Sweet words I never imagined an intern saying to me," Judy laughed, as she felt Marcy's tongue swirling around her butt hole, and even going slightly inside.
"Such a delicious little asshole," Marcy continued, worshipping the hole... a gaping ass her kryptonite. She was here to install the second and larger plug in her pet's asshole, but she couldn't resist doing a little dirty dining first.
"Eat my asshole, Mistress," Jane moaned.
"You're giving me orders now?" Marcy asked archly, in between tonguing the small hole.
"I'm so sorry, Mistress, I thought you'd enjoy my nasty demand," Judy hastened to apologize.
"I'm just kidding," Marcy said with a giggle. "One of the very first things I mentioned in that very first message I sent you was that I'm a switch. And now that we both know I have your complete loyalty, whenever my face is buried in your asshole, you may order me to do anything you want. I think we'll both get off on it."
"Mmmmmm," Judy moaned, enjoying the tongue in her ass, and this opportunity to be a little bossy. "Then, my sweet slut of a switch Mistress, get that tongue as deep in my asshole as you can, and tongue fuck it."
"You nasty bitch," Marcy said playfully, as she obeyed her pet's order.
"Yes, lick my hole, fuck it," Judy said, enjoying the physical pleasure and this moment of role reversal.
"I could eat this asshole all day," Marcy said, as she reluctantly stood up, once again admiring the small gaping hole, "But alas, I have a meeting in five minutes, and you have a second plug to start wearing."
"Aren't I in the meeting too?" Judy asked, as she turned back to see Marcy pull a much larger plug from her purse... easily double the size of the first one in all dimensions.
"Yes, you are," Marcy said.
"That isn't going to fit," Judy said.
"Trust me, it will," Marcy reassured her as she lubed the plug generously.
"But I can't wear that into the meeting and be able to pull off pretending to be normal," Judy said, even if it did somehow fit, but how the fuck could it possibly fit?
"You can and you will," Marcy said, as she positioned the plug at the slightly gaped hole.
"I'm feeling really nervooooooous," Judy started to say, as she felt her ass unnaturally widened as the plug slid inside her.
"See? It fits," Marcy said jubilantly, since the medium sized plug was now lodged in her boss's asshole.
"Holy fuck," Judy said, this time feeling a lot more discomfort than yesterday morning's brief fingering and yesterday evening's first plug,
"This one will take some time to get used to," Marcy said, as she pulled Judy's panties up for her pet.
"That's quite an understatement," Judy said, slowly standing up straight... her ass really burning.
"Don't worry," Marcy said. "Be a good butt slut, and I'll have a special treat for you later on today."
"What is it?" Judy asked, as she began walking around with the plug in her ass... this one moving around more as she did... inflicting some very noticeable pain, and just a little bit of pleasure.
"Well, it's eight inches in length, and I strap it around my waist."
"Mmmmmm," Judy said, as she continued walking around, continued trying to get used to the oversized object in her ass.
"Yes, you could consider it an alternate version of a double penetration," Marcy said.
"Really? That's on my bucket list!"
"In time, I hope to help you check off everything on your fuck-it list," Marcy said, enjoying the sight of her pet duck-walking around with the plug in her ass.
"Fuck-it list?" Judy laughed. "I love that."
"Okay, it's time to go," Marcy said.
"I'm still not sure I can pull this off," Judy said, not at all comfortable with the larger plug in her ass.
"I have faith in you, my nasty ass slut," Marcy said, kissing her quickly and slapping her ass.
"Ooooooooh," Judy yelped, as the plug slammed deeper into her ass for a moment.
"Sorry for not being sorry," Marcy winked, and sauntered out.
"Fuck," Judy whispered to herself as she walked back and forth for another minute before heading off to a meeting she was supposed to lead. And she was supposed to do it coherently.
.....
WEDNESDAY AFTER WORK:
Judy was waiting in her office for Marcy to arrive. She tried to do some work, but all she could think about was getting fucked by Marcy with her strap-on like she'd promised.
As she was waiting, Ralph called.
"You forgot about me last night," he said.
Shit! She had. Judy replied, "Sorry, it was a long night, and I was exhausted, so I crashed without even thinking."
"I see," Ralph said, just as Marcy and Ryan walked into her office. "I hope it was a good night."
"Yeah, it really was," Judy said, as she mouthed, 'It's Ralph.'
Marcy grinned evilly as she locked the door, pulled her strap-on from her large bag, snapped her fingers and pointed to the desk.
Ryan took the snapped finger as being for him, so he briskly pulled his pants down, pulled out his dick, and hopped onto the desk just as Judy stood up.
"Well, what I'm really calling about, is I need to apologize," Ralph said.
"Apologize?" Judy asked, and she walked around her desk as she watched Marcy strip off her dress and fasten the strap-on around her waist. Judy took note of Ryan's hard fat cock saluting his women. "What for?"
"Put it on speakerphone," Marcy whispered.
Although nervous, she obeyed. "Honey, I'm going to put you on speakerphone, since I'm working on an analysis to satisfy a big client with some issues."
"You're still at work?" Ralph asked.
"Yeah, since you're out of town, I figured I might as well stay late and get some extra work done," Judy said, as she stroked Ryan's cock... feeling guilty... but also wicked.
"Well don't work yourself too hard," Ralph said.
"Oh, I'll try not to," she said, as she felt Marcy's hands lifting up her dress. "So, you were about to apologize for something."
Ralph responded, unaware that his wife was licking a fat phallus, "Well, I want to start out by saying not coming home to make love with you on our anniversary was a really shitty thing for me to do."
"You mean when you didn't come home and fuck me?" Judy asked, as she felt Marcy pulling her panties down... she wasn't sure whether she was getting her pussy or her ass fucked... forgetting briefly how Marcy had already hinted it would be her pussy... in some kind of unique double penetration.
"Yes, I failed to fuck you with my big fuck stick," Ralph said, knowing his wife loved his huge cock, dirty talk, and alliteration, all three.
"Exactly," Judy said, as she felt the strap-on poking at her pussy. "You haven't fucked me in a very long time, you know."
"I know," he sighed, just as Marcy slid her cock into her pet's pussy.
"Ooooooh," Judy moaned, unable to remain silent.
"Are you okay? Ralph asked.
"Yes, but your dirty talk is getting me horny," Judy said.
"At work?" Ralph said, this surprising him.
"Yes, my pussy is all wet for you," Judy said, as Marcy began slowly fucking her pussy and Judy stroked Ryan's cock.



"Are you touching yourself?" Ralph asked.
"I'm actually about to fuck myself with a dildo," Judy said, just before she deep throated Ryan's cock for a moment.
"You brought a dildo to work?" Ralph asked, his wife continuing to astonish him.
"That's what not getting fucked for several months can do to a woman," Judy moaned, as Marcy bucked her hips deep into her... then Judy quickly deep throated Ryan's cock again.
"I'm so sorry," Ralph said, feeling so guilty, although his cock was now hard and gripped in his hand.
"If you're looking to make amends, you'd better be ready to fuck me good and hard when you get home on Friday," Judy warned, as Marcy began fucking her faster.
"I promise," he said, stroking his cock.
"I've heard that story before," Judy moaned, trying to focus on the conversation while getting her pussy banged, her ass passively plugged, and a very fat cock assaulting her mouth every few seconds.
"I mean it this time," he said.
"Why wouldn't you ever fuck me before?" Judy asked.
"It's complicated," he said.
"Are you jerking off?" she asked.
"I am," he said.
"Are you imagining yourself fucking me?" Judy demanded, as Marcy fucked her pussy, and now began pulling the plug out and pushing it back in.
"I am," he admitted, although truth be told, it was her ass he was imagining himself balls deep in.
"You're pounding me from behind with your big cock?" she asked, the double fucking really driving her wild, as were the brief air tight moments when she had Ryan's cock in her mouth and was surfing atop the euphoria of doing all this while she was on the phone with her oblivious husband.
"Fuck yeah," he moaned, stroking his cock, imagining her on all fours as he drilled her from behind.
"You're in my ass, aren't you?" she accused wickedly, her orgasm close and wanting to shock him.
"W-w-what?" he stammered.
"You never fuck my cunt anymore, because you want to fuck my ass, right?" Judy asked, as both plastic cocks went deep into her at once and then back out... making her feel so fucking full.
"Judy..." he said, but then had no thoughts to continue a sentence with, shocked by the accusation... even though it was true.
"Am I wrong?" Judy asked.
"No, dear," he admitted, feeling like a complete asshole.
"So what you'd really like to do is fuck my ass and tear it apart with your huge fucking cock?" Judy demanded, her orgasm imminent.
"And that visual is turning you on?" he asked, astonished yet again.
"Yeah, baby, I'd love to feel you tearing my asshole apart with your huge fucking cock," Judy moaned, before pausing to bob on Ryan's cock with a few hungry bobs.
"Oh, God," Ralph groaned, his balls about to erupt.
"Fuck me, fuck my ass," Judy moaned, as Marcy kept pumping both cocks in and out of both holes.
"Oh, fuck," Ralph grunted, spewing a massive load straight up in the air.
"Yessssss, fill meeeeeee," Judy screamed, as she came mere seconds after her husband did.
Ryan then hung up on Ralph and said, "Now get sucking seriously, slut."
"Yes, Master," Judy obeyed, as she devoured his fat cock and bobbed like a complete cock slut... as Marcy pushed the plug back into her asshole and left it there, while she kept fucking her pet's pussy.
Ralph called back.
"Don't answer that, slut," Ryan ordered, and Judy didn't slow down while taking all seven inches with each deep bob.
"The slut is airtight," Marcy said, as she kept fucking her pet, deciding to give her multiple orgasms.
"Next time it'll be my cock in one of those holes," Ryan moaned, as the slut really worked his cock over.
Judy did ignore the phone, since she really wanted Ryan's load.
"As you wish," Marcy said to her fiancé, having already decided that tomorrow she'd be the first person ever to fuck Judy's big booty.
"Don't stop, slut," Ryan said, as she continued deep throating his cock with smooth desire.
Judy sucked.
Judy got fucked.
Judy then swallowed when Ryan grunted, and unloaded his load into the MILF's vacuuming mouth.
"Mmmmmm," Judy moaned, loving the feeling of the big load gliding down her throat.
"He loves coming in your mouth," Marcy said fondly, sweating heavily from the workout of deep drilling her pet.
Once Judy had swallowed the entire load, she sat up and begged, "More, fuck me more."
"Not the most articulate begging," Marcy laughed, although she did indeed fuck her more.
"Just give me that cock," Judy demanded, a second orgasm already rising, even as the first was still fading away.
"That's better," Marcy said, as she pounded her pet's pussy as deep as she could... as hard as she could.
"Bang the bitch, baby," Ryan said, always finding that watching his wife fuck another woman with a strap-on was really fucking hot. He'd be banging her ass deeply just as soon as they arrived home.
"Yes, bang the evil bitch, Mistress," Judy played along, as she moved her hands onto Ryan's legs.
"Fuck, this is a real workout," Marcy said, sweat dripping down her forehead.
"Oh God, Mistress," Judy moaned, her second orgasm rising.
"Come, slut," Ryan ordered.
"Names, please more names," Judy begged, loving the name calling.
"Come, our bimbo three-hole MILF fuck toy," Ryan verbally assaulted her.
"Come, our cunt licking, cock sucking, ass taking slut," Marcy added.
"Oh fuck, I love being your fucking bimbo fuck sluuuuuuuuut!" Judy screamed, as her second orgasm in just a few minutes hit her.
"Such a filthy slut," Ryan said, as Judy came and squirted all over her legs as well as the floor.
"Such a good girl," Marcy purred, as she slowed down and began caressing her pet's back.
"So good," Judy whimpered weakly.
Marcy pulled out and watched more cum leaking out of her pet.
"We need to get going," Ryan said, getting off the desk, just as Judy's phone rang again.
"Keep the plug in that shit hole of yours until I remove it tomorrow," Marcy added.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy agreed, as her phone rang yet again.
"You may answer that now," Marcy said, giving her a quick kiss.
"Thank you," Judy said, feeling her cum still leaking out of her while she reached for her phone. "Hi, honey."
"Hey," Ralph said, unsure what to say now that she'd answered.
"Still horny?" Judy asked, somehow still horny even after her two intense orgasms.
"Not really," he said. "Are you?"
"Maybe," she said coyly, as she sat down on her chair and yelped, forgetting she had the plug in her ass.
"You okay?" he asked.
"Yeah, I just sat down awkwardly," she explained, which was kind of true.
"Why didn't you answer the phone?"
"Marcy showed up."
"Marcy?"
"My intern."
"Oh. Did she?"
"I think she suspected I was doing something."
"Oops."
"Yeah, oops."
"So that was some really crazy roleplaying."
"I figured it would get you off," Judy said, wondering if she could really get stretched out enough to take his nine and half inches in her ass by Friday... and she pondered how these crazy past three days hadn't only brought her sexual relief and anal awakening, but could perhaps result in rekindling her sex life with her husband, and saving their marriage.
"It was totally unexpected," he said. "Your attitude about our doing some anal play has always been 'Absolutely not'."
"Yeah, but recently I've been doing some reading about it."
"You have?"
"Yeah," Judy said, as she stood up and headed out of her office, but remained on the phone.
"And?"
"And you'll just have to wait until you come home on Friday to learn any more, because nothing's for certain yet."
"That's an eternity away," he complained, even though it was under forty-eight hours.
"I will tell you I have a plug in my ass right now," she revealed wickedly.
"No!" he gasped.
"Yeah, but it's nowhere near as big as your fucking cock," Judy pointed out.
"I'd be gentle," he said.
"Yeah, you're really known around our house for your gentle fucking," she teased.
"Butt... I've never heard you ask me for any gentle fucking," he teased right back.
"I've never heard you complain."
"True," he said, as there was a knock at his hotel room door. "Ah, shit."
"What?"
"Dave is here to pick me up."
"Where are you two off to?"
"Drinks."
"So strippers too, then," Judy accused. Not that she minded.
"There may be some strippers there," he chuckled, laughing at how well she knew him.
"Well, have fun."
"Love you."
"Love you too," Judy said by rote, although she actually meant it, before she hung up. As she got into her car, she couldn't believe how quickly her life had changed, and how those changes weren't yet finished.
End of Chapter 2
The final chapter The Intern: Anally Yours will be coming soon.
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Summary: an
Note 1: This is dedicated to Larry, who requested the story.
Note 2: This is part four in the MOM'S MOTIVATION series.
In Part 1, Mom's Motivation, Stephanie uses her sexual prowess to motivate the younger of her two grown sons into finally getting a job.
In Part 2, Mom's Motivation: A 2nd Son, after a few fun and exciting encounters with her younger son, she invites him over for another all-nighter of fun (while her high school senior daughter is away at a sleepover), and they're caught in the act by her elder son, which leads to a very hot threesome. (Which only happens once Andrew, the elder son, convinces his Mom that he too can and will get a job.)
In Part 3: Mom's Motivation: Anal Mommy, the next day the boys double penetrate their Mommy.
Now....
Mom's Motivation: Daughter's Boyfriend
Stephanie had enjoyed threesomes with her two sons on three more occasions over the next couple of weeks.
Each time both of them had fucked her, and she'd experienced amazing multiple orgasms.
She'd been spit roasted, double penetrated, and had taken multiple loads of cum both inside and onto her.
Yes, she knew doing this was wrong. It was blatant incest, after all!
Yes, she knew it was immoral.
Yes, she knew it was even illegal.
Yes, she felt some guilt over performing these nasty, incestuous acts. Not much, but definitely some. (While her sons didn't feel any.)
But she'd also never felt more alive!
Having all that sex with her randy grown sons was amazing!
Even though the mother was always in overall control of this complex three-way entanglement (kinda sorta), and her sons treated her with love and respect... most of the time... they also dished out helpings of utter dominance the rest of the time! That latter approach to sex she'd always craved from her men throughout her life... sometimes finding them up to it and sometimes not... and from her one and only husband, until she got fed up with him and sent him packing. And at least he'd been good at that... but her sons consistently did it so well!
And of course there was the added benefit... the one her desire for which had provided the spark that had first ignited this growing conflagration... which was her do-nothing, adult-in-name-only grown sons had actually found the motivation to become men because of these encounters. Not just because of their strong, dominant fucking and giving her everything she'd ever desired, but because she'd used the possibility of their having sex with her at all as the carrot to motivate them into getting actual fulltime jobs, and suddenly... who would have guessed it was even possible... becoming responsible adults!
Things were going so well... almost too well perhaps....
And then of course thanks to Murphy's Law, it almost all fell apart... since once while she was hosting her sons' cocks fore and aft in a rough double penetration, they were almost caught!
Haley came home at lunchtime from school, which she never did, and called upstairs, "Mom!"
Stephanie frantically pushed her two sons away from her, grabbed a robe, and ordered them in a fierce whisper, "Stay here and don't make a sound!"
"Yes, Mommy," her boys agreed just as quietly. They were disappointed, since they were each that close to filling their Mom with a big load, but they agreed they absolutely mustn't be caught in flagrante by their sister. Luckily their mother always cautioned them to park a couple blocks away, just in case this moment ever did occur... having abruptly learned the need for such extreme caution when she'd been caught by her elder son while having sex with her younger one. (That time everything had ended well, since Andrew had always wanted to fuck his mother just as much as his brother had. So before the evening was finished, he'd phoned his employer for his long-time part-time job, had immediately landed the fulltime position of night manager, and thus qualified himself for the additional position of parttime mother fucker right along with his brother! But unfortunately there was no way such an approach would work with their kid sister.)
Stephanie hurried out of her room and closed the door, turning to see her daughter already upstairs and coming towards her... fighting back tears!
"Honey, what's wrong?" she asked caringly, instantly morphing from DP'd Mommy-slut into concerned mother, even while a little wetness was still leaking out of her well fucked pussy. She'd already had one orgasm, and a second one had been ragingly imminent before it was suddenly doused by a bucket of ice water... her daughter's totally unexpected voice!
"I-I-it's J-J-Joel," Haley stammered, now that she was safely with her mother allowing herself to burst into tears.
"What did he do?" Stephanie asked, automatically assuming it was the man's fault, since in her experience it was always the man's fault.
"He-he-he," the distraught eighteen-year-old struggled to get some words out through her tears.
Stephanie sighed. She'd been left betrayed and broken-hearted by men many times in her life, and she certainly didn't wish her daughter to go through heartbreaks like she had. "Honey, it's okay," she said reassuringly, although it was obviously anything but.
"It's just... just... just..." Haley continued, unable to blurt out even the bare bones of an explanation. Truth was, she'd always known this would happen eventually. She, a high schooler, was foolish enough to be dating a college boy, for Christ's sake!
"Relax," Stephanie said, forgetting all about her two naked sons hiding in her bedroom while she focused entirely on her upset daughter... now fully inhabiting her protective mother mode.
Haley always felt so safe and comfortable in her mother's arms. She remained silent for a minute or so longer, before she finally got herself somewhat together and said, "I think Joel is seriously thinking about breaking up with me."
"Why would you say that?" The Mom asked, Joel seeming like the sweetest boy.
"He's known all along I want to save myself for marriage, but..." she began, then interrupted herself to switch topics with full spite, "those fucking guys!"
"Which guys?"
"Alex and Andrew," Haley spat with venom.
"What?! What do your brothers have to do with any of this?" the mother asked, suddenly remembering they were still behind the door she and Haley were right outside of.
"They had a chat with Joel a couple weeks ago," Haley said, "downstairs, that night he was here and they were waiting for dessert," wiping tears from her eyes.
"Oh, God," Stephanie said, having no need to imagine the advice her two sons, especially Andrew, had given Joel. She'd been lurking down there listening in!
"Yeah, they pretty much told him I should put out all the time," Haley said. "What kind of brothers tell their sister's boyfriend she needs to be a slut?"
"Let's go downstairs and get you something to eat and drink," Stephanie suggested, wishing to get further away from those two brothers and the scene of her own slutty crimes.
They went into the kitchen where Haley asked, "Why are you wearing nylons with a robe?"
"I was just getting ready for work, so I slipped into a robe for you," the mother lied.
"Oh, okay."
"So did Joel break up with you?"
"No, but I'm certain he's going to, thanks to those rats," Haley said, angrier at her brothers than at her boyfriend.
"Why do you think that?" Stephanie asked as she poured them two glasses of juice.
"Because the boys stressed to him how important sex was to guys, and he quoted them to me as experts!"
"Sex is important to guys," Stephanie agreed, already knowing that all guys younger than a certain age (likely around 110), even including sweet guys like Joel, spent all of their waking hours thinking about only a few things... ever. Food and sex were the two subjects every guy spent almost all his waking and sleeping hours with his attention on. "And it's important to girls as well. But only when it's time."
"It's just that..." Haley began, "...and I don't want this to come out... all judgemental, but..." Haley continued haltingly, and then stopped completely.
"But you don't want to end up like I did," Stephanie finished her daughter's thought.
"I'm so sorry, Mom," Haley said, "but that's exactly what I'm afraid of," knowing how awful that sounded.
"That's okay, it's good your wanting to learn from my mistakes," Stephanie said, "and I've certainly made some doozies," not wishing her daughter to halt her education and any other opportunities dead in their tracks, by having kids at a young age like she had... she didn't regret having her kids, but she wished she'd been able to wait a bit longer, since having them so young had stolen a lot of opportunities from her.
"It's just... I'm not ready yet," Stephanie said, "but then again, I don't want to lose him."
"May I ask you some very personal questions?" Stephanie asked. Haley and she were close, and yes, they'd had the sex talk years ago, but they hadn't ever delved into what Haley had or hadn't done.
"Sure, why not?" Haley shrugged.
"So obviously you haven't had intercourse with Joel, or with anyone else."
"Nope."
"How about blow jobs?" Stephanie asked, knowing a blow job or two could keep some guys content for a few months, although eventually that wouldn't be enough. Like all people, horny guys always wanted more.
"Gross!" Haley said looking nauseated, having once and only once watched a pornographic film with her friends at a sleepover. She'd been completely disgusted by all of it.
"Oh honey," Stephanie said. "Giving your guy a blow job can actually be a very intimate act." Of course most of the time a blow job was nothing but a sex act, often an act of submission, like when the guy took complete charge and fucked your face... but sometimes it could be intimate.
"What? How?" Haley asked, not able to picture one in any positive way.
"Well, a penis is connected to a lot of a boy's erogenous zones," Stephanie explained; it wasn't quite that simple, but for today's discussion it would suffice, "and when you give him a blow job, you're pleasing him in an intimate fashion. You're also stimulating and interacting with a private side of him that almost no one else does, and most importantly... you're the one in control."
"I am?" Haley said, hearing what her mother was saying, but personally seeing a penis as nothing more than a very unattractive part of a guy's body.
"Yes, you're the one deciding what you want to do and how you want to do it," Stephanie explained. "You're deciding whether to stroke it with your hand, or to lick the shaft, to tease his cock head with your tongue, when to put it in your mouth, and even how slow or how fast you decide to bob. Truth is, it's not a lot different from kissing." In her own mind, that was much more the case when she was going down on a woman; but to Stephanie, every sexual act had its own level of intimacy and trust... whether it was a romantic rendezvous or a raw fucking. (And BTW, God did she hope her boys were smart enough to remain quietly in her room.)
"I don't think I could ever do that," Haley said.
"I'm not advising you to do anything you won't be comfortable with or ready for," Stephanie explained, and since she was giving her daughter advice that might save her relationship, she added, "but you're an adult now, and sex isn't such a bad thing, you know. It's actually one of God's greatest creations!"
"Maybe so, but the Bible says it's a sin if it's out of wedlock," Haley rebutted.
"It also says an eye for an eye, and it's okay to keep slaves so long as they're not from your own country," Stephanie pointed out. "How's that grab you in the modern world?"
"But it also talks about forgiveness," Haley slightly switched topics, always finding comfort in the words of the Lord.
"Of course, and that's in the New Testament, which I've always felt is lots more helpful than the rigorous and often cruel Thou Shalts and Shalt Nots of the Old," Stephanie said. "I'm not dismissing the Bible, it contains lots of great messages, and I'm very happy if you find comfort in them, and parts of it includes helpful guides to live by. But it was written many centuries ago, especially the Old Testament, and many things in our society have changed since then. And that nonsense about homosexuality being a sin? People are born that way, they don't decide. Although not to criticize the Bible unfairly, I should add that some Biblical scholars tell us the prohibition was only intended to forbid men from buggering young boys, which was a common practice back then."
"Yet the Bible has persevered through it all," Haley insisted, her faith always something that had kept her centered, and had guided many of her decisions.
"Yes, but remember that God was the one who gave humans the ability even to have sex, and to enjoy the pleasures of the body," Stephanie added.
"But he also called them 'the sins of the flesh'," Haley shot back, sounding more like a minister than an eighteen-year-old girl.
Stephanie sighed. She didn't mean to, but she did.
"What's with the sighing?"
"Look, I think because of the importance to us both of the crisis you came to me with just now, we need to be frank, or we won't get anywhere helpful; so I'm about to be very blunt with you," Stephanie warned. "Is that okay with you?"
"Okay, that sounds fair."
"The Bible is a great book for helping you to live your life," Stephanie said, "but lots of ministers manipulate it to instill fear in their congregations and to give themselves power over their so-called 'sheep'."
"How so?"
"'Sins of the flesh' for example," Stephanie said, hating that phrase. "Sex isn't sinful since it wasn't created by the devil. Sex is pleasurable. Sex is natural. Sex is an integral part of the human experience. Jesus, if it weren't for sex, none of us would even be here!"
"I guess, but..." Haley began saying.
"No guesses, no buts," the mother interrupted. "I'm not saying you should have sex with Joel, I'm not saying that at all. But I'm also not saying you shouldn't. I'm only telling you that sex isn't something dirty, sex isn't a sin, and sex is a natural conveyer of caring between two people." She didn't go so far as to include the words 'or more', even though she'd been the filling in a sex sandwich only a few minutes ago.
"So if I want to keep Joel I'll have to fuck him?" Haley asked, rather overwhelmed and frustrated by this conversation's thrust. Even though her mother was obviously putting a lot of careful thought into her arguments, they were nonetheless arguments against her own point of view. Which wasn't at all the kind of loyalty she'd hoped to receive from her!
"I have no idea," Stephanie said. "Only Joel can tell you that. So I'm not saying you should or you shouldn't, but I am saying that regardless of your faith, you'll need to be ready to bite the bullet... or at least to bite something unless you even go farther... at some point."
"And I'm not ready," Haley said definitively.
"I understand that," Stephanie accepted her statement unequivocally. "And you shouldn't do anything until you feel comfortable about taking a certain step, even if you don't yet feel comfortable about taking another one right afterwards."
"But what if he dumps me?"
"Then he isn't the man you think he is, and he most certainly isn't the man you need: someone who'll stick with you through thick and thin," Stephanie said. She was trying to make her daughter feel better, even though she sensed Joel really was going to dump her. He was a college man after all, and getting laid in college was almost as easy as getting bit by a mosquito in Louisiana.
"I just don't want to lose him," Haley said, about to start crying again.
An idea popped into Stephanie's head. It was almost as wrong as fucking her sons... and in some ways even more wrong because of the betrayal of Haley it would be by both parties. Yet it might solve the problem. She'd successfully used sex to address her sons' issues, so perhaps she could use it to solve her daughter's as well. So she said, "You won't. Joel is a good young man. He loves you."
"But what about when he pushes me for sex again?" Haley asked. "Because I know he won't give up on the idea."
"Be honest with him," Stephanie said. She then asked, having just learned her daughter didn't give blow jobs, "Do you at least give him hand jobs?"
"No," Haley said, then added, figuring she'd already said a lot, and although her mother hadn't agreed with all of it, her overall tone was far from unsympathetic. "Actually, I've never even seen his penis."
"Never?" Stephanie knee-jerk reacted before she could think, but after a moment she did think, the thought being it was a miracle Joel was still dating her.
"Mom!"
"Sorry, I was just surprised," the mother said. "Has he gone down on you?"
"Good heavens no! Gross, gross, gross!"
"Honey," Stephanie wheedled.
"What?" Haley said. "Why on earth would anyone want to lick a girl's vagina?"
"Lots of people do it for intimacy and mutual pleasure." Stephanie explained. "Sex has a wide variety of ways of delivering pleasure to a body. Having someone lick your pussy isn't only intimate and a display of trust, it's also very pleasurable. And for some girls, it's the only way they can even come!" She couldn't help but think what her daughter would say if she knew fifteen minutes ago her two brothers had been deep inside her mother's pussy and asshole. Talk about displaying trust!
"He fingered me once for a bit," Haley admitted. "It just felt weird and wrong."
"Oh, if he ever finds your g-spot, weird is the last thing it'll feel," Stephanie chortled.
"So I still hear you saying I'll have to tolerate some form of sex if I want to keep him."
"I'm not saying that," Stephanie said, "and I can't get into the mind of a boy," although truth be told, she knew exactly what he was feeling: constantly horny, desperate and frustrated.
"Who can?" Haley sighed.
"Guys think we're just as big of a mystery."
"Why? We're dead easy to understand."
Stephanie scoffed.
"What?"
"Trust me, we're way more confusing than men."
"How so?"
"We're emotional, we're complicated, and we get moody even when it's not that time of the month," Stephanie said, "because simply put, we're more complicated than just about any man."
"That's for sure," Haley agreed.
"Men are simple and straightforward beings," Stephanie explained, "They want sex all the time, and they're thinking about sex all the time."
"That's disturbing," Haley said.
"It's a fact," Stephanie said. "One that won't change. Why do you think Hooters is so popular? It sure isn't the food."
"Because sex sells," Haley said, a principle put forward by one of her teachers just the other day in a psychology class.
"Exactly, sex sells," Stephanie nodded, "but what many people don't know, or they'd rather not admit, is that women are also sexual beings."
"But not to the extent men are."
"Oh, don't be so sure of that," Stephanie advised. "Woman get just as much... actually much more pleasure from sex than men do."
"We do?"
"Our orgasms last longer, we have more erogenous zones, and we can have multiple orgasms lots more rapidly than men," Stephanie said, thinking ruefully how her daughter had prevented that multiple part from happening just now.



"Oh."
"Imagine the pleasure you receive from having sex being a dozen times more powerful than masturbation," Stephanie said, then looked closely at her daughter who was looking uncomfortable again. Instantly she knew. "Oh no. Are you about to tell me you've never even masturbated?!"
"Certainly not, it's wrong," Haley professed adamantly.
"Yeah, yeah, yada, yada, it's yet another one of those forbidden sins," Stephanie said, for the first time being open with hr daughter about her disdain for the Bible. "Look, like I said, the Bible contains lots of great messages, but it was written entirely by men."
"But..."
"So answer me this: why would God give us women bodies so effective for tempting people with, bodies capable of experiencing such pleasure, if those were sins?"
"The Devil did it. He..."
Stephanie was on a roll. She interrupted her daughter by saying, "No, the devil didn't create our bodies, God did. The devil didn't create the amazing pleasure that comes from sex, God did. The Devil didn't create the cum that sprays out of our body parts whenever we reach orgasm, God did."
"Mom, gross, gross, gross!" Haley objected, shocked at her Mom's lengthy and scandalous rant.
"No, Haley, you need to hear this," Stephanie insisted, not wishing her daughter to remain brainwashed by religion, or to become some frigid tennis-shoe-wearing cat lady. She was thrilled her daughter was smarter than she was, and not as wild as she was, but she didn't wish her to miss out on life and its experiences. "Based on your theory, or rather the one you've been brainwashed into believing, the Devil is to blame for childbirth, since although it's one of the most precious moments in life, yet it can only result from a night of sex, which was often more about lust than of lovemaking, and childbirth itself is so painful. Why would God make the most important hours in a woman's life the most painful and excruciating ones?"
Haley hadn't ever thought of that, and the question perplexed her. "I don't know."
Stephanie realizing she'd gone too far, calmed down and said, "Look, I only want you to understand that sex is a natural part of life. It's not sinful, it's pleasurable, and it's one of the greatest blessings of being alive."
"I still don't know," Haley repeated, her head spinning from her mother's unexpected sentiments.
"Look, I'm not saying you should jump his bones the next time you see him."
"Jump his bones? Really?" Haley said with a laugh, somehow her mother's flippant words forcing a good laugh out of her.
"Also called making love, having intercourse," Stephanie said, then deciding to push it a little, "or my personal favourite, fucking like rabbits!"
"You're so bad," Haley said, shaking her head.
"The point being, what Joel wants is natural," Stephanie said. "You still should take it slow. You still need to go at your own pace. But you'll also need to be ready to take the plunge at some point, or at least some version of a plunge. But don't hide behind the words of some tribal nomads from centuries ago who didn't understand women's nature any better than today's men do. They're just words. Advice. From men who couldn't have remotely predicted today's thinking."
"I guess."
"Again, the Bible contains some great messages, but it was written by men with at least a partial purpose of keeping us women in our places," Stephanie pointed out. "Do you know why they considered adultery such a major sin? Primarily because it compromised their wives or daughters' value to them as property. They considered us women their slaves."
That had always been one of her biggest pet peeves in the Bible: its utter lack of female empowerment. Haley had to agree with that point. "Yeah, the Bible isn't exactly a proactive treatise on feminism."
"And it can't be," Stephanie pointed out. "Feminism wasn't even a thing back then, so women have come a long, long way from those times; and actually, even from the fifties and the eighties. It's 2021, and it's time for women to take back their power in all ways. Power we haven't had in twenty-five centuries."
"Are you saying sex is power?"
"Sex is a woman's ultimate power," Stephanie said. "We hold all the cards. A single word... no... means exactly that. Another word... yes... means just that, too. My point, albeit I think I'm likely rambling by now, is that our sexuality provides us with the power to get what we want."
"Really?"
"Do you think I dress to showcase my breasts, legs and ass for eight plus hours a day for fun?" The mother asked. "I do it because it gets me great tips, and it helps me to pay for this house."
"And for your layabout sons' lifestyle," Haley added, hating how the boys used their mother.
"That's changing," Stephanie said. "They've both gotten fulltime jobs, and they're finally growing up."
"About time," Haley said, looking at her phone. "Shoot, I'm late for school."
"I can write a note to get you excused for the rest of the day," Stephanie offered, by now totally forgetting she had two big cocks waiting upstairs for her.
"No, I feel a lot better now."
"Good," the Mom said, feeling she'd done her job.
"Thanks, Mom," Haley said, hugging her.
"Anytime, honey," Stephanie said.
Haley headed out, and Stephanie went to the window to watch the car pull out and definitely leave. She then headed upstairs to the boys who were, of course, still naked.
"Joel will cheat on her," Andrew predicted.
"No, I don't think so," Stephanie said, although she knew her son was probably right.
"It's guaranteed," Andrew persisted, "If there's one universal truth in life, it's if a guy isn't getting what he needs from his girlfriend or his wife, he'll find it somewhere else."
"Because men are pigs," Stephanie said, shaking her head as Andrew walked over and tugged at the tie of her robe.
"Oink, oink," Andrew said, "ya got that right, Mommy," as he opened her robe.
"By the way, Haley definitely needed to hear your critical assessment of organised religion," Andrew added, as he bent down and sucked his Momal's huge tit into his mouth.
"You boys were eavesdropping?" The Mom asked as her son sucked on her tit, and her other son strolled over to suck on her other one.
"We couldn't hear anything from the hallway, but it turned out that the vent right here carries voices from the kitchen very well," Alex reported.
"That is very useful to know," Stephanie said, realizing the converse must be true: someone could likely hear her getting fucked in her bedroom from the kitchen.
"If Joel doesn't at least get laid at prom, I can almost guarantee you their relationship will be over," Andrew said.
"Guaranteed," Alex agreed.
"Speaking of supposed guarantees, why aren't your dicks inside Mommy yet?" Stephanie demanded playfully, her nipples getting sucked revving her right up, and she knew both of her sons needed to head off soon.
"We can rectify that," Andrew said from immediately behind her.
Fifteen or twenty minutes later give or take, following a good, rough, double penetration, Stephanie reached her second and third orgasms, before both of her sons erupted all over her tits... they both loved coming on her tits, and she loved their doing it.
As they left, Andrew repeated, "You've really got to help Haley understand it's time either to put out or get out of her relationship."
"Charming," Stephanie said, shaking her head.
"Just saying," he shrugged.
Throughout a long shower and a long shift at work, she couldn't stop pondering how she might deal with Joel.
Truth be told, the far too tempting idea of sucking him off and maybe even fucking him, popped into her head. She knew it would be wrong, yet so was fucking her boys, and her feminine intuition (yes, you men, it's a real thing) sensed it would solve the problem.
If Joel was getting what he needed from her, he wouldn't feel the need to dump Haley or to cheat on her (yes, she knew his fucking his girlfriend's Mom counted as cheating, but better the slut you know than the slut you don't; besides, she loved Haley dearly, and none of his other potential paramours would be able to say that).
Late that night Stephanie, unable to sleep from worrying about her daughter, ended up on her laptop and googled mother-in-law sex stories and porn, read a few, and found the craziest video porn series: 'My Wife Caught me Ass Fucking her Mom'.
The plots were mostly the same, sometimes moms just wanted sex with a young man who had a big dick, but some were about how the Mom had learned her daughter wasn't giving her husband enough sex, and usually no anal (since according to this series, every wife should be offering her ass to her man), and all the moms sucked, got fucked and were anally railed. Also in every scene the daughter would walk in, sometimes at the very end, but most often during an act of sodomy. Of course the daughter always freaked out, sometimes storming out, often calling her mother and her husband names, sometimes declaring her marriage was over... but occasionally the daughter sat down and watched attentively as the mother explained how and why she was doing it. This, to Stephanie, seemed like a very practical approach she could utilize for her daughter's quandary.
First she could seduce Joel.
Then suck him.
And then of course fuck him.
Maybe even give him her ass.
In short, she could be the slut he needed to drop his loads into while otherwise remaining faithful to Haley.
And perhaps she could eventually arrange for Haley to catch her with Joel's dick inside her, and then train her how to become a good slut for her man. But she shuddered at how easily that could blow up in her face.
But even keeping it a deep, dark secret between her and Joel, this had the potential for being a dangerous plan, yet it also seemed a very logical one.
So the very next morning she texted Joel: Will you please come over this morning or early afternoon to help me with something?
She had no idea what Joel's schedule of college courses was, except that once at the dinner table he'd complained about his lengthy breaks between classes.
Joel texted back a little later: Sure, I have a break from eleven to two.
Stephanie texted back: Great. See you then. Just come inside when you get here.
Joel texted back, oblivious of what was about to happen: Sure Ms. Friesen.
Stephanie texted back: I've told you before Joel, to call me Stephanie. Ms. Friesen makes me feel old. You don't think I'm old do you?
Joel texted back, worried he'd offended his girlfriend's mother: No Stephanie. You are not old at all.
Stephanie texted back: Thanks. See you soon. (She added a kiss emoji.) Text me when you're on your way.
Joel thought the texting exchange odd but nothing more, and he headed to his next class after agreeing to text when he was on his way.
Stephanie showered, put on a pair of sexy black thigh high stockings with a seam down the back of the leg... she'd always known the power nylons had over men, and she understood why, since they really showcased her legs, but she'd never understood how black lines down the back of her legs could drive men so crazy... but in her experience they always did.
She put a robe on with nothing else, and went downstairs. Joel texted, a good twenty minutes earlier than she'd anticipated: I'll be there in fifteen or so.
Stephanie read the text but didn't respond, and instead she used the information to set up her plan, perfecting the timing. She waited another seven or eight minutes before she slipped out of her robe, clicked Play on her laptop, and began watching a scene from 'My Wife Caught me Ass Fucking her Mother 10', which had four really hot scenes. One was the hot Sarah Vandella getting her ass reamed, which was wild, the scene where Sheena Ryder fucked her daughter's husband while the daughter slept on the couch beside her was also hot, but the scene that seemed perfect to be playing while Joel walked in on her was Alana Cruise getting her ass railed in the kitchen with tons of dirty talk, and the reaction by the daughter, the very hot Zoe Parker, was delicious.
She retrieved her vibrator, turned it on low, turned the volume of her laptop on high, and paused the video at the perfect spot... just a couple minutes before the daughter walked in on the Mom taking a big cock in her asshole. She didn't click on Play until she heard Joel pulling up, his failing muffler a bit of a giveaway.
So she pressed Play, slid the vibrator into her pussy, and began slowly fucking herself. Her legs were parted enough to give her unsuspecting voyeur a clear view of what she was doing, with her huge, droolworthy tits on full display.
Joel came inside, slipped out of his shoes, and he heard the unmistakeable sounds of sex. He was surprised, yet he proceeded into the living room. Whereupon he was astounded when he saw his girlfriend's mother almost completely naked, her eyes closed, and fucking herself with a toy! His cock hardened instantly as he froze in place, staring at the big breasted hot Mom.
Stephanie heard the front door close, so she assumed he'd arrived in the living room by now and was watching her. In fact, she could sense his presence. She knew many men and some women were in awe of her body... her ass and legs drew some of them in, but her tits were an asset that defied gravity. "Harder, fuck my ass harder," the MILF on the television demanded. (Author's note: I'm writing my own dialogue instead of stealing it from the actual scene, even though the scene is delicious and I highly recommend it.)
Joel was frozen in place staring at the hottest Mom ever, one he'd secretly enjoyed many stroke off fantasies about (since who doesn't stroke over a Hooters waitress, especially if you're dating her daughter?). She was hot as hell, sexy as fuck, and apparently into some really kinky shit.
Stephanie pumped the toy in and out of herself for a few more seconds, before opening her eyes and going for an Academy Award in acting as she gasped, even though she didn't try to cover herself up at all as she pulled the buzzing toy away from her pussy, "Joel! What are you doing here so soon?"
"I-I-I'm so sorry, Ms. Friesen, I just walked in like you said, and saw you like...." he stopped mid-sentence, unable to find any words for continuing, even as he couldn't take his eyes off her huge tits and the sloppy wet treasure between her spread open legs.
The woman on the video was begging, as the daughter had just walked in, "Yes, fuck my ass! Fuck it right in front of my daughter!"
"You were supposed to text me when you were on your way," Stephanie complained, as she closed her legs, but didn't cover her tits.
"I-I-I did text you," Joel defended, still unable to tear his gaze away from that beautiful pair of tits. Even though he'd been dating Haley for a couple of months, he'd never seen hers. He'd felt her up a few times though her clothing, but that was it. Haley was an amazing girl and he loved her, but her complete lack of interest in sex was so frustrating.
Stephanie reached for her phone, took a look, and of course saw Joel's message, and joked, "Oops, I guess I was a little preoccupied," still not covering up, as she reached for the buzzing toy and turned it off.
"I-I-I should go," Joel said, his cock raging and definitely needing some relief. He knew what his new jerk off fantasy would be for the next forever!
"I'm sorry you caught me like this," Stephanie apologized, standing up, now tacitly urging the overwhelmed boy to admire her entire body. "I thought I had enough time to get myself off before you got here!"
"My p-p-professor let us out e-e-early," Joel explained, trying not to stare or even to drool over his girlfriend's mother, but he couldn't take his eyes away from her. He wasn't even sure if he'd blinked since walking into the living room.
Stephanie reached for her robe, bending over far more than she had to, so he could see her perfect ass, and said, "I just lost track of the time."
On the laptop, the video continued with the mother now ordering, "Now watch Mommy, girl, this is how you please your man. Your mouth, pussy and asshole are all pleasure vessels for your lord and master."
"I-I-It's okay, Ms. Friesen," Joel said, hurriedly adjusting his cock while she was turned away, while staring at her amazing ass and legs. He'd never developed a thing for nylons until he started dating Haley... not that she wore them... she never wore them... but seeing his girlfriend's mother in them, especially in her Hooters outfit with those dark mocha nylons had turned him into a nylon lover. Yet at twenty, he'd never felt a woman's legs in nylons... something he greatly looked forward to doing someday. He'd hinted to Haley he'd like to see her in them, but she'd made it clear they were a man's invention intended only to sexualize women... and that had been that.
"Joel," she said semi-sternly, turning around, her robe now in hand but not actually on or covering anything while walking to the lost in lust boy, "I've told you many times to call me Stephanie."
"Sorry, S-S-Stephanie," Joel said, stuttering like mad, since her huge tits were now within grabbing reach and were thus really, really tempting, "I r-r-really should g-g-go."
"Nonsense," Stephanie refuted, totally enjoying this utterly panicked reaction from the college boy. She knew she was hot, she knew she could get most men going, but it never got old to witness the profound effects of her body's attraction. "Why would you leave so soon? Is my lack of clothing making you uncomfortable?"
"N-n-no," Joel lied. "It's just a l-l-little surprising."
"Then you have seen a naked woman before?"
"Of course," he said, acting casual.
On the computer the MILF was begging, "Yes, slam my shit hole, show my daughter how an ass should really be fucked!"
'Mom, please stop tormenting me like this," the daughter pleaded. "Jared is my husband!"
"But may I take it you've never before been in the presence of a naked woman?" the seductive Stephanie asked, ramping up the heat of her seduction.
"W-w-well, not an actual woman in person," Joel admitted, overwhelmed by what was happening here and now, plus the wild scene he could hear continuing on the computer.
"Just sit down and watch," the mother ordered "He's only fucking my ass because you aren't giving him yours."
"But you have seen my daughter naked, have you not?" Stephanie asked.
"I r-r-really should go," he said, his cock raging in his pants.
"Then you haven't seen my daughter naked?" Stephanie asked, this time in fake shock.
"No," he admitted.
"So this is weird," Stephanie said. "You've seen your girlfriend's old bag of a mother naked before even seeing your hot young girlfriend au naturale."
Stephanie wasn't fishing for compliments, although she knew she was about to get one, but instead she was slyly luring him into her inexorable seduction.
"Oh, yeah! See, Zoey? This is how a woman should bend over and take her man's dick in her cunt or ass," the MILF lectured from her viewpoint of Exhibit A, still getting her back door hammered while her daughter still watched, still mortified.
"You're not at all old," Joel said, suddenly focused on the surprising insecurity of this really fit woman, even as the surreal conversation on the computer kept distracting him.
"That's sweet of you to say," Stephanie said, reeling him in more and more, "but I have more years behind me than you and my daughter combined."



"I'm serious," Joel said, shocked to be hearing that this perfect woman, beautiful in every way... mind, body and spirit, could be insecure. "You have an amazing body."
"You think so?" Stephanie asked, playing vulnerable.
"Yes indeed, you don't look anywhere close to your age," he said. "Trust me, my mother is your age, and you two look nothing alike."
"Oh yes, harder, fuck my ass harder," the onscreen MILF demanded, moaning like crazy.
Stephanie knew that was true; she'd only met Joel's mother once, but she was a large woman; very nice, but who nonverbally had judged her for what she did for a living, and for being divorced. Joel's mother was still married, and was a nurse.
"That's so sweet," Stephanie said, deciding to play a scene right out of the awesome Michael J. Fox movie 'Secret of my Success', with Joel being the overwhelmed young man played by Fox, and she the sexy seductive MILF Vera Prescott, played sensually by Margaret Whitton (there's even an amazingly sexy montage, where she teases him relentlessly in the limo in a very sexy nylon scene). "But I know I can't compete with the younger girls." When in truth she knew not only could she compete, but could out sexy, out slutty, and out fuck any of them. She asked, as she cupped her huge double D tits, "But do you think these are firm, Joel honey?"
Joel was paralyzed with shock. This was the kind of thing that only happened in some badly scripted porn film. "They look v-v-very firm, Ms. Friesen."
"I told you to call me Stephanie," Stephanie corrected, holding her tits up immediately in front of the wide-eyed college boy.
"S-S-Sorry, but they do look really firm, Stephanie," he corrected himself, having known from the beginning of this visit he should leave, knew that wherever this went it would be wrong, but his stockinged feet felt glued to the floor. There was no way he was going anywhere!
"Thank you, but do they feel firm, Joel?" Stephanie asked, snatching downwards for his hands and placing them on her tits.
Joel was speechless! He couldn't believe this was happening! He couldn't believe he had his girlfriend's mother's breasts in his hands.
"Squeeze them, Joel," Stephanie ordered. "Just like you would grapefruits in the supermarket to see how ripe they are. Do they feel nice and firm to you?"
Joel mindlessly obeyed, his cock really raging, feeling pleasurable pulses in his pants, as he test squeezed those gravity-defying tits.
"Well?" Stephanie asked, loving the look of awe and wonder in his eyes.
"V-v-very firm," he stammered, as he kept squeezing them as if they were indeed perfectly ripe grapefruits.
"And how about my ass?" she asked, taking a step away, wanting him to want her even more. She bent over, presenting him with the most amazing up close and personal view of her ass, with her pussy folds now peeking out at him. "Is this elderly broad's ass still firm?"
"Oh God, it's very firm," Joel said.
"And my legs?" she asked, really loving the power she was exerting over her daughter's boyfriend as she stood up, draped a leg across the coffee table and ran her hands over her sexy, sheer leg. "What... do... you... think... about... my... legs?"
"T-t-they're amazing," he stammered, and then blurted out for some reason, "especially in those nylons."
"You also like my nylons?" she asked coyly, not having previously noticed him checking out her legs when he was over... he'd undoubtably sneaked admiring looks at her tits, but she hadn't noticed him checking out her legs... although most guys did, so it didn't come as much of a surprise.
"They look very nice," he said stiffly, in spite of her flaunting all her charms so forwardly, terrified of doing or saying something wrong, but nevertheless unable to keep from staring at her sexy legs and feet in the sheer black nylons. He hadn't known such nylons existed outside of porn, and seeing them on his girlfriend's mother had him in awe and lust.
"Come feel them," she offered, knowing he wanted to.
"I shouldn't," he said, admiring them as if in a trance.
"You've already felt up my tits, Joel," Stephanie pointed out bluntly. So you can also feel my legs through my nylons. We both know you want to."
"But... you're my girlfriend's Mom," Joel pointed out the obvious. It had taken him a while to get around to mentioning that... meaning she was entrancing him beyond his ability for rational thought.
"So? That undeniable fact gives you the opportunity to see and feel more or less what Haley looks like without her clothes on," Stephanie said; it was true they had very similar bodies, although her daughter's tits were much smaller.
Joel knew everything that was happening was wrong, everything ever since he'd arrived was wrong; morally and mentally he knew this, but alas for his morality, it wasn't the head on his shoulders guiding his actions anymore... it was the lower head... and the lower head was making it clear that what he wanted more than anything right now was to feel those sexy legs in those sexy nylons.
Joel didn't say a word as he came forward, bent down, and ran his hands over her sheer, nylon-covered legs, unable to express how sexy and soft they were to him.
"You know, I have to work out every day to keep my body in this kind of shape," Stephanie said.
Joel heard her words, but he didn't process them as he prayerfully said, feeling he might come any moment just from excitement, "They're so soft!"
"Nylons are a great way to showcase my legs," Stephanie said.
"Yes," he replied, unable even to attempt a conversation, his brain complete mush from his complete obsession with the nylons he was touching, the legs he was touching, and the naked body he was touching.
"I've told Haley she should wear them, but she won't," Stephanie said.
"I know."
"Oh yes, come in my asshole," the MILF demanded, and then addressed her daughter wickedly, 'See? This is how you should please your fucking man!"
"Shoot, I guess I should shut that off," Stephanie said with a playful laugh, bending down and closing the laptop while Joel kept gliding his hands up and down her leg.
"So if you haven't seen my daughter naked, I'm assuming you also haven't fucked her," Stephanie said bluntly, using language a mother never does with her daughter's boyfriend.
"What? No," he said, shocked at her blunt question.
"But of course she at least sucks your cock and swallows your load?" Stephanie asked wickedly, pretending this was just common sense, even though she already knew differently, "or welcomes your warm, soothing facials?"
"No, never," he denied, shaking his head, about to come in his pants without even having his dick touched.
"Jesus Christ!" Stephanie declaimed as if personally offended. "Then at least hand jobs?"
"Nooooooo," Joel moaned, while he did spew his load.
"Did you just come in your pants?" Stephanie crowed, loving the power she already had over him, and now anticipating really getting him off!
"I-I-I'm so sorry," he apologized, standing up and turning to leave... shame coursing through him.
"Get back here, boy," Stephanie ordered, placing her hands on her hips and standing with her feet shoulder width apart, presenting him with an amazing view of her impressive frontal nudity.
"I really should go," he said, terribly embarrassed at ejaculating in his pants, and also feeling guilt rushing through him for kind of cheating on his girlfriend... although he really had no idea how he'd describe what had just happened.
"No way; we need to talk, sweety," she disagreed, walking right up to him and taking his hands in hers.
"I'm so sorry," he said.
"For what?" Stephanie asked, actually feeling a little sorry for him for always getting cock blocked by her daughter.
"For coming in my pants just now, and for drooling over your hot bod and objectifying you," he said, feeling so humiliated.
"First of all, I'm extremely flattered that you came in your pants," Stephanie said.
"You are?"
"Yes, because the only reason you could have come in your pants, and without any physical stimulation to boot, is because I turn you on, and more than just a little."
"I can't deny that! You're so beautiful," Joel blurted, in complete lust with this woman, "and your nylons are so soft, and your dirty talk was so seductive."
"You even liked my dirty talk?" she asked, even though she knew almost all men loved a woman bringing a filthy mouth into the bedroom.
"It's very different," he said.
"Different from my daughter you mean?"
"Yeah," he nodded.
"So have you ever fucked any girls?" Stephanie asked bluntly.
"Yeah, a couple of them," he said, although both were only a couple of times each.
This perplexed Stephanie. Surprised her too. He was decent looking. He had a good body. He was outgoing. It was hard to believe he'd gone through high school and part of college only getting laid a couple of times. Poor guy. At his age he was supposed to get laid all the time.
"But from what you said earlier, they weren't naked."
"That's right, they just lifted their skirts and moved their panties aside."
"How about blow jobs?"
"Once on a bus once, coming back from a debate," he admitted, not mentioning it was from the very chubby Tara, or that he'd lasted less than two minutes. But on the good side, the feel of her mouth on his cock was amazing as he was coming... so much better than his hand. Every orgasm since that bus ride had been anti-climactic... well, that wasn't literally true... he'd definitely climaxed each time... but they just didn't live up to or even come close to replicating the pleasure Tara had given him that time.
"I see," she said. "Next topic. I know you've been doing your best to talk my daughter into having sex with you."
"Oh, God," he said, his red face somehow going even a darker shade of red. "And she's been complaining to you about it? Now I really have to go, if you're about to give me that talking to!"
"No, don't go; I get it," she said. "You're twenty. You're a college man. You have needs."
"Yes, but I'd never push her into doing anything she isn't ready for," he said, and meant it. Sure, it drove him crazy that she wanted to wait, but he loved her. She was an amazing woman. They had so many other things in common.
"I know that," she said, "because you're a gentleman."
"I try," he shrugged, having been called a nice guy his whole life... a description that could be a compliment or an insult, depending on who was saying it. Bad boys got laid. Nice boys held hands.
"But you get frustrated and horny because she doesn't put out, don't you?"
"Well..."
"Always tell me the honest truth about this and everything else. I'll know if you're lying."
"Well, yeah."
"And here's a little secret: Haley knows that you're horny, and she told me she's afraid she'll lose you because of it. So tell me something else: have you ever felt tempted to at least cheat on her? Again, the truth now."
"Ummmm..."
"Don't worry, you don't have to say it; I can see it in your eyes. So I have a rather unorthodox idea."
"Oh? What is it?" he asked, still having a hard time maintaining eye contact when her huge tits were still right out in the open and staring back at him.
"I mean it's a very unorthodox idea," she stressed. "More of a proposal, really; or even more accurately, a proposition."
"Tell me," he said, almost begging, since with all the buildup, he was really wanting and needing to know!
"Well, since my daughter won't give you what you need, and since I'd really hate it if you dumped her for some hot skank at college, or even just cheated on her with one," she said, deciding the risk of making this offer was a better bet than not making it and thus chancing his dumping her daughter, "you can fuck me instead!"
His eyes went wide.
He'd heard the words, but didn't believe them.
No way was this hot mother offering to have sex with him!
No way!
"So what do you think, stud?" Stephanie asked, grabbing his cock with her left hand... which was still housed inside his jeans, but not for much longer... and she was happy to discover it was still hard and felt impressively large.
"Ooooooh," he groaned, a chill going up his back at the hottest woman he'd ever met in real life squeezing his cock.
"Nice cock, Joel," Stephanie said. "It's a shame my daughter hasn't discovered the joys of playing with a big dick."
"Yes, Haley. What about her?" he asked, this offer a dream come true, seeming even too far-fetched for a porn film... yet it was real.
"We're doing this for Haley," she said, dropping to her knees and fishing out his cock.
"We are?" he asked, as this dream come true kept right on coming visually true right before his eyes. He wanted to pinch himself, but he didn't, in case this was a dream.
She pulled out his dick and said approvingly, "This is a very impressive cock."
"T-T-Thanks," he stammered as she began stroking it.
"You're good for Haley, and she's good for you," Stephanie explained as she stroked the nice hard cock. "So since she can't in good conscience give you what every man needs, at least not yet, I'll have to step in for her until she is ready to do it."
"You're really sure about this?" he asked, watching this beautiful naked woman stroking his cock.
"Well, there is one great big if. If I promise to suck your cock regularly, and also to take it in my pussy and my ass, will you promise not to touch any other girl except for Haley whenever she's ready?" Stephanie negotiated wickedly, a moment before starting to lick the thick shaft.
"Y-y-yes," he stammered, "I-I-I can certainly promise that!" He was stunned to hear what she was offering, especially the part where she added her ass into the mix without his even asking for it!
"Then we have a deal. Whenever you need to drop a load, you just come to me," she said as she swirled her tongue around his cock head. "And I do mean whenever! Don't you dare ever stay away just because you think you're coming to me too often. I love to have sex, so I'll always enjoy fucking you just as much as you'll enjoy fucking me. And I'll also teach you all the best ways to please a woman. Do you want to learn how to please a woman?"
"Wow! Yes indeed!" he blurted out, just as she took his cock into her mouth. "Oh God," he groaned, now happy about creaming his jeans earlier since if he hadn't, he'd be coming in her mouth already.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as she took all eight of his inches in her mouth.
"I still can't believe this is happening," he said as he watched his girlfriend's hot Mom sucking his cock. He'd imagined Haley doing this many times, and also many times Stephanie doing it... he'd always assumed eventually he'd live out the fantasy of Haley doing it, but never in a million years could have fathomed the other fantasy coming true.
"I'll do absolutely anything to ensure you don't leave Haley, so if you'd ever like to try something particularly kinky, be sure and ask me," Stephanie said, briefly taking his cock out of her mouth to speak before returning to sucking the big dick, looking forward to swallowing his load number two. Even knowing Haley wouldn't understand why she was doing this, which was why she couldn't ever find out (she knew it wouldn't ever go as well as it sometimes did in the 'My Wife Caught me Ass Fucking her Mom' series), she also knew Haley would be devastated if she lost Joel, which would then affect her grades, her college career, and even more, since she had a history of depression issues.
Joel just moaned while Stephanie's mouth gave him pleasure unlike any he'd ever experienced!
After a couple minutes of bobbing, Stephanie stressed, "Of course nobody can ever find out about this arrangement, Joel, especially Haley."
"Of course," he nodded, looking down at the hot MILF.
"So which would you rather... would you rather comedown my throat, or all over my face?" Stephanie asked wickedly.
"Golly, I don't know," Joel said in confusion, "either would be great!" this wild afternoon still getting wilder and wilder.
"Look Joel, here's Lesson Number One in pleasing a woman. A willing woman such as Haley will be for you someday, and like I am right now, appreciates a man who knows what he wants," she said. "I'll happily suck your dick all day if you tell me to, but you need to assert some control."
"Really?"
"I know I come across like a strong, independent woman, and I am one," Stephanie said, as she kept stroking his cock, "but whenever I'm intimate with a man, I become submissive, obedient, and an absolute slut, longing for my man to take me and use me however the fuck he wants."
"Really?" Joel repeated. In many of his jerk off fantasies he did become that man... dominant... just taking what he wanted. He'd imagined face fucking Haley if she allowed it, or bending Stephanie over a kitchen table and just slamming his dick in her pussy... yet after he came, he always felt bad about harbouring such demented thoughts.
"Joel, you're a man, and a man needs to lead his woman."
"I just don't know," he said, still tentatively.
"Okay then, if I need to be the one breaking the ice this time, I'll do it! I order you to face fuck my mouth, Joel," Stephanie demanded. "Shove that big cock all the way into my mouth and down my throat, and then do it again! Grab hold of my head and face fuck me! Use me like a cheap whore! Then when you're ready, come in my mouth or shoot a big load all over my face, and I don't care which, so long as it's your decision!"
"Fuck," Joel said, all her nasty talk enough to entice him out of his nice guy shell and into his fantasy bad boy persona. Well... at least a step or two. He slid his cock into her mouth and grasped her head with both hands... far too gently at first... but at least he began slowly to fuck it.
At first he was still tentative; he was fucking her mouth, but only slowly, more like making love to it. Stephanie first bobbed more vigorously to goad him along, then grabbed his ass and pulled him irresistibly forward, until all eight inches were tickling her tonsils. Years of experience meant she could easily take eight inches without gagging (meaning three of those inches were down her throat), and while holding her breath, she held his entire cock in her mouth and beyond for a good thirty seconds!
Joel was in awe of her entire surreal tour de force! Then when she backed away, he took her actions as a challenge and assessed, seeing her excessive saliva dripping off of his cock, "A demonstration like can only mean you want me to really face fuck your mouth!"
"Yes baby, that's exactly what I want," Stephanie purred, looking up at him. "Give me all of that cock with everything you have! Fuck my face like an insane person, I want to feel your balls careening off my chin!"
"Shit, then if you really want it..." Joel warned, finally getting drawn into this debauchery and shoving aside away any tentativeness in his actions.
"Yes, go right ahead and shoot for the moon! I want you to use me every which way you want."
"Okay then, you asked for it," he drawled, and slid his cock back into her mouth. This time, like he'd seen in some porn films, he grabbed her head in both hands and really began to fuck her mouth. And still never having fucked anyone the normal way, this was a completely surreal experience. He felt a surge of power and an intense rush of adrenaline because of this very moment becoming a man... a bad boy... and not some pussy whipped nice guy.



As Joel finally began releasing that inner man inside himself... face fucking her mouth without holding back, she moaned on his cock, encouraging him to keep it up.
Joel felt such a rush of adrenaline! Perhaps it was all that pent up masculinity building up pressure over twenty years, perhaps it was the raw lust of this woman, and perhaps the constant rejections from Haley were a factor, but he felt confidence and power like he'd never felt before. He roughly face fucked his girlfriend's hot mother; his balls bounced on her chin as his entire cock disappeared into her mouth again and again. Her moans as he face fucked her kept his confidence rising!
Even though he'd come in his pants just a few minutes ago, it seemed like an eternity, given the dominoes cascade of revelations she'd given him, the never before sensations of her lips on his cock, the pleasure of her mouth... and her throat!... and just the intensity of the overall situation, Joel knew he wouldn't last much longer... this pleasure unlike anything he'd ever experienced before. And now he was about to come, the options she'd given him for where, both of them fantasies he'd played out in his head dozens of times, and he still couldn't decide between coming down his girlfriend's Mom's mouth or coming all over her face. And it wasn't until the last moment that he decided, and then he pulled out and furiously stroked his throbbing cock immediately outside of its recent home inside her warm, wet mouth.
"Yes, if that's what you want, then come all over my face, you sexy stud," Stephanie cheered him on, knowing more men chose this option over the alternative... it being the one that seemed hotter and nastier, even though objectively for him, likely less pleasurable physically.
"Oh God, take it all, slut," he grunted, using a slur he'd never dreamed of calling a woman before, yet it sprang out in the heat of the moment.
"Yes," Stephanie moaned, as the warm load erupted from his cock like machine gun bullets.
"Ohhhhhh, God," Joel grunted, in awe of watching his cock exploding all over his girlfriend's Mom's face.
"Such a big load," Stephanie praised him, loving to be coated in cum. Even though with her sons she'd been spit-roasted, double penetrated, and been come both in and on, she still fantasized about being the centre of a train, a gangbang or a bukkake; or better yet, all three in a single session.
Once he finished delivering his load, the beautiful naked woman, now dripping with his cum, especially her face, leaned forward and took his cock back into her mouth.
Stephanie nursed his cock for a couple of minutes, looking forward to feeling it filling her pussy, and perhaps her ass too. But first she needed to train him in the lost art of pussy licking. A good man could fuck a woman into oblivion, but a better one additionally knew how to get her off with his lips, tongue and fingers.
She backed off of his cock, stood up and said, "That's quite a load you shot all over me," as she scooped a big wad on her chin and sucked it into her mouth.
"I'm sorry for calling you a slut," Joel apologized, for with his orgasm now over, he felt bad for calling her that.
"Don't be, I considered it a plus! Slut, whore, bimbo, bitch," Stephanie listed. "Call me whatever the fuck you want while we're having sex, just don't whenever we aren't."
"It just seems wrong," Joel said, his logic returning after his orgasm.
"Did it feel wrong when you fucked my face, splattered it with cum, and called me a slut?" the MILF asked.
"I can't believe I did any of that," Joel said.
"It's a side of you that all men have," Stephanie said. "It's in your DNA. All women say they want a nice guy, and it's true; we want a man who loves us, treats us like a princess, and can look after us. But we also want a man who can protect us, be the man of the house, and dominate us in the bedroom."
"All women want that?" Joel asked dubiously, thinking there was no way Haley would agree with any of those sentiments her mother had suggested.
"Okay, not all women," Stephanie agreed; "but many women do, and even most women, if they were given the opportunity. So it's absolutely true that most women, whether they know it or not, would prefer a dominant man in the bedroom."
"How about Haley?" he asked, finding himself in another surreal conversation with his girlfriend's naked mother, this time with the added feature of his very visible cum all over her face.
"Definitely Haley," Stephanie nodded confidently, knowing that behind her religious and feminist exterior she'd be a natural submissive. "Although right now she likely has no idea that's what she wants."
"I can't imagine that."
"When you got up this morning, could you have imagined my insisting on your face fucking me and then your actually doing it before the day was over?" she asked wickedly, scooping more cum off her face and eating it.
"Definitely not," he said, shaking his head at the wild reality of what had transpired, and the evidence currently being destroyed as she ate it down.
"But I can be your fuck toy for the time being, and also help you to build some confidence and become the dominant man a strong-willed woman like Haley will need in the bedroom," Stephanie suggested.
"I still can't see that," he said, trying to imagine Haley putting up with anyone calling her a slut.
"Trust me, the more feminist they are and the more strong-willed they are, the more likely they're secretly submissive behind their strong feminist personas," Stephanie said.
"Really? You'd think it would be the opposite," Joel said.
"Yeah, it would if our personalities were consistently the same both in and out of the bedroom," Stephanie agreed. "But often the women you'd least expect to be submissive based on their behaviour in public are the most submissive ones in private. Rich bored women, teachers, doctors, lawyers and politicians, are some of the most common ones."
"The idea of some of my teachers or professors being submissive is pretty hot," Joel said, thinking of some of his old high school teachers, and a couple of really hot professors.
"Yeah, it's not a rule or anything," Stephanie said, as she walked to the couch where she'd orchestrated being caught in the act, "it's just that many women want a man who can take charge. Being a woman in a still predominantly man's world is exhausting, so when we get home or wherever, we can really use a break from being in charge. You've seen how assertive I am at the dinner table. That's certainly not the side of me I've been showing you today!"
"I'd never thought of it that way," Joel nodded, thinking this wild afternoon was likely over, and wondering what a good exit line might be. After she'd blown his mind (and his dick) like that, 'Thanks for a fun time' probably wouldn't cut it.
Stephanie spread her legs and asked, "Why aren't you between my legs yet? This pussy isn't going to eat itself."
Joel stammered, his cock still hard, "R-R-Really?"
"Yeah, a real man is willing to eat pussy, and get a girl off with his lips, tongue and fingers," she said.
"Of course," he nodded, thinking that made a lot of sense. He'd never eaten a puss before, but he'd watched lots of porn and read about it in preparation for that eventual day... he'd just never imagined that day would be today, or that it would be with his girlfriend's mother... the hottest women he'd ever met! He walked over to her and lowered himself between her nylon-clad legs, resting his hands on them both, and warned, "I've never done this before."
"No worries," she smiled in a motherly way, which was really weird in the circumstances. "I'm here to teach you everything you'll need to know to make Haley a very happy woman once she's ready."
"Okay," he said, gazing at her slightly glistening pussy lips.
"Did you notice how I didn't immediately start sucking your cock earlier?"
"Yeah, I guess," he said, the entire experience all a blur now.
"First I took it in my hand and I stroked it, then I licked up and down your big shaft, and I also swirled my tongue around your cock head," Stephanie described.
"Right, yes. I do remember your doing that," he nodded, as he rubbed his hands slowly up and down her nylon-clad legs.
"That was a tease; it's called foreplay," she said, and joked, "albeit very brief foreplay that time, because I just had to have that cock in my mouth, but foreplay nonetheless."
He was flattered, but still bewildered at why she'd done it. "Why?"
"Why did I want your cock in my mouth?"
"Yeah."
"Because it was big, and it looked so delicious, that I just had to have it," she said. "My daughter really has no clue what she's missing."
"This is all still really crazy," he said.
"I know, but since we've already opened Pandora's Box, we may as well get you eating my box," Stephanie quipped, knowing it was corny.
"Okay," he nodded. "I'm certainly not complaining!"
"So first, instead of just diving your face into a pussy or instantly starting to lick, begin by teasing me instead. Kiss my inner thigh, allow your warm breath to tease my pussy, or use your imagination to experiment with how to drive me wild," Stephanie instructed.
"Okay," Joel nodded, and he kissed her thigh, and then instead of moving up towards her pussy, he moved downwards, kissing a trail along her nylon-covered leg and progressing to her nylon foot.
"Oh, Joel," Stephanie purred as he sucked her toes. "That feels sooo nice."
Joel switched to the other foot and sucked those toes as well, before beginning to kiss his way back up.
"You're such a tease, Joel," Stephanie moaned, part of her now wanting just to grab his head and yank it into her pussy.
He reached her pussy and blew softly across it. Since it was so wet by now, his warm breath felt cool.
The MILF next instructed, "Now lick between my pussy lips; do it as if you're painting a wall."
"Okay," he said, leaning forward, trembling ever so slightly as he extended his tongue and licked his very first pussy. Instantly he was in awe. The wetness! The taste! It was everything he'd imagined, and yet so much more.
"That's it. Explore me, taste me," she said, loving his meandering tongue.
For a couple minutes he did, before she progressed the lesson by asking, "Next, do you see my clitoris?"
"Yes," he said, having invested much time in learning the anatomy of the pussy in preparation for this very moment.
"Good, now understand that the clit is the trigger. Most women will come with some pressure on the clit, since it's extra sensitive. So when you sense the woman is close, but not sooner, suck it, lick it, and tug it between your lips. Do whatever you need to, to get her off and make her come. You can make her convulse with intense pleasure. But first only lick around it and tease her. Now tease me like that."
"Okay," he said, and he used his tongue to explore every crevice of her pussy... except for the clit.
"Good boy," she moaned, her orgasm rising from his inexperienced but eager tongue, and from this entire wild encounter.
Joel listened carefully to her increasing moans, and when he sensed she was close, he finally licked the clit.
"Oooooooooh," Stephanie moaned, after all that teasing, her body twitching uncontrollably.
Hearing her moan, feeling her body twitch, he sucked the clit between his lips and shook his head from side to side, like he'd read about.
"Oh, fuck Joel, now don't stop doing that for even an instant!" Stephanie demanded, her hand clutching his head.
Joel, excited to get the MILF off, to taste her pussy cum, continued his aggressive attack on her clit until she screamed, and a massive gush of wetness splattered his face and surged into his open mouth.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuucck!" Stephanie screamed as her orgasm ripped through her.
Joel licked up as much of the cum as he could, enthralled by his task, enchanted by her beauty, and mesmerized by the taste.
After a minute's rest, Stephanie, still horny and wanting a dick inside her, any dick really, oral sex always driving her wild but leaving her wanting more, "Good job! And now, shove that big dick in my pussy, Joel! Fuck me right fucking now!"
"Really?" Joel asked, even though with such a hot MILF, these were dream come true words for any man!
"Right now, Joel! I'm your fuck slut, I'll ensure you won't leave my daughter by being your cock sucking, dick taking fuck toy for as long as she needs me to do it!" Stephanie reiterated. "Now slam that big dick in my fucking pussy! I need your cock in me right fucking now!"
Joel couldn't refuse her, even knowing this was the wildest thing a guy could ever do... to fuck his girlfriend's mother. His cock was, of course still hard, and he clambered up from between her legs and positioned his cock at her pussy.
Stephanie, not wishing him to leave him any time to second guess his actions, wrapped her nylon legs around his waist and pulled him into her wanton pussy... hard! "Oh yes, Joel, your cock fills me so good."
"I can't believe this," Joel said, as his dick was suddenly all the way inside his girlfriend's mother's pussy. He also couldn't believe the difference between her blow job and being enclosed by her wet pussy. Both were warm, but in different ways, and the pussy had such an intense wetness.
"You can't believe you're fucking your girlfriend's Mom? That you're fucking a hot slut who'll do any nasty damn thing you want her to?" Stephanie asked wickedly, knowing those questions would drive any man wild... especially a young, inexperienced guy like Joel.
"All of that," he replied dazedly, not moving once he was all the way inside her... each of her nasty descriptors making his head spin.
"Don't just park yourself in my cunt, get to fucking it! Fuck me, pound my pussy," Stephanie demanded, seeing he was completely overwhelmed and unsure of what to do.
"Yeah, right," he nodded, shaking his head and beginning slowly to fuck her.
"That's it, Joel. Fuck me. Fuck me knowing this pussy is yours anytime you want it," she reminded him.
"Feels so good," Joel said, super happy he'd already come twice this afternoon, so he could last longer.
"Yes, it feels really good to me too," Stephanie agreed, unwrapping her legs from around him and spreading them as widely as she could, to watch the big cock fucking her.
For a couple minutes, Joel fucked her. Slowly, and then faster.
"You're in charge Joel," Stephanie reminded him again. "Fuck me hard, change positions, just tell me what to do, baby."
"Then get on all fours, I want to fuck you doggy style," he instructed her, doggy a position he'd always wanted to try.
"Yes baby," she said, and when he pulled out of her, she went down from the couch and onto her carpeted floor and got on all fours.
"Fuck, do you have a great ass," he said., admiring her bent over.
"You like? You can fuck that too whenever you want," Stephanie offered.
"Shit, you really are a nasty little slut," he said, feeling rushes of adrenaline and confidence from her constant reminders of her eagerness to obey him.
"Yes, I'm your nasty slut Joel, your cock sucker, your fuck toy, your cum bucket," Stephanie listed. Saying such things always turned her on, and she knew it did wonders for her men... especially young men... especially young men in need of a serious push to start acting like her dominant studs.
"Oh yeah," Joel said, sliding back into her pussy. "I hear you! You want to be my sexy slut!"
"Yes, Joel," she said, as he began fucking her. "I want you to pound me hard, to fuck me until you shoot your load inside or onto me."
"I can really come in your pussy?"
"Yes, Joel. I'm protected, so you may come in my mouth, pussy or ass," she said, looking back at him.
"Fuck," he said, his hands on her hips as he began really fucking her.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me like a slut, use me," Stephanie said, needing to get really hammered.
"Then take it, slut," Joel said, living in the moment, no longer worried about any consequences, just making his long-held fantasy come true.
"Give it to me," Stephanie moaned, her second orgasm rising.
"And you want me to keep dating your daughter?" Joel asked, this rush of power transforming him into a different man.
"Yes Joel, yes," Stephanie moaned, the fucking feeling really good.
"And you'll take my dick whenever I want?" he asked, reaching for her hair.
"Yes baby, all my holes are open for you," Stephanie moaned, as he pulled her hair while he kept up his fast fucking. The hairpulling hurt, but it was a good hurt, a submissive hurt.
"I'll be fucking you a lot," Joel said. "Your daughter leaves me constantly horny."
"Mmmmmm," Stephanie moaned, her second orgasm getting close.
Joel too was getting close from his first ever naked fucking in an actual house, as he pounded her as hard as he could, loving the sounds of her moans and her nasty talk.
"Oh yes, fuck my pussy... yes... so good... pound my cunt... give me that dick... more... harder... fuck... oh fuck... YES, you mother fucker!" she screamed, as all those nasty words and phrases were spread across two minutes of intense fucking.
Hearing her call him a mother fucker made his balls boil, and as he listened to her scream and climax, and felt the warmth of her pussy cum, he too came, filling her pussy with his third load during this surreal, life-altering encounter.
"Yes, fill me with your come," she moaned, loving her pussy being filled.
He kept spewing his load into his girlfriend's mother, into his fuck toy, until he was completely exhausted... surprised by how much of a workout fucking was.
"Oh fuck," Stephanie moaned as he slowed down.
He pulled out, and a puree of their cum leaked out of her. "Wow," he said.
"Yeah, wow," she agreed, as she collapsed onto the floor.
"I can't believe we just did that," he said in awe, as the aftermath of their wild day was now upon him.
"That I sucked your cock, that you came on my face, that you ate my pussy, or that you fucked me and shot a huge load inside me?" Stephanie asked wickedly.
"All of it," he said, as his phone rang... the ringtone telling him it was his girlfriend. "Shit, it's Haley."
"You should probably keep our adventures between just us," Stephanie smiled, as she rolled onto her back.
"Yeah, really," he agreed, as he went to grab his phone.
As Joel lied to her daughter, saying he was on campus and had just finished eating lunch, the last part being kind of true, Stephanie got up, grabbed her robe and finally put it on ... a full hour after she'd taken it off.
Joel hung up and said, "I feel like such an asshole."
"It's okay," Stephanie said, having known he might feel this way once the hormones calmed down.
"No, it's not okay, I cheated on her," he said. "With you. With her mother."
"Look," Stephanie said. "This is a temporary solution, and although it's lots of fun, it's basically for Haley's benefit. I'm available for more whenever you need me, but if you feel this needs to be a one time thing, then so be it."
"She'll hate me," he said mournfully.
"Only if she finds out," she pointed out. "And she shouldn't ever find out."
"But I'm not sure I can lie to her."
"Joel, you're a great guy, that's why I just did everything I did with you. She needs you in her life, maybe even for life, she just isn't ready to do what needs doing to satisfy your needs so she can keep you," Stephanie said. "So she's your girlfriend, your best friend, your everything, and until she's ready to suck your big cock and to fuck you, well, I'll just be her body double for that part."
"I don't know," he said.



"But I know," she said. "Doing this was necessary for you. Because it was only a matter of time before some college slut seduced you."
"Well, there's this girl named Mary who's pretty much been offering herself to me, if I just say the word," Joel admitted.
"Well, now you can come to me whenever temptation hits you," Stephanie said. "Mary probably sees Haley as competition; while I see her as the daughter I love more than anything!"
"Today was amazing," he said.
"Sex always is," Stephanie said. "Plus, you have a natural dominant persona inside you that was begging for your permission to come out and play."
"I can't believe I actually said some of the things I did," he said. "I'm sorry if I offended you."
"Offended me? Fuck, you bad boy, you completely turned me on!" Stephanie said. "I'm serious. Most women want a man who takes control, and I'm most assuredly one of them. Haley does too, but like I said, she doesn't know it yet."
"I'm still not sure about that part," he said, as he went to grab his pants.
"Trust me," the Mom said. "Look what you just did to her willing mother. Your cum is still leaking out of me, and more of it is caking on my face!"
"I do come lots."
"You do,"
"Well, I'll be seeing you in a few hours," Joel said. "Haley just invited me over for supper."
"Then I'll make sure not to wear any panties," she smiled, it being Wednesday, and everyone would be over for their weekly supper.
"You're so bad," he said.
"Oh, you don't know the half of it," Stephanie said, as she gave him a hug... but not a kiss... kissing was too intimate. "See you tonight," she said, giving his cock one last squeeze. "Fuck, do you have a great cock!"
"You have a great everything," he said.
"I know," she smiled, as she headed upstairs to shower.
Joel walked out, knowing everything had now changed, yet he'd have to act like nothing had.
Stephanie went into her shower feeling contented from solving a problem in a most unorthodox way... although she felt a little guilt as well... she'd just fucked her daughter's boyfriend, and although she did it for her daughter, she seriously doubted Haley would see it that way.
As the water sprayed down on her, she wondered... had she done the right thing?
THE END OF PART 4
Coming next: Mom's Motivation: Daughter's Prom
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Willow's Way Ch. 07
Buffy was pleasuring herself with her fingers, a coke bottle, her only toy, and a very impressive zucchini, as now she was constantly horny, and she couldn't get her recollections of Willow fucking the cheerleaders and imagining she was doing it to her out of her head.
Buffy had fucked herself to multiple orgasms for multiple days, ever since surreptitiously witnessing the cheerleaders' anal debauchery, and she now had trouble looking Willow in the eyes.
Willow noticed her discomfort... and so did Faith.
"Just bend her over a gravestone and shove your dick up her ass," Faith suggested wickedly, as a hot Mom of five ate her pussy while being sodomized by Willow, while her children played in the pool in the backyard, being watched by Cordelia (who was promised an ass fucking in payment for babysitting). Cordelia had watched her own Mom get ass fucked just a couple days ago in their home, on her Mom's own bed, while her Dad was out in the yard drinking with his friends... having fulfilled the wicked task she'd been sentenced to when she lost the sodomy bet to Harmony.
"Buffy's different," Willow said, as she fucked the big bootied MILF, enjoying these threesomes with Faith, but still unsure about adding Buffy to her growing lineup of ass sluts. Of course, part of her loved the idea. Buffy was her long time best friend, hot as fuck, and Willow was curious about her slayer ass recovery theory. Every time she fucked Faith's asshole, it was like she was fucking a virgin... unlike Cordelia's, non-slayer booty, which she'd destroyed so roughly that it seemed to be forever open for business.
On the other hand, she didn't want their friendship to change, nor was she sure how she'd feel about using Buffy like a cheap ass slut. But deep down, she definitely wanted to fuck her. The conquest of each new ass gave her an ultimate adrenaline rush that she couldn't get in any other way.
"An asshole is just an asshole, no different from all the rest," Faith pointed out, even though deep down, she was dying to see Buffy with a dick up her ass. To see her pretentious and smug face moaning in ecstasy and begging in lust was the ultimate kink she just had to see.
"I do love a freshly slain asshole," Willow admitted, her hands on the MILF's hips while she really hammered away, loving the rush of a new ass, and this time it was double hot that this MILF was choosing to be an ass slut to her while allowing someone else to watch over her young children. Even after all her ass slayings, she was still in awe that so many women, of all ages, behind their innocent facades, or their pretentious bitch facades, whichever, could be revealed at their cores as submissive ass taking, cunt licking, bimbo sluts.
"But my tushy is still the best," Faith reminded her girlfriend, while getting licked by this MILF she didn't have a clue what her name was.
"You're always my number one," Willow agreed as she hammered away at the moaning MILF. "And my steadfast partner in crime."
"Mmmmmm," Faith moaned, enjoying the sweet licking while she enjoyed watching Willow pounding away. There was just something so erotic and stimulating about watching Willow fuck yet another dumb bitch while also enjoying their conversation.
After a pause while the two lovers stared into each other's eyes, Faith pulled the MILF's head deep into her pussy and began grinding her face on it, while Willow advanced to the next level of her hardcore ass slaying.
Five minutes later, the MILF was walking funny back to her children, her cunt-cum-coated face glistening, a few other women who'd previously been sodomized by Willow smirking with amusement and jealousy... while the mother was still in a daze from trying to process how she'd gone from quietly reading a book to being ass fucked for the first time ever within a fifteen minute span.
Willow said, as they walked away hand in hand after another successful conquest, "You could float a trial balloon."
"You understand it'd need to be more than a balloon full of air," Faith said, giddy with excitement with the permission she'd been waiting for, and even begging for... for weeks.
"I wouldn't expect anything less," Willow said, a little worried by what she'd unleashed, since Faith was like a bull in a China shop and not someone who'd inquire subtly.
"I can't wait to watch you drilling her ass," Faith said, picturing the visual.
"I want her wearing something sexy, if you can pull it off at all," Willow requested.
"Oh, I'm certain I can make it happen," Faith said confidently, her head awhirl with kinky possibilities galore.
"I probably shouldn't be giving you permission to do this," Willow said, both excited and worried.
"We both know you want to fuck the shit out of her," Faith said, stopping and pulling her in for a kiss. Once she broke it, she added with a sly wicked smile, "Literally."
"You're so bad," Willow said.
"Then maybe you should punish me right fucking here and now," she teased, as they were about to stroll into a park.
"You want my dick to punish you?" Willow asked, still horny, and deciding to magic up her living dick and drop a load in her sexy slut's asshole.
"Fuck yeah, you know you can drill my shit hole anytime, anyplace," Faith said, as two older women walked by within earshot with disgust written on their faces. Faith called out, "She'll do you too, if you like. No charge!"
Willow cast an invisibility spell, with a fun idea popping in her head.
"Oh, we really are going to do it right here, right now?" Faith asked, loving this sudden spontaneity from her girlfriend. She was growing kinkier every day!
"Yeah, let's have some fun with people," Willow said, grabbing Faith's hand and leading her towards a brick wall that wasn't at all secluded, since there was a sidewalk only three feet away.
"You kinky bitch," Faith said as a teenager walked by, but wearing headphones.
"Bend over, you nasty ass slut," Willow ordered as she cast a second spell to give herself a fat ten-inch cock, with a slight up curve... a new nuance she'd recently added that drove Faith wild, which led to intense orgasms where her slut went ballistic.
"Yes baby," Faith obeyed, bracing her hands against the wall, loving when Willow got verbal with her... a liberty she'd never allowed any man to take... yet Willow had discovered a side of her she didn't know existed, and although it had taken her a long time to accept it, she was now completely in love with this sexy nerd, and would allow her, but only her, to take any liberties she damn well pleased.
Willow loved how submissive this strong-willed sexual goddess was to her... she still couldn't believe her good fortune sometimes. She went behind Faith, flipped up ger skirt, found her asshole and slid into it.
"Oh yes, fill my ass with your big cock," Faith moaned, just as two girls in their twenties walked by... both stopping dead in their tracks.
"So tight," Willow moaned, as she looked at the two cute girls, who couldn't see her and Faith, but could obviously hear them.
"You heard that, right?" Amy asked her friend.
"Yeah, wow," Karen nodded, peering in the direction of the sound.
"Fuck my ass," Faith moaned, not aware of her audience, since she was looking at the wall and focused on the dick deep inside her asshole... not that she'd care either way.
"Where's it coming from?" Amy asked.
"No idea," Karen said, perplexed, since there didn't appear to be anyone around.
"Do all girls like to take it in their asses?" Willow asked, as she began slowly fucking Faith, while she gazed behind her at the two baffled girls.
"Yes, all girls are ass sluts for big fat cock," Faith declared, as she looked back and she too saw the two girls staring puzzledly in their direction. "I bet those two hotties over there on the sidewalk would bend over and take your cock in their assholes if you let them." And then asked in a louder voice, "Isn't that right, girls?"
"Gross," Amy replied to this voice without a source.
"What the fuck is going on?" Karen asked, her pussy all atingle. She'd used a couple of fingers in her ass on occasion, but she'd never actually been fucked in that hole.
"Want it in the ass, girls?" Faith asked in her carrying voice, the sound of their bodies crashing into each other also distinctly audible.
"This is sick," Amy said. "Let's go, Karen."
But Karen was paralyzed with intrigue, shock, curiosity and other feelings. She didn't move a muscle.
Faith moaned, as Willow began really giving it to her, "Karen, if you want my shemale girlfriend's cock in that sexy ass of yours, be at the college campus at 8:30 tonight, girl's bathroom in Greenway Hall, third floor. That's right, she's a beautiful but well hung shemale, so it's the chance of a lifetime!"
"Let's go," Amy repeated, taking her friend's hand and pulling her away.
"See you tonight," Willow called out, sending out positive vibes for Karen to show up.
Karen followed Amy, but she kept looking back in confusion while her pussy leaked.
"She'll be there," Faith moaned as her 'shemale girlfriend' Willow hammered away at her asshole.
"Think so?" Willow asked, having lived a rather charmed life since she flipped Faith's switch.
"Oh yeah, she's very drawn in and feeling powerfully curious," Faith assured, confident she was right. "But for now, please focus on my shit hole."
"So needy," Willow rebuked her affectionately, as she resumed fucking the slayer hard.
Five minutes later and a couple more perplexed walkers passing by, Faith was walking hand in hand with her magical girlfriend after a great ass fucking, an intense orgasm, and now with a load leaking out of her ass... and as she walked, she thought she should really start wearing panties, or carry some in her purse for the many times her girlfriend had deposited a huge load in her asshole... especially now that she only wore skirts and dresses, so Willow would have quick and unhindered access to said asshole.
That night, Karen did indeed show up. She explored her secret curiosity about eating pussy, having had an untold crush on her best friend Amy for a year, then discovered the joys of anal sex, and finally agreed to find a pretext for bringing her friend around to be seduced into a foursome lesbian (kinda) orgy as soon as she could.
Later that night, while patrolling, Faith asked Buffy point blank, "So are you ready to get your asshole fucked?"
"Pardon?" Buffy asked, having heard the question, but still a little surprised by it. Even though secretly it was all she ever fantasized about anymore... Willow fucking her ass. She knew it was wrong. She knew it could change everything. But ever since first witnessing Willow dominate Faith, and then much more recently the entire cheerleader squad, she'd become obsessed.
Anyone who knew Buffy knew she was a no-nonsense girl. One who required herself to be up for whatever may transpire on any given day. Christ, how could she spare any time for a boyfriend or a sex life, when she was are responsible for protecting Sunnydale... and occasionally the entire world!... from seemingly regular potential apocalypses. (Or should that be apocalypsen? Or apocacalypsi? You know, for those times when one world-ending Apocalypse just isn't enough!)
Buffy even recalled how she'd had difficulty remaining alert to potential danger back when Angel was throat fucking her, or pounding her pussy and using her like a cheap slut. Since her brain shut off and she always lost herself in the pleasure of the act. She knew she couldn't let that happen again... but Faith was now getting pounded daily it seemed, if not more often, and she could still kick ass.
"You heard me," Faith said. "I know that cunt of yours is soaking wet from watching Willow sodomize my shit hole."
"Nice visual. Thanks," Buffy said, Faith able to make anything dirty even dirtier.
"You'll be going just as crazy as I do when you have ten inches of Willow's cock buried up your asshole," Faith said, noticing Buffy's cheeks going red. This was obviously flustering her and assumedly making her horny.
"I don't think so," Buffy said, trying to hide her growing excitement at the many visuals now popping into her head... her desire to be fucked by Willow having pretty much consumed her attention for weeks. And it had taken over completely, ever since she'd been a Peeping Thomasine to Willow having her way with the cheerleaders... especially Cordelia... the things Cordelia was willing to do to get herself ass fucked was insane... such as promising to deliver her mother for cornholing... or Buffy herself!
"Willow told me you looked really turned on, and you were even playing with yourself while she was sodomizing Cordelia and Harmony with all the cheerleaders in attendance the other night," Faith added.
"I-I-I don't know what you're talking about," Buffy stammered, never being much of a liar.
"I know you were there," Faith said, "so there's no point trying to pretend you weren't."
"I was just checking on where everyone was and whether they were okay, since none of the cheerleaders showed up at the party," Buffy said, which was actually true.
"Yet once you discovered they were safe, and were just a bunch of ass sluts for your best friend, you didn't leave, did you?" Faith asked rhetorically, turning to step right in front of a very frazzled Buffy, stopping her right in her tracks.
"I was just very surprised," Buffy said, which was also the truth... stunned, shocked, overwhelmed... were also words to describe her feelings when she saw what she'd seen and heard what she'd heard... and, of course, she'd gotten undeniably horny.
"I imagine you were," Faith said, as Buffy went to walk around her.
"Look into my eyes and tell me you weren't turned on while you watched Willow destroy Cordelia and Harmony's assholes and turn them into mindless bimbo fuck toys," Faith said, always able to up the ante on the dirty talk. "Not to mention how they vied with each other to serve you up to Willow for similar treatment. Which, as it turns out, is my pleasure and privilege to undertake."
Before Buffy could answer, although she wasn't sure what she was going to say, two zombies interrupted their awkward standoff, and the two slayers went to work.
"We'll continue this conversation later," Faith said, thinking that giving Buffy the time to stew a little over the topic of their conversation would probably add a little je ne sais quoi to her inevitable submission.
So for a few minutes the two unique slayers did what they did best... they slayed the enemy.
Once they were done, Faith, not missing a beat, continued, "So are you ready to let the stress of slaying go, and you become the slain one... in that asshole of yours?"
"I should be going home," Buffy said, fighting supernaturals always giving her a massive adrenaline rush, and lowering her resistance to such suggestions. The fuckings Angel used to give her were always more intense and body quaking after a good fight.
"I didn't ask what you should do," Faith said, pushing her forcefully against a tree, "I asked if you wanted to get your asshole pounded."
Buffy went to respond, but she felt Faith's lips on hers, and her hand rubbing her pussy under her skirt... which she'd begun wearing more often recently in a subconscious attempt to impress Willow (having noticed that was all Faith wore now that she'd submitted so contentedly to Willow). She briefly melted into the kiss. She hadn't been kissed for so long, and she was surprised by how soft Faith's lips were... a lot softer than any boy's she'd ever kissed.
As expected, Faith found a very wet pussy, and she rubbed it through the panties and pantyhose.
She only continued for ten or fifteen seconds before Buffy pushed her away, demanding, "What are you doing?"
"Checking to see if you're wet," Faith said, bringing her fingers to her nose, and then to her lips, "and girl, you are soaked!"
"I always get wet when I fight," Buffy said, then wished she hadn't said that.
"Well, do I have the perfect way to decompress then," Faith said, pushing Buffy back against the tree and frantically rubbing her pussy.
"Faith," Buffy moaned as she once again pushed Faith away, but this time Faith didn't budge.
"You want this, Buffy," Faith said, firmly holding her position against the horny and therefore weaker slayer. Usually they were evenly matched, but in Buffy's current disheveled emotional state, she was no match for her.
"Noooooo, not with you!" Buffy said, shaking her head.
"But with Willow?" Faith asked, not at all offended, since Buffy's response was exactly what she'd wanted to provoke.
"Yes, I'm afraid to say," Buffy admitted in a moment of weakness and truth.
"Then we can make that happen," Faith said, taking Buffy by the hand and leading her towards Willow's place.
"But I can't," Buffy said, "and I mustn't," even though she mindlessly followed along, her pussy on fire.
"You really need this, Buffy," Faith said earnestly. "You've been off your game for some time now. Actually, since right around the time you saw Willow destroying my back door."
Buffy knew Faith was right, yet she couldn't admit to such a thing. She also knew if she kept following Faith, she'd soon be getting ass fucked by Willow... and while the idea really turned her on, she considered it a bad idea. So she yanked her hand away and ran off.
Faith smiled as she called out, "It's inevitable, Buffy! And wear thigh highs, not pantyhose, when you do submit to Willow."
Buffy scurried home, her pussy on fire. Faith hurried home too... to get fucked by Willow one last time for the night... confident that Buffy's fall was imminent.
....
The next morning Buffy went to school exhausted. The previous night she'd resisted touching herself for hours before she finally succumbed to the inevitable, or at least to an inevitable, by fucking herself to multiple orgasms with a coke bottle... which she'd been using as her go to fuck toy for the past few days.
Faith came to school a little tired too. not getting home until after one o'clock, following a marathon fuck session with Willow, and retold her pressuring Buffy, including the kiss, the pussy rubbing and Buffy's admission. The fuck session was first with a twelve inch strap-on to multiple orgasms for Willow's slut, and then with her flesh and blood cock for one final orgasm for each of them. Of course Faith telling Willow about molesting Buffy added to the witch's excitement.
Willow strolled into the library at lunchtime and said, looking significantly at Buffy, who was wearing a plaid skirt and beige nylons, "Hey."



"Hey," Buffy said, having dressed for the possibility of being fucked by Willow, even heeding the final words from Faith as she'd fled last night.
"I haven't seen you much lately," Willow said.
"Yeah, I've been busy," Buffy said, and then added, even though she wasn't sure why, "as have you."
"Yeah, my life has been crazy," Willow said, which was the understatement of a lifetime.
"Are you still dating Faith?" Buffy asked, well aware that she was, but at a loss for anything else to say... all of her conversations feeling so awkward recently.
"Dating. Fucking. Ass virgin hunting," Faith listed, entering from Stage Left with perfect timing.
"Faith, this is a library," Buffy sighed, "as in absolutely anyone might hear everything you say," both because of what she'd said, but also because she was intruding upon her rare time for chatting with Willow.
"Or the ghosts in this ghost town might," Faith joked, Sunnydale not known for its academic prowess, and as usual, the only ones in the library were the three of them.
"Faith," Willow admonished with a sigh.
"What? Is my ass fucking dominant girlfriend suddenly in the mood to be prim and proper?" Faith asked.
"Not here," Willow said.
Buffy felt so uncomfortable... partly because she was already undeniably horny, and partly because she wanted to stand up for Willow. Out of habit, she guessed. Recently Willow had become extremely good at standing up for herself. Nevertheless, she spoke out, "Just leave her alone."
"Why? Because you want her dick inside your ass instead of in mine?" Faith asked wickedly.
"Faith!" Willow gasped, even though truthfully she wasn't surprised, and knew this was all just part of the final stages of their 'Downfall of Buffy' plan.
"What? You know you want to fuck Buffy's ass," Faith continued. "We even roleplayed your destroying her asshole last night."
"You did?" Buffy asked, this astonishing her, yet also turning her on.
"Yes, I'm sorry you had to hear that," Willow admitted sheepishly, all part of the seduction plan. "I've always had a crush on you."
"You have?" Buffy asked.
"Yes, you're the most beautiful girl I've ever known," Willow continued.
Faith coughed.
"Okay, the two of you are the hottest slayers in the world," Willow smiled.
"Actually you're a pretty hot slayer too," Faith winked. "An ass slayer."
"You are very pretty, Willow," Buffy added, having never seen Willow in that way until the first time she witnessed her fucking Faith.
"Thank you," Willow said, getting all warm inside at the compliment.
"Let's go to the cheerleader's room and seal this deal," Faith suggested.
"Let's go, Buffy," Willow said, taking control of the situation for the first time.
"Really?" Buffy asked, overwhelmed by what was happening.
"Yeah, I want to fuck you, Buffy," Willow said walking up to her. She then stunned Buffy, as the new and extremely confident Willow was now speaking, "I want to fuck your asshole so fucking bad."
"Oh God," Buffy moaned while not even being touched, just from Willow's wicked words.
"Actually, let's do it right here," Willow said spontaneously, going over to her bag to grab the ten-inch strap-on she took everywhere.
"We can't do it here," Buffy protested, even though she was so horny she'd likely mindlessly bend over on the busiest downtown sidewalk.
"Faith, lock up the library and watch the door," Willow ordered. "Not as a lookout, but if you need to, make up some reason why nobody can come in no matter who they are."
"Yes, baby," Faith agreed, loving to see Willow take control like this, loving this was finally happening, and dying to see Buffy with her ass full of cock.
"Are you sure we should be doing this?" Buffy asked nervously, torn between her growing lust and curiosity, versus potentially changing everything and maybe even ruining a valuable friendship.
"Oh, we're definitely doing this," Willow said, pulling the intimidating strap-on from her bag.
"Oh my God," Buffy gasped at the sheer size of the cock.
"This isn't even my biggest one," Willow said, "but since this is your first time, I'm going easy on you," as she watched Faith closing the door. She'd be able to see everything, while nobody outside the door would be able to see anything at all. Perfect!
"I can't take anything that big," Buffy said. Angel had filled her completely, and he was 'only' eight inches. This cock that Willow was sliding up her legs was at least ten, and fat as fuck.
"Oh, your ass can take lots more than this," Willow assured her. "And if my theory is correct, a slayer's ass returns to a virginal condition in just a few minutes."
"Really?" Buffy asked.
"That's the case with Faith, and I sense it will be with you too," Willow said, as she finished securing the harness around her waist... excited to fuck Buffy... any lingering doubts about whether this was a good or bad idea vanished. She definitely wanted to fuck Buffy, no question. However, she didn't just want to turn her into another one of her bimbo ass sluts, she wanted this turn to be special. Yes, she planned to pound that ass good, but she wouldn't humiliate her like she did all the others... at least not at first.
Buffy looked over to see Faith guarding the door, but also having an excellent view of the upcoming action, which the thought was fair enough, but she did ask, as Willow walked up to her stroking the cock with what she assumed was lube, "You're a hundred percent sure about this?"
"You want me to fuck you, don't you, Buffy?" Willow asked, now standing before the blonde beauty... from where she could see both trepidation and lust.
"Yes, but... I just... that is..." Buffy couldn't even construct a sentence, she was so horny and confused.
Willow had no such difficulty. "I'm fucking your ass Buffy, I'm fucking your ass right here and right now," she said firmly and distinctly. "And you're going to fucking love it."
Buffy was overwhelmed by her usually meek friend's strong dominant persona, and she was really turned on by it. She whispered sheepishly, "Yes."
"Turn around," Willow ordered.
Buffy obeyed, as Faith watched from the door... wishing she could get closer to watch, but she had to make sure nobody walked in. Luckily, the school population viewed the library as the last place to go to for lunch... so they should be undisturbed.
Willow lifted up her friend's dress to see her nice ass in a tight pair of blue panties and thigh high stockings. No pantyhose like she normally wore.
"Nice. Did you wear these for me?" she asked.
"I guess so," Buffy replied, having definitely worn them for her.
"You don't know for sure?" Willow asked, as she brought her hands to the panties and pulled them down, releasing the odour of Buffy's undeniable excitement.
"Yes, I did wear them for you," Buffy admitted, her entire body trembling.
Buffy lifted up her feet as Willow removed the panties completely and brought them to her nose. "You smell so good, Buffy. You're already so wet."
"I can't control myself," Buffy said.
"Why are you so wet?" Willow asked, taking a deep and audible sniff of the panties.
"I don't know," Buffy answered shamefully, so humiliated, and yet so turned on and desperate to get fucked by her best friend.
"You do know," Willow corrected her, as she bent down a little and parted her friend's ass cheeks.
"Ohhhh," Buffy moaned, just from feeling Willow's hands on her naked ass.
"Tell me why," Willow ordered a bit gruffly, as she admired the tiny little a-hole.
"Fine," Buffy sighed frustratedly, "watching you ass fuck Faith and the cheerleaders after the game was so hot."
"And?" Willow urged, enjoying teasing her friend, as she leaned forward and licked her inviting asshole.
"And I've been fucking my pussy every night, imagining I was the one you were fucking," Buffy said, her eyes going wide when she felt the tongue on her asshole.
"So now you're ready for me to take this anal cherry of yours?" Willow asked, as she swirled her tongue around the tiny hole that wouldn't be tiny for much longer. Although that would only be a temporary condition, if her theory held.
"Yes, yes, Willow, please fuck my ass," Buffy moaned and begged, "I need it so bad."
Willow stood up and positioned her strap-on cock at her friend's virgin hole, "I've wanted to fuck this asshole for some time."
"Just shove it in," Faith called out, frustrated she couldn't get a much better look. Since they were facing her, she had an excellent view of their faces, which was good, but she couldn't' see the penetration at all.
"Yes please, just shove it in, Willow, fuck me like you fuck all those other girls," Buffy moaned.
Willow obliged, slowly sliding her plastic cock into the virgin hole.
"Oooooooh," Buffy moaned and grimaced, as her asshole was stretched and filled in ways it had never been before.
"Fuck this for a lark," Faith said, locking the door and coming over to get a much better view from all angles of her girlfriend fucking her fellow slayer.
"It takes a little while to get used to," Willow said, having noticed lots of girls and women feeling some discomfort before it shifted into lustful pleasure and intense orgasms.
"It feels weird," Buffy said, which was about the only way she could describe it. It hurt a little, but less than most of the beatings she took during her many fights with other supernaturals. It was a little bit of discomfort, but that was likely because her asshole had never been stretched out by anything before. She felt growing excitement at the reality she had Willow's cock in her ass, although she was a little disappointed it wasn't the real cock she'd seen Willow magic up for herself.
"Oh yeah, Buffy finally has something more than a stick up her ass," Faith joked, taking a shot at the blonde.
"Fuck you," Buffy responded automatically and absentmindedly, her attention focussed on the cock that kept going deeper into her ass and stretching her even more.
"Maybe I will after Willow has," Faith shrugged, always being the bottom with Willow, but often brandishing a strap-on to fuck other girls and women... having fucked Cordelia's mom this morning after having Cordelia eat her out.
"No fucking way," Buffy said, willing to give herself to Willow, but not to Faith.
"Focus on me, Buffy," Willow ordered, and gave Faith a Look.
"It's just so hot," Faith said, her only form of an apology.
"You do look fucking hot with my cock in your ass, Buffy," Willow said, as she finished filling Buffy's ass and was now resting her crotch against her ass cheeks.
"I feel so filled up," Buffy said, overwhelmed by how full she felt.
"Wait until you host the fourteen-inch monster," Faith said, that now being the one she enjoyed buried deep in her shit hole the most... size definitely did matter.
"Ohhhhh, my," Buffy said, as Willow, her hands grasping Buffy's hips, began to pull back out.
"You look so hot, baby," Faith said, admiring her girlfriend... only wishing she was naked. Her perky tits and hard nipples were always so sexy when she was slamming into someone from behind.
"Thanks, honey," Willow said, her pussy on fire at the reality she was actually fucking Buffy! Her cock orgasms were great, a completely different version of orgasm... sort of exploding outwards rather than imploding inwards... but wearing a strap-on and pounding a virgin hole also got her pussy revved up, and she'd already decided she eventually wanted to round off this encounter with Buffy between her legs.
"I can't believe you're fucking my ass," Buffy said, both to herself and to Willow.
"Oh, she ain't really fucking your ass yet," Faith said. "She's just getting started."
"I've wanted to fuck you ever since I discovered the thrill of being a top," Willow shared, sliding back into Buffy.
"Top?" Buffy asked, that not being a term she knew.
"Yeah the one doing the fucking is called a top, and the one getting their asshole plugged is a bottom," Faith explained. "It's more of a male sex analogy, but I think it works for us gals too."
"I prefer the terms Mistress and pet," Willow said.
"I'll always be your pet, baby," Faith purred, her hand going to her pussy as she watched her slayer competition getting sodomized. "And I'm also your slut, ass whore, cunt licker, submissive slave, and your bimbo fuck toy."
"Oooooooh," Buffy moaned loudly, partly from the fucking, and partly from the name calling. When Angel had used to fuck her face and call her a cum dump, or pound her pussy while calling her his slut, it had always enhanced her pleasure... which had always confused her, since she definitely wasn't a slut. She'd never slept around, she just had rather athletic sex with her only lover.
"I think she likes the name calling too," Faith said, loving the sight of this Barbie Girl slayer bent over in such a vulnerable position. Being bottomed and dominated by Willow had briefly had her questioning her overall strength, but she came to understand that giving herself and her asshole to Willow made her stronger, not weaker... but seeing Buffy taking it in the asshole definitely evened things out.
"For now, she's just my pet, and not anything nasty," Willow said, slowly fucking her. "I already have a lot of bimbo, submissive, fuck toys. And she may be my pet now, but she's still my BFF!"
"Whatever you decide to call me, just don't stop doing what you're doing," Buffy moaned, as her pleasure was quickly growing, and by now had totally usurped her initial pain. Being fucked had always been pleasurable, but this was something entirely different. She felt pleasure in both her asshole and her pussy, even though her pussy wasn't physically involved.
"How does it feel?" Willow asked, as she continued her slow, deep strokes inside Buffy's asshole.
"So good," Buffy answered, her brain shutting off as the visceral pleasure took over.
"Tell her what you want, Buffy," Faith said, wanting to hear the pretty girl talk nasty.
"I want Mistress Willow to fuck my ass," Buffy said. "I want to be her pet ass slut."
"Mmmmmmm," Faith moaned, her nearby phone having caught an audio of that declaration... as well as the entire sodomy so far.
"You're a natural ass slut," Willow said, as she began fucking Buffy faster... harder.
"Yes, fuck me, fuck my ass, fuck me," Buffy mumbled, her pleasure continuing to grow. This ass fucking was way more intense than any fucking Angel had ever given her.
"Who owns that asshole?" Faith asked as she rubbed herself... a little envious that Willow wasn't fucking her right now.
"Willow owns my asshole," Buffy declared mindlessly.
Willow wanted to fuck her to an orgasm, yet she also wanted to watch the various expressions crossing her face. So without any warning, she pulled out.
"Noooooo, shove that cock back up my ass," Buffy pleaded with a desperation only a craving, lustful ass slut could express.
"Hop into the table and spread those legs for your Mistress," Willow ordered, as she briefly admired her handiwork... a beautiful gaping hole. Something she had come to admire as pure art. It was her own version of a Rembrandt. Shit, this gaping hole would look delightful in the middle of the Louvre. It really was a masterpiece!
"Okay," Buffy obeyed, quickly turning around, hopping onto the table and spreading her legs wide like an eager slut.
"Shit, she's turned into as big a slut for your cock as I am," Faith laughed at watching Buffy obeying so quickly and eagerly.
"I need your cock back in my ass so bad, Willow," Buffy pleaded, her legs spread almost like a gymnast's, which made her gaping hole even more inviting.
"Mmmmmmm, but I've got to taste this first," Willow said, as she bent down and swirled her tongue inside her best friend's well fucked and fully gaped hole.
"Oh my," Buffy gasped, as she felt the hot breath actually blowing inside her while the wet tongue probed into her.
"I want to see that gaped shit hole," Faith said, walking right beside the spread legs and peering down.
Willow swirled her tongue for just a few seconds before backing away and allowing her girlfriend to admire her artistry.
"Fucking amazing," Faith said, the phone in her hand now filming, she shot a full screen video of Buffy's gaped asshole.
"What are you doing?! You can't film this!" Buffy protested, just as Willow slid her cock back into her needy asshole.
"Don't worry Buffy, it's just for us," Willow said, as she began bucking into her friend harder, in a perfect position to watch her cock sliding in and out of this beautiful asshole, and also to watch her friend's varying facial expressions. She only wished she'd gotten Buffy to remove her dress first, so see could view those perky tits while she hammered her. Alas, but there'd be a next time. Instead, she moved her hands to both silky-clad ankles.
"Oh fuck, I don't care, film me while I'm being sodomized, just don't stop fucking my ass," Buffy declared desperately... her desire to be ass fucked hard overriding anything else.
"Oh yes, Baby, pound that asshole, give her that big cock," Faith cheered her on, always loving to watch her hot girlfriend reaming an asshole. And it being Buffy's increased the hotness exponentially!
Willow didn't say anything. She just fucked Buffy's ass. Hard. Her hands wrapped around the silky ankles. Her eyes admiring her cock sliding in and out of the tight hole that was made for cock, and then gliding up to see her friend's pursed lips and glazed eyes. As well as listening to her sexy moans, that were increasing with intensity with each deep thrust.
"Oh fuck, Willow, fuck me, fuck my ass," Buffy babbled, watching Willow fuck her... in awe that Willow was fucking her... in awe of the pleasure consuming her body. Her mind churned into mush as pleasure consumed her entire being.
"Come, you sexy slut," Faith exhorted, now frantically rubbing herself, and knowing from personal experience her fellow slayer was close to an apocalyptic orgasm.
"Oh yes, I'm about to come," Buffy announced to her two companions and to whomever might later on be watching the video she was starring in, as she closed her eyes and allowed Willow to bestow anal pleasure upon her... pleasure she'd never before known existed.
"Come for me, Buffy, come from being my ass pet," Willow barked, as she hammered her friend's asshole... her own pussy burning with need from this bucket list fuck.
"Oh yes, W-W-W-W-W-W-Willow," she stammered as if beset by a sudden stuttering affliction, before she was finally able to get the word out just as her orgasm struck her down.
Cum squirted up from her untouched pussy and right into Willow's face, as Buffy experienced the orgasm of her life... that made her body feel like it was filled with fireworks exploding in pleasure as her head went light, and her body quaked like it was on the San Andreas Fault line.
"So hot," Faith said, as she too came from frigging herself, watching the slayer sodomy.
Willow pumped the ass for a couple dozen more strokes before pulling out and ordering, as she climbed out of the harness, "Eat that asshole, Faith."
"You nasty bitch," Faith said, even while she eagerly went between Buffy's legs to her leaking pussy and her gaping asshole and ate that ass, just as she watched her girlfriend get onto the desk and straddle Buffy.
"W-w-what are you doing now?" Buffy asked, as she saw Willow appear above her.
"Getting into position for what you'll be doing next," Willow said, as she lowered her pussy onto her newest pet's face. "Now eat my pussy, my pet."
Oddly, even after all the kink she'd witnessed recently and the anal pounding she'd just received, she'd never considered eating a pussy... for some reason that seemed gay... while getting fucked was only getting fucked, regardless of her partner's gender. But suddenly she was engulfed by a scent unlike anything she'd ever smelt... exotic and enticing. So without really thinking about it, she leaned up and licked her first ever pussy, while her ass was being eaten by Faith.



"Oh yes, lick my pussy, Buffy," Willow moaned.
Buffy was licking away hungrily, this first taste of pussy being enough to make her question her preference for exclusively men. Sucking cock usually provided a taste of sweat or soap, and cock cum was gooey and salty... but pussy was an entirely different libation. It was sweet like wine and smooth like water. She couldn't get enough of it, and now she was dying to learn what a flooding pussy tasted like.
"I've wanted to have you eating my pussy for so long," Willow moaned, as she reached behind herself to grab Buffy's head, and pulled her even deeper into her oasis of flowing juice.
Buffy could feel the wetness dripping onto her face as she licked as if this were her last meal, when it was likely her first of many. One lick and she was addicted; one lick and she wanted not only to be Willow's ass pet, but also her pussy licking pet; one lick and she was pretty sure she wasn't only straight no more, but had completely flipped to being exclusively a lesbian.
"Don't stop, slut," Willow moaned, as her orgasm was imminent.
Faith had stopped eating Buffy's delicious asshole to film this hot lesbian scene, although Willow's skirt was tragically completely covering Buffy's head. That said, watching Willow ride Buffy's face and watching her come was hot all on its own.
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, fuuuuuck," Willow bellowed as her orgasm hit, and she flooded cum all over her best friend's face.
Buffy lapped up the flood of delicious cum as best she could, completely intoxicated by it.
A minute later, Willow's orgasm spent, she got off of Buffy, got off the table, and helped her newest lover up off the hard table and asked, "So how was that?"
"The ass fucking or the pussy eating?" Buffy asked playfully.
"Both, silly," Willow smiled, enjoying the pussy gleam on her best friend's face.
"The ass fucking was intense and gave me the best orgasm of my life, and the pussy eating forced me into questioning my sexuality," Buffy admitted.
"Cunt is always better than cock," Faith said.
"I think I've just discovered that," Buffy said, stretching.
The bell rang and Willow said, "Well, I guess we should reopen the library."
"I hope you're going to fuck me with your magical flesh and blood cock next time," Buffy said.
"You think there's going to be a next time?" Willow asked seriously.
"There won't be?" Buffy asked unable to hide her disappointment.
Willow stared at her for a few seconds before breaking out a smile and saying, after kissing her briefly, "Oh sweetheart, I'm just yanking your chain. There will be a lot of next times."
"Thank God," Buffy said, hitting Willow playfully. "If you don't want to give me CPR, please don't tease me like that."
"Oh, next time I'm going to come deep inside your asshole Buffy, and then make you walk around with my cum leaking out of your ass for the rest of the day," Willow said.
"Don't forget, I'm your girlfriend, and I get that dick first," Faith reminded her.
"Yes, I'll drill that shit hole right after school," Willow said, then whispered to Buffy, "She's really needy."
"I heard that," Faith called out.
"Am I wrong?" Willow asked.
"Well, I didn't say that," Faith smiled, as the three of them strolled out of the library arm in arm, looking just like three chums who'd just finished a meeting of their book club.
End of part 7
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Summary: More questions asked by readers and answered by me.
This is my fifth straight year of ending the year with an essay about me... six if you include the massive illustrated reflection of 500 Stories released earlier this year that look back at, well, 500 stories.
If you want to read the others, they are... in order of release:
2017: Twenty Questions
2018: Twenty-One More Questions
2019: Twenty-Two More Questions
2020: Twenty-Two Questions Again: Lists
2021: "500 Stories": A Look Back
Twenty Questions 2021
Last year I complied a series of lists of things I liked. This year I'm returning to answering questions asked by my readers during the year.
So without further ado: 20 Questions 2021.
1. If you had a threesome with your hubby, would it be MMF OR MFF?
That may be one of the hardest questions I've ever been asked.
Both choices are appealing for different reasons.
So before revealing which I'd choose... let's contemplate them both.
MMF
The idea of being spit-roasted is one of many fuck-it list items I doubt I'll ever actually fulfill. For one thing, I'm not overly coordinated... I enjoy sports, but am terrible at pretty much all of them... so it would be interesting to see if I could come anywhere close to the smoothness I write about: the traditional rocking horse scenario of deep throating one cock and then bouncing back to take the other cock in your pussy.
The idea of being double penetrated is also quite appealing, and is also on my fuck-it list... although unlike in my stories where anal is easy and straightforward... in my case, it requires lots of lube (both physically with anal lube, and mentally with a fair amount of wine).
Also, because I do love cum... the idea of taking two loads all over my face is a turn-on. A bukkake is also on my fuck-it list, and I'm not sure how many loads it takes to qualify for a bukkake, but I assume it's more than two. In my head, at least five, although ten seems like a great number.
With all that said, I can't fathom my husband being even one percent comfortable or agreeable to sharing me with another man... although I think given the right circumstances, he might be okay with a threesome if he was the only man.
MFF
The idea of having a wicked lesbian sex session while my husband watches and then joins in, is quite the turn-on. While I'm pretty confident my husband wouldn't go for an MMF... I'm pretty confident he wouldn't resist an MFF. (What guy would?)
Interestingly, while I'd love to eat a pussy while he watched... or to get fucked by a strap-on while he watched... I'm not sure how I'd react if I saw him getting sucked by or fucking another woman. I know this may sound strange considering my writing... yet fantasy me and reality me are, not surprisingly, somewhat different.
Part of me wants to live out every fantasy on my fuck-it list... living life with no regrets.
Yet another part of me understands the risks of doing such a thing... as a wife... and a mother.
So if I had a choice... I think I'd take the MMF, because then I wouldn't be the one dealing with jealousy... or at least not mine.
2. How many men do you think you might have pushed over the proverbial line to suck cock?
This is a question I've pondered before.
While incest stories attract the most votes, and illustrated stories attract the most reads, it's usually the gay stories that seem to attract the most emails.
For instance, the HypnoSissy series has a very loyal following, even though the reads are a fraction of what incest or illustrated stories get.
I've been stunned by how many men have emailed me over the years saying they fantasize about sucking a dick or bottoming.
I've been equally surprised by how many men have said they'd sucked a cock or took one in their asses... as well as by how many of these men were married.
No doubt... one of the biggest midlife crises of many men is questioning their sexuality after the frustration of four decades trying to perform like a man in a man's world.
It's also been interesting that a quarter at least of these men only wanted to suck or get fucked by black cocks. There are lots of philosophies and psychological analyses about why this may be the case, but I'll leave that discussion for another day.
I've had a couple dozen men email me saying I'd triggered their curiosity and eventually led them to exploring that curiosity. Of course this is the Internet, so who knows how many are telling the truth, but I sense that more times than not, they are.
I do feel that almost every gay, sissy or even trans story has an impact on some readers who're questioning their sexuality. I feel my lesbian ones do that too sometimes, but not to the same extent as gay and sissy.
So I have no idea how many... but I'm flattered when my stories... regardless of category... can inspire men or women to explore their sexuality or fantasies.
I write for myself... I write for my readers... and I write to allow people to explore some of the the taboo topics that society often looks down on them for even contemplating.
I mean it's 2021 (2022 in a few days, depending when this essay is released), so people should be comfortable with themselves, their sexuality and their relationships.
As I say that... I have to shake my head at myself... since I often live in a fantasy world... or actually, the majority of the time.
3. Do you use the word 'cunt' in your real life vocabulary?
Truth: No. I don't know if I've ever uttered the word out loud, even though I frequently use it in my stories.
But my real life and my writing life are very different... almost polar opposites. I mean I do have a good sex life. I can be a nasty slut, I've been with a few women since I got married... but almost anyone who knows me face to face would see me as prim and proper, a little stiff, a bit of a hard ass in my job, and a compassionate person.
I also have never used the following terms: shit hole, fisting, bukkake or arse... and I'm sure there are quite a few others.
4. Are you a switch?
Somewhat.
With my husband, I'm a hundred percent submissive. Well, even that isn't exactly true. I'm not a 'do anything' submissive... but I do aim to please.
In my lesbian encounters I also tend to be submissive... meaning I have a very hard time saying no... and I like to please... both sexually and otherwise ... but on the rare occasions when I've had a sexual encounter with a natural submissive, I've played the more dominant role.
Truth: The latter doesn't come naturally.
Truth: I find it awkward.
Truth: I don't get as turned on as when I'm the submissive.
Truth: The longer I'm taking control, the more I get into it.
So, long story short... only when the circumstances work that way.
5. Do you watch porn with your husband? If so, what kind?
Sometimes. Although not as much as when we were younger.
As for what kind... this may disappoint many of my readers, since what I watch on my own is a lot kinkier... (check last year's Twenty-Two Questions Again: Lists). The porn we watch together is usually story-based, and it may include some threesomes or foursomes.
Now that I think of it... I wonder if porn might be a way of hinting at some of my fantasies. Something to think about.
6. When you have sex with a woman, do you announce when you are coming, as is so prevalent in your writing?
To be honest... I don't know. In my writing, I feel I need to let the reader know when an orgasm has been reached. Perhaps I should come up with other ways to communicate that.
Truthfully, when I've been with women, I don't think I've ever declared my orgasms, although my moans are quite loud.
I have gotten some women off who talked a lot, and did indeed declare their orgasms... usually while shoving my face deep in their pussies.
7. I know you've written about this in your stories, but in reality would you like to have a black Master or Mistress?
I think it's important to distinguish between fantasy, roleplay and reality.
When I'm feeling horny, the idea of having a black master is a turn-on... when I'm in that mood, other times having a Black Mistress, or a teen Mistress, or even a sibling Mistress has my pussy on fire... while sometimes having someone freeuse me at a mall, or in my classroom or on an airplane makes me come quick.
I do find black men and women attractive, although I also know I could be seen as a racist for harbouring such thoughts. I hope not. (My editor frequently says I'm not being racist if I'm celebrating someone's ethnicity, only if I'm disparaging it, which I'm pretty sure I never do.) I glorify their beauty, not just sexually, but their all around personality, and the way they carry themselves after centuries of unfair treatment.
I find Japanese women's moans the sexiest ones in the world.
I find a British woman's accent to be a complete turn-on... especially when she talks dirty. Hearing 'fuck my arse' is sexy in a way I just can't explain. Although their calling pantyhose tights is something I can't get used to.
I love watching submissive Filipinos, tall Scandinavians or big bootied Spanish woman.
Truth is... I get turned on by pretty much all races and all people.
I love redheads... and green eyes doubles my instant pussy tingle.
I love blondes... with blue eyes.
I love brunettes... with chestnut eyes.
My point is... I love certain things about men and women of all ages, sizes and races.
I even have a story on Literotica called Jasmine Fantasies: Going Native, where I succumb to more than a couple of First Nation people.
My first posted story was about a white woman being seduced by a black woman and eventually the black woman's black husband as well, in A Perfect Fall (which was on purpose, since that has been one of my biggest fantasies since before I began writing). My third story was The Sweet Seduction about a Muslim woman succumbing to lesbian sinning.
I also have a lengthy series out called Dominican Slut, which people tend either to love or to hate.
I wrote a very long and controversial reverse racism novella called Deconstructing the Professor, where a white coed destroys her proud black professor completely, which is likely one of my best written (It took two years to write and to decide to release). I wrote a second one five years later, called Slave to a White Bitch. And... although it won't be out until next year I am in the process of a story where a black couple explore their own racial fetish with a white shemale... if I finish it.
I've written a couple of Asian focused ones (and have some ideas for more) like Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, and Big Fat Cock: Eating Asian.
There are ones with a British focus like Blackmail Tarts, the Catching Mommy series, and others.
I realize although I've written about some Hispanic characters, I'm not sure I've ever written a completely Hispanic story. (Yes, in my recent Mom's Tantric Massage, the family was named Hernandez, but that hardly mattered to the plot.) Mmmmmmm.
Anyway, after, as usual, a longwinded answer to a simple question (in case you've forgotten by now, it was whether I'd want to have a black Master or Mistress):
-In a fantasy world? In a heartbeat.
-In my current life? Unlikely.
-If I was single? Mmmmmmmmmmmmm.
8. What in a man turns you on?
Lots of things. Like:
-Confidence
-Sexy
-Sexy eyes
-Physically fit
-A gentleman (in public)
-Dominant in bed
-Can dance
-A sense of humour (although not targeting me)
-A 6-plus-inch cock is a must (thick is a bonus)
-I prefer black hair (although I also have a thing for bald men)
-a nice ass
9. What in a woman turns you on?
-Legs in nylons of course... painted toes in nylons... a nice ass in nylons
-Passion
-Eyes that speak volumes
-A sexy smile
-Long hair
-Young and cute
-Older and confident
-Lives Life
-Dominant
-Submissive
As I listed these things... I decided not to go too deep.
In essence, most men I've dated started because they were confident and asked me out.
For women, my encounters have often been because of their making the first move.
10. What are your pet peeves as a writer?
You know... 90 plus percent of what I write is well liked. I'm sometimes accused of having a fan base that five stars everything I write, and perhaps I have a few who do that... but if you look at the reads of my stories... I have long seen that each story is recognized on its own merits.
Stories like Willow's Way are read by almost nobody... but people who like the series at all, tend to be very enthusiastic about it (2 more stories are done and will be released in 2022 where Buffy finally gets her asshole destroyed).
While my illustrated stories are read by thousands, they receive almost no comments or votes.
The reality is I know I'm not one of the best writers on Literotica. I'm good, but I'm not at the same level as some of the writers posting here, and I never will be. I accept that. (Please understand this is not me asking for validation or pity. I get a lot of validation from the many compliments, emails, reads, scores, and the odd win, so no worries).
Amazing writers in regards to style, grammar, characterization and plot: include: TxTallTales, BrokenSpokes, blackrandi1958, harddaysnight, gabethewriter, MsCherylTerra, and Tefler... just to name a few (I'm sure there are many more since I don't do a lot of reading erotica).
My fan base does indeed help me win some annual awards... yet they don't help me to win contest stories. This is how I know I'm not as accomplished as some of the others.
Which is fine.
I write hot porn.
I write good characters.
I write about a variety of topics and themes.
I write what turns me on.
But I do resent, a little, being accused of having a fan base that overrates my scores. I believe I also have some detractors who limit my scores. It goes both ways... not just for me, but for most writers on Literotica. I've seen many great writers receiving poor scores or having their scores drop because of haters.
It is what it is.
In the end, as I've once again rambled... my pet peeve is being judged superficially.
I also hate that I allow myself to become annoyed by a few negative comments, when I know intellectually that the majority of my readers enjoy my work.
THE CRITIQUES WITHOUT SOLUTIONS
I, I assume just like many other writers, appreciate constructive feedback. I know I'm not perfect. I know I use my darling words too often: 'Knees' and 'plethora', among others. I know sometimes I overuse key descriptors. From your comments, I hope I've improved at least a little.
I even like when someone rips my story apart... even if it hurts a little... since half the time the rant is actually spot on in some ways. The person has actually put some thought into it.
What drives me nuts is anonymous comments or criticism like:
Trashy, crap writing. 1 star. (I feel pretty confident that none of my stories are worthy of 1 star... well almost none. I also know that I'm pretty strong grammatically. Thus, maybe it was seen as a terrible plot by this reader; or maybe he/she hated the characters; but no way was it crap writing).
You used to be great. Those days are gone, it seems. What happened to you? I wish there was a zero stars. 1 is too high for this story, but I guess it will have to do. Ouch! I can't recall which story or stories prompted that, but I don't feel my stories have gotten worse over time... although now I write about a wider variety of themes, some of which certain people may not like.
As has become common with you, your story ideas are great, but your dialogue is dumb AF. No one talks like that outside of Beavis and Butthead or the jackass movies. You used to be pretty good, so now you still get good scores, but that's really just from your reputation. You had a chance with that Training Of story, but it looks like you gave up on that, and went back to the dumb AF dialogue. Sad.
Dialogue is tough to write, and no doubt there's some truth that my dialogue can be corny, and I use too much of it during the sex scenes. That said, comparing it to Beavis and Butthead seems a bit extreme. Oddly, the next Training of Cecilia story is done and is in editing... also oddly, that story largely includes extensive dialogue... so go figure.
Will never, ever, for the life of me understand why you write these tiny, unfulfilling epilogues at the end of every half-decent story. Why not just keep it going at that point and flesh it out, or if you can't be bothered, then stop and write a part two if it gets enough views and interest? You're just shooting yourself in the foot every time you do this. This one actually has a good point, and the criticism is fair. Alas, when I write epilogues like that, it is
Lastly, although he/she at least uses a name, Xzy89c1, his/her comment is ironically almost always the same: Same plot as half her stories.... What's interesting about this comment is the person is half right. My themes definitely are consistent. Most of my stories at least mention stockings, most of them have someone submitting (invariably much more easily than would ever happen in real life), in most of my stories someone is led to accept a new revelation about their sexuality, and most of my stories are written in a similar style. That said, I write about a variety of themes: lesbian, incest, interracial, illustrated, mature, transgender, anal, and lots more. So this is erotica, and many plots have some similarities, but I also feel there are differences. Oddly, this comment was last made about a freeuse story, which I'd never written about at all, until that one.
11. Have you ever been involved with incest personally?
No.
Although I have many fantasies... some very kinky... some quite perverse... my attraction to the idea of incest is, for the most part, mostly about the taboo of it.
I would NEVER remotely consider any sort of sexual encounter with my own kids.
On the other hand, as I've written about in the past, including exploring it in a couple of actual stories, the idea of a lesbian encounter with one or both of my adult sisters is a constant fantasy of mine. If the opportunity presented itself, I imagine I'd take it.
Although incest is by far my most popular category, and without a doubt it garners the most reads (incest does too, although I imagine my also popular illustrated stories are often not read, but just the pictures scrolled through), the majority of my readers would never actually commit the act.
12. You write so prolifically about men being either coerced, caught/forced, taught, conditioned or just plain becoming cocksuckers, submissive, bi, sissies, cucks, betas, property & slaves. What's your personal desire for the future of men?
Honestly, although I write a variety of stories where men submit to women or to other men, and I even have some fanciful stories that look forward to a future society where women are in overall charge... what I really want in real life is for men and women to be truly equal, and to be allowed to explore their sexuality without being judged for their inclinations or decisions.



Some people may think this assertion is contrary to some of my darker writings... and I understand that... I've written many stories where women are treated like cheap sluts (but if you actually know me, you'll know I believe that if a woman wants to be a slut for a day or for always, that's her choice... but I'm completely against rape. So if any of my stories imply I support it, then I've done a poor job). I want a world where all women are liberated enough to be who they want to be, both professionally and sexually.
Conversely, I want the same for men. There's no doubt that about 25 centuries of men running the world, and thus of men being told what being a man should mean, has created a world where just about all men have been brainwashed or coerced into hiding their true feelings, both emotionally and sexually. My years of writing, and thus my years of receiving emails from readers, have convinced me that many men have bi tendencies. Guys are curious about sucking cock. I have no statistics about how many men share this fantasy, but among men over forty, I'd guesstimate it's over 25%... and actually, given the right situations, I believe it's closer to 50%. Many of them don't admit it, many don't follow through with it, but the amount of men who are at least curious is growing every year.
I'm not sure I've answered this question completely. I don't want a world where either gender dominates the political world. Nor do I want a world where one gender dominates the other either politically, sexually or otherwise.
Personally, I'm submissive mostly, and I want a man who'll fuck me good, hard and rough. But I also want this same man to treat me like a princess, to rub my feet after a long day, to listen to me and actually ask questions, and to hold my hand in public.
I am... like most women... complex. Yet what we want in the most basic sense, is love.
By the way, I'd suggest... although I'm no expert on this... that's what men primarily want too... although many of them are probably too manly to admit it to anyone.
13. What are your favourite stories you've written this year?
Instead of a ranking, here are just some stories based on when they were released this year.
"500 Stories": A Look Back
It's crazy to think that I reached the milestone of 500 published stories (and two poems) in February of this past year. To mark the encounter, I wrote a massive look back at my writing history, and over a few months, I also illustrated it, using many pics from the original stories, but also commissioning many new ones from my editor.
If you're new to my writing (and interested in knowing more), this is likely the best place to find an overview about me and my past writing. Last year's essay Twenty-Two Questions Again: Lists is where to find lists of all my favourite stories of the ones I've written in order (stories both in various categories and overall).
But my 500 Stories is a fun way to look at my past, to reflect on my favourite stories and themes, and to find illustrations made specifically for this essay of selected stories that mean something to me.
I'm not trying to be pretentious, although I know it's going to sound a little pretentious, and deep down I suppose I am a little pretentious (I wonder what the record is for using the word pretentious in a single pretentious sentence), but pretentious or not, I believe this is a must read for anyone who enjoys the majority of my work.
PS: This illustrated essay was recognized by Literotica as best Illustrated story of February 2021).
Mom's Motivation
This new series, which will continue into 2022 with at least three more chapters, was a different variety of incest story for me to write.
Usually a mom or a son tentatively seduces the other... which is somewhat true in part one of this series... but this story is way more about the mental and sexual aspect of a mother who decides to use her sexuality to motivate her two lazy ass sons to start acting like real men. (No, not to repress their emotions like the 'real men' mentioned above, but just to begin holding down steady jobs.)
As the story continues in 2022, you'll witness just how far this beautiful and sexually rejuvenated mother will go to help not only her two sons, but also her sweet, virginal daughter.
Sorority MILFs
This is the best lesbian story and new series (although the series isn't only lesbian, since part two is a fun cock-filled adventure) I wrote this year, with more to come in 2022.
The story focuses on two MILFs who are given full ride scholarships to attend college in their forties... the scholarships awarded by a unique sorority both of their daughters already belong to. Although incest would be assumed by many people, the story isn't an incestuous one (although admittedly the two daughters witness and even encourage their mothers' sexual excesses), but it's a tale about two MILFs exploring their sexuality during a pledge week.
It's a fun, kinky, romantic series that will also continue with part three written and ready for 2022 and hopefully two more chapters to come after that.
The Training of Cecelia
Although I write about a lot of submissive characters, and a lot of kinky scenes and plots, I seldom explore BDSM... largely because while I'm submissive... I'm not comfortable with bondage. (I hate being bound... I hate having no control... I know this might perhaps appear contradictory for a submissive, but it's who I am.) This series explores the awakening of a dominant woman's submissiveness and the development of her utter obedience.
Although this series features some of my traditional themes like stockings, submission, anal and so forth, bondage, orgasm denial and complete blind submission are its main themes... which I hope you'll witness in 2022.
This story is very heavy on dialogue, and it goes deep into the mind of a woman as she comes to grips with the extremes of her true sexuality.
Part three is done and in editing and will also be released early in 2022.
Becoming a Lesbian Slave 2
It's rare I return to a story from years ago, especially after eight years, although I do so on occasion. But this story suddenly started getting requests for a sequel.
By the way, although I struggle with finding fresh new themes for sequels sometimes, when the right idea comes along, I love going back to a well-liked story.
This story, in case you haven't read it recently if at all, is about an older business woman who is dominated and humiliated by a much younger woman.
In part two, the older woman tries to regain control after her life falls apart, but instead she falls even deeper into lesbian submission.
If all goes well, I'll write a third and final chapter in 2022 (hopefully not 2029 LOL)... but I've struggled to begin the last part, since I don't know which direction to take it.
The woman's mother is involved now... but how?
The pet had almost found a way to regain her dignity... but has been betrayed again.
What should happen next? Her long-time best friend is siding with the woman's bitchy seductress, and she's happy as a clam about being a pet, but is that what's best for the woman? She's scheduled to have dinner with her mother and the seductress a few hours following the close of the final scene, but what's her mother's role in all this? Has she too become the seductress's pet... or is she about to be revealed as some sort of secret dominatrix who's recently joined forces with the seductress in her daughter's 'best interests'? Even I'm not sure of the answers.
With a score of 4.82, this has become my second highest-rated lesbian story ever.
Crossing the Line
I haven't written many gay stories this year. This one was a fun, simple one... although similar to many of my gay stories. Straight man is tempted... he pushes the curiosity away... he can't persevere, though... and he eventually crosses the line.
In this story, the straight guy goes to a gym that has a special area in the shower area where men can have their dicks sucked by eager cock suckers... as a guy, you can wait in line to get blown, or you might cross the line and forever become one of the designated cock suckers.
Based on many of the emails I received... many of my readers would eagerly cross that line... would you?
Trans Summer
I write one, perhaps two trans stories a year. Last year I felt my story Family Reunion: Mother's Day was one of the best I've ever written, and this year I think this is one of my best. For some reason, I tend to find that once I get a good trans idea, the story flows rather effortlessly.
In this story, a trans teacher is on holiday. She encounters a female ex-student, and they enjoy a night of amazing sex.
Although many people have asked for a sequel... I think this story may stand out best as a one-off... but who knows?
With a score of 4.82, it's my fifth highest score ever, and my highest trans story (Just ahead of the novella She-Male School: A Teacher Seduced', an old story I've considered returning to a few times if I can come up with the right plot continuation)... of which I'm quite proud.
A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp
Any time I can work with the amazing Rebecca's work... I can't resist.
If you enjoy wild, lesbian sex...
If you enjoy epic lesbian artwork...
Then this story is a must... although truth be told, it lacks a real plot.
The plot is lots of moms and daughters going to the lake to, you know, fuck... or for some of the moms to discover the joys of lesbian sex for the first time, often learning from their experienced daughters.
PS: There's lots of incest in this story... and lots of amazing artwork and kinky scenes.
Mom's Tantric Massage
This was such a fun story to research and to write.
I've never done drugs... the idea of not being in control always scares me... but when I learned from my good friend Breezy about a massage oil that enhances sex, I had to write about it.
The story itself is very sensual... yet quite kinky... with a lot of heart and character development.
As I began writing it, it was intended to be a one-off... yet as the story evolved, the idea of exploring this family further in additional stories... including the relationship between the brother and sister... has become intriguing... and parts two and three are written and will be released in 2022. Part 2 the siblings have sex, but only after a surprise prostate orgasm for the brother and in Part 3 the aunt arrives and the threesome becomes a foursome.
My Son's Lap
Yes, the lap story has been done to death. Yet, it is so popular that when I had a sit on Santa Lap idea I had to go with it. The story was hugely popular and ideas for a romantic, yet kinky, mother-son relationship was born... with sequels coming in 2022.
The return of the HypnoSissy has also been fun as the people who love the series really love it.
Which was your favourite story of the past year?
14. Do you have a secret five (five celebrities your partner has already given you permission to fuck if you ever get the chance)?
Funny, my husband and I do. In truth, we made our lists together one night after seeing it on Friends. That said, I decided to have some fun with this concept and to make up a few different versions for right now.
Men
-The Rock. Just his nickname is sexy as fuck and his muscles... smile... and the gaze. I imagine he'd be in almost every woman's top five. My liking almost all his movies only adds to his allure.
-Jason Stratham. Now some of you may be thinking, really? But first, there's just something about a bald man. Second, he exudes confidence. The number of times I've imagined him just taking me and fucking me like a cheap slut is too many to count. His movies are without a doubt among my guilty pleasures.
-Denzel Washington. He's aged so well, and he's just such a sexy man. Also, just like his diverse roles as an actor, I imagine him having a multitude of sides as a man. In public treating his woman like a true lady, yet in the bedroom taking control and fucking her just the way she needs to be fucked.
-Zach Efron. Maybe it's because I watched High School Musical so many times with my daughter, but he's still a hot man. A man who's comfortable with who he is, and being young, hopefully he'd have the stamina to fuck me multiple times.
-Ryan Reynolds. I had to include a Canadian. And a second sexiest man of the year after The Rock. His smile is amazing. His dry wit reminds me of my husband. He is fucking hot. He got pegged in Deadpool.
Women
-Jennifer Aniston. While I'd willingly do any of the Friends cast... I mean Joey's 'How You Doin' made my pussy tingle for ten seasons plus re-runs.
-Kate Middleton. I have a thing for princesses, I think. I was definitely fascinated with Princess Diana when she was alive, and I remember crying like a baby when she died. Kate is cute, she usually wears nylons, and there's just something about her. In my head, she's the dominant one in the bedroom both if she fucked me, and I can just see her with a strap-on fucking Prince William. I know... I'm fucked in the head sometimes.
-Ariana Grande. Oddly, I can't name even one song of hers. But she's so cute, and watching her on the Voice this year, I found her completely enthralling. So cute, a sexy voice, playful, a fashion icon, and she wears nylons a lot... which, you may have heard someplace, I like.
-Gabriel Union. While there are many beautiful black women, Gabriel just has it all. She can be playful... she can be strong... but she's always sexy as fuck, and she carries herself in a confident way that has me imagining her turning me into her very own sexual submissive with just a single look.
-Blake Lively. Maybe it's because she's so funny. Maybe it's because she's so hot. Maybe it's because she looks a lot like my first female crush in high school. Likely it's all of those, plus the idea of my taking part in a threesome with her and Ryan is the ultimate fantasy.
Cartoon or comic characters (just because I'm fucked up)
-Betty Cooper. Sure, I could have gone for Veronica or Cheryl (I'd go down on any of them), but Betty has always been the cute one. Now please note I'm ignoring the train wreck called Riversdale (I say that even though I've watched every episode, so I'm also giving myself low marks in this review), so I mean the comics. Betty is sweet, sexy and eager, and I imagine she'd be willing to do anything to get her man (or in my fantasy, woman).
-Wilma Flintstone. I like redheads. I always admired Wilma as a kid, since it was on television every day back then. Plus, when I first began to realize I may be bi... before that was really a thing... one of the women who turned me on was her.
-Elastigirl. I mean anyone that flexible would be a blast to have sex with. My hubby has the hots for her, too.
-Velma. Yes, Daphne is hot too, but Velma is the cute nerd girl who in my fantasies turns the older woman into her pet.
-Jessica Rabbit. That one line says it all: "I'm not bad, I'm just drawn that way."
Porn Stars-MILFS
Serene Siren. You'll notice I have a thing for MILFs, since I fancy myself as one... although I also like younger girls. Serene is the ultimate MILF. She mostly does lesbian... she's often the seductress... she often wears nylons... AND... she can act.
Reagan Foxx. She's the ultimate mom everyone wants to fuck. For me, it's her eyes. She wears nylons a reasonable amount of the time. Her voice makes my pussy tingle. She also looks so sweet and innocent... the PTA mom, the mom who makes cookies for her new neighbour... and the mom who walks over and sucks the son's cock or has the daughter munch on her pussy.
Kendra James. I love redheads. Kendra is the ultimate redhead. A goddess. She wears nylons a lot. Does kinky superhero stuff. Plays a teacher in a couple of wicked stories. Does some hypnosis lesbian porn. Is clearly a dominant who could turn me into a mindless lesbian sex slave just by snapping her fingers, or by spreading her legs, or by issuing any verbal order at all.
Corey Chase. No one does faux incest porn like Corey. Like Reagan, she looks so sweet and innocent, but she's a nasty three-hole slut who regularly wears nylons, does lesbian, does mind control, does BBC... does it all... but if you like faux incest, check her out... some of the most epic incest scenes I have ever seen star her.
Britany Amber and Phoenix Marie. Are two of my first porn idols. Both can be nasty... both wear nylons lots... both are three-hole fuck toys... both do lesbian... although one, Phoenix... is almost always dominant... while Britany is much more of a submissive.
Porn Stars-Young or youngish Ones
Tilly McReese. I'm actually not sure how old she is... but no one does lesbian mind control like she does... and always in pantyhose... not stockings... but pantyhose. She's a fetish star in mind control pantyhose-focused stories, and other heroine style films. A must watch.
Charlotte Stokely. Is a gorgeous blonde who can play sweet and innocent or strong seductress with equal ease. So pretty, with hypnotic eyes, luscious lips and a tight young body.
Ariana Marie. Although she can be nasty, nasty, nasty... I love her best when she's sweet and innocent. What really turns me on is her sexy voice, that adds to her innocent, seductive or being seduced persona.
Alison Rey. Another sweet-looking young girl. She's really fun on Twitter, too.
Aften Opel. This is based on her completely nerdy turn in a few scenes... especially my favourite non-lesbian scene 'Take What You Can Get'.
Some Twitter Women you MUST follow:
NylonsKitten. She's the MILF of MILF's. She graciously agreed to allow her photos to be used in last year's excellent Jasmine Fantasies: Nylon Seduction. As her name suggests, she wears nylons in every pic she releases, and they often focus on her sexy feet... which as you know... is one of my many weaknesses. I hope to work with her again on another illustrated story in the future.
The Real Sexy Librarian. Another woman with a sexy smile, even if she doesn't show her entire face. She's always in nylons... and often heels, if you like heels... and has a lot of fun captions. We've even chatted about my writing a story starring her pics. So we shall see what 2022 brings.
Vladislava Shelygina. A drop dead gorgeous Russian who has so many sexy photos... lots of them in nylons... but even when she's just in the kitchen making borscht she makes my pussy drip. And another of the sexiest smiles ever.
Riley. Pantyhosegirl99. Looks like the girl next door. Releases a new nylon pic every day. So pretty. So sweet. So delicious.
Rebecca Goodwin. A redhead... who is beautiful, British and with a wicked tongue and an amazing body.
15. What would you think if your husband sucked cock or took it in the ass?



I honestly don't know.
On the one hand, I love the idea of straight men sucking cock for the first time. I also love seeing a man getting ass fucked, or better yet, pegged. Seeing a man give in to his feminine side and allow the woman to take control is really hot and sexually empowering.
On the other hand, I see my husband as the man of the house. A stud. I'm not sure how I'd react if he wanted to suck cock or take it in the ass.
I really don't.
Maybe if we were in some foursome.
But... unless that situation arises... I guess I'll never know.
16. Any new kinks that turn you on?
Every year I somehow seem to find new things that intrigue me.
In previous years I discovered pegging, gay submission, lesbian mind control, and so forth.
This year... it was freeuse.
It's just so outrageous... so unbelievable... yet fun to write and imagine. I wrote two stories about it this year: Freeuse Niece: Trick and Treat and Freeuse Family Christmas (illustrated).
I have some ideas for perhaps a lesbian office version... a shemale school... and who knows what else.
The videos I've seen are often hot... but I wish they had a little more set-up.. they just get right into it... which I suppose most men like... while I prefer a plot... how did it start... or some amazement from the friend who witnesses a stepdad sliding his dick into his stepdaughter right out of the blue....
Just saying.
17. Have you told your husband and kids that you write erotica?
No... although I have read a couple of my stories to him without his knowing they were mine.
He knows I read erotica... since I still have a few sex story magazines from years ago that I used to use to masturbate to when I was alone. So twice in the past month, while he was in a hotel, I read to him.
Are you wondering which stories?
One Night on Hedo Island, a wild weeklong exploration for a married couple.
And even before it was released, Mom's Tantric Massage.
One Night, which is a bad title since it was a week, took me three nights to read to him, and he loved it. He asked why I chose that one after the second night, and I simply said, "Because it's as kinky as hell." He agreed. So I may have opened a door... or I may not have... he hasn't mentioned it since... although he did ask me a couple weeks ago, the last time he was gone... to read him a new story. I chose the massage story not for the incest, although that's pretty hot, but to let him know there's a drug out there that can be used to enhance pleasure and to make anal sex easier. And since he goes to the States on occasion for work, not during these stupid COVID times, but he thinks he'll be there in February of 2022, so maybe he'll pick some up (since the Canadian government thinks allowing pot for sexual pleasure is wrong... nope, it's just okay to get high and buy McDonalds... no, I'm not bitter!!!).
He'll be going away again in December, which will be before this essay is released... but which story do you think I should read to him next?
PS: No way would I ever tell my kids!!! I'm a good Mommy!
18. You like nerds. In real life do you have a soft spot for them?
I was undoubtedly a nerd in high school, and I'm still perceived as one in my professional life.
So, yes, I have a soft spot for them.
The ideas of a male nerd getting a cheerleader, and a female nerd getting a football player or a cheerleader, are hot.
I mean my series Revenge of the Nerd was all about the nerd winning long term. Perhaps I should write a new series where a female nerd plots some revenge!
I also find nerd boys cute and nerd girls sexy... because I know underneath the brains, the glasses, the pigtails, the unfortunate acne... they want to be kinky sluts too... at least that was definitely me in high school.
I also love glasses.
19. You've listed fantasies many times in your stories and in an early essay. What are your top 10 unfulfilled fantasies at the moment?
This list would literally change given the day, my mood, and what I'm writing. But at this moment in late November, a month before this essay will be released, here are my top 10, in reverse order of my favourites.
10. Be gangbanged, triple teamed, or the focus of a train.
9. Do a cum walk with at least two loads on my face in some city where I wouldn't be recognized.
8. Eat a pussy under a desk while other people are in the room and oblivious.
7. Be a freeuse slut for a day (like at a New Year's Eve party or a sorority house).
6. Be hypnotized and become a complete bimbo slut for a night.
5. A bukkake.
4. Suck a cock, eat a pussy and, of course, be fucked, by not just BBC, but all races.
3. Be in a porn movie (or even just have a porn movie made) based upon one of my stories.
2. Submit to one or both of my sisters.
And drum roll please...
1. Be seduced and become a complete submissive to a nerd or cheerleader in my class at school. Every year I have one or two girls who become my complete obsession.
20. What was your first time with a woman like? Awkward or fantastic?
Well... truth be told... both.
Awkward because it was a brand new experience... I didn't know what I was doing... I was worried I wouldn't be able to get her off... and I didn't know what to do with my hands.
Fantastic because it was a brand new experience... I made a fantasy come true... I became more confident as I explored her pussy... I did get her off... I discovered I liked the taste of pussy and pussy cum... I accepted I was bi.
--++--
Well... there you go... another year... another 50ish stories released... another essay about myself.
Until next year...
Happy 2022... it really has to get better, doesn't it?
JASMINE



        Hypnosissy 10

        Brian dives deeper into sissification and anal sex.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/hypnosissy-10

Title: Hypnosissy 10

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Gay Male

Description: Brian dives deeper into sissification and anal sex.

Tags: sissy, anal, pantyhose, submissive, crossdresser, faggot, bottom, cum bucket, silkstockingslover, mind control

Series: Hypnosissy


WARNING PLEASE READ:
-This is a hypnosis story with potentially influential subliminal messages within it.
-The story also contains hypnosis video scenes.
-So if you begin behaving differently after reading this story and all your friends start pointing fingers, don't come crying to me: you've been warned.
Note 1: Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea and the intriguing revelation that hypno sissy videos exist in the first place.
Note 2: Of course, all participants are at least 18 years old.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing.
Note 4: This tenth story will make more sense if you first read the first nine. But in case you don't have time, or you've read them a while ago and need a refresher:
HypnoSissy 1: Becoming a Cocksucker
A cocky 18-year-old high school senior, Brian, tries to seduce a pretty college girl, Rose, but instead is seduced by her. Rose, after allowing him to go down on her a couple of times, gives him a USB with a dozen videos that she assigns him to watch (unknown to him they are hypno-sissy videos) and gradually he begins to get curious about sucking cock and eating cum. After watching all 12, Brian is summoned to Rose's college dorm and before the night is done, he sucks his first cock and swallows his first load of cum.
HypnoSissy 2: Becoming a Cum Slut
Brian, having had his first cock, is given by the beautiful, mysterious Rose a second set of videos to watch. Watching the second set, his hunger for cock builds until he meets a stranger at lunchtime in a van, and then is taken to a gloryhole by Rose, where he gets to suck on five very different cocks.
HypnoSissy 3: Big Nerd's Cock
Brian spends the day after the gloryhole visit desperately trying to avoid the nerd he'd sucked there. Of course by now his hunger for cock and cum control his very being, and in the end he succumbs to the nerd, one he'd bullied for years. After sucking and swallowing the cum from this nerd's big cock he learns a shocking secret... he's Rose's brother. The chapter ends with Brian receiving a new USB from Rose.
HypnoSissy 4: Cum Cravings
Brian watches four more training videos, each reinforcing the proposition that he's a cock sucker and his natural purpose is to serve. After four days, Rose picks him up to take him to a special sex party where he serves six men and is given a circle jerk baptism (sprinkling, not immersion) before serving another man. After watching a few wild sex acts, he sucks one more cock for the road; he then accepts a business card from a mysterious stranger who orders him to text him tomorrow. The chapter ends with Rose fucking him in the car and deciding he's ready for the next step in his training.
HypnoSissy 5: Ecclesiastical Sucking
Brian goes to meet the mysterious stranger, who is a Minister in a very unorthodox church. Brian's job interview is to suck two cocks, which he aces easily. He then is trained in the art of cock sucking by the church's GILF secretary before he gets to fuck and come in her ass. The chapter ends with Rose inviting him over for some new videos.
HypnoSissy 6: Educated to be Pegged
Brian watches more hypno sissy videos including some with shemales and focusing on anal sex... with the climactic conclusion being he gets pegged by Rose.
HypnoSissy Ch. 07
Brian is offered the opportunity to suck off eight nerds at a glory hole at an all nerd's 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 Ch. 08
Brian loses his actual anal virginity in a wild foursome with Rose, Camry and a sexy shemale.
HypnoSissy Ch. 09
Rose gives Brian a cage to wear and retains possession of the key, and she assigns him even more intense Hypnosissy videos to watch, while now he also fucks himself with a dildo. Brian outs himself to a musical nerd named Elmer by sucking his cock at school. He learns about a large secret society of male cock suckers and other perverts that spans generations, which he decides to join.
And now... Chapter 10 of Brian's continued wild sexual awakening....
TUESDAY
I slept in. I mean I really slept in. When I finally opened my eyes and rolled over, I saw it was already 11 o'clock.
Oops.
I was home alone and realized there was no way to make it to my last class before lunch, which started in ten minutes... so what did I do? I flipped open my laptop, grabbed the dildo I'd cleaned when I got home before crashing, and pressed play on video 4.
As I lubed the dildo, I began watching Sissy training part two.
A girl with blonde hair with red streaks sucked a cock. A caption read: A sissy craves cock.
I laughed. That should have been the very first piece of advice. Which I guess it was, for part two. Just a few seconds of watching a girl sucking a faceless man's cock, and I was indeed craving cock.
A girl in workout clothing was on a workout machine doing weights while sitting on a cock: A sissy maintains her body fit to fuck.
Well, that's one thing I did right. I was in amazing shape. Although I was pretty sure my heavily muscled body was far from the stereotypical image of a sissy... as I moved the lubed dildo to my pussy. Fuck, on the other hand, I was automatically referring to my ass as a pussy now.
A woman in all black leather had her boot on a girl's head: A sissy knows all actual women are superior to her.
As I thought about my beautiful Rose, I realized this was certainly true from where I stood. And although society was principally controlled by men, they were often married to strong-minded women.
I slid the dildo into my pussy slowly and moaned... the timing ironic as the next video clipped.
A big bootied black woman was bent over for a large bald man and was clearly taking it in the ass: A sissy takes it in her ass.
I couldn't do anything but smirk as the dildo slid deep into my ass. A cock sucker sucks cock. A faggot sucks and gets fucked. A sissy sucks and gets fucked too, but she's also feminized.
Based on that logic, I was no longer just a cock sucker... or just a faggot... but in the process of becoming sissified.
A very large woman was being roughly face fucked while wearing full Victorian era wear: A sissy's mouth is not made for talking.
As I began slowly fucking my ass, I mused that when a dick was balls deep in my mouth, talking was pretty much impossible. Which didn't actually matter, at least not in my case, since once a cock was in my mouth, I didn't want to talk. I didn't suck cock to make friends, I sucked cock to earn myself some cum.
A woman with her makeup a mess and drenched in cum is drinking a full martini glass of yet more cum: A sissy's favourite beverage is cum.
It was weird how the video seemed to be reading my mind. I enjoyed sucking cock, enjoyed being on my knees, enjoyed being called names, enjoyed being humiliated and enjoyed being used. I did it for the sexual rush and for the delicious cum I was now completely addicted to.
I was pretty sure regardless of Rose's influence over me, there was no way I could ever stop sucking cock and swallowing cum.
A black woman and a white woman were side by side sucking cock at a gloryhole: Any sissy loves gloryholes.
Well, tough to argue. A gloryhole had everything I liked. A line-up of cock, loads of cum, and the anonymity I needed. The nerd glory hole had been exhilarating, even though I'd outed myself to Sammy that night and to Elmer the next day.
A girl in pretty pink panties with polka dots poses for the camera: A sissy loves cute girly panties.
As I fucked my ass, I pondered which panties I should wear today. I had a pink pair with butterflies... they were definitely cute, definitely girly. I shook my head again at the thoughts formulating in my head.
A close-up of a redhead with her mouth wide open as a creamy load spewed into her mouth: For a sissy, cum is the reward.
I smiled because I'd thought that exact same thing just a couple minutes ago.
A hot blonde proceeded from one cock to another with complete lust, dazed: A sissy's ultimate dream is to become a completely unthinking bimbo.
The term bimbo in my mind meant a dumb blonde... I know, stereotypical, but that's how I saw it. I might be a lot of things, but not a bimbo.
A shemale fucked herself with a massive dildo, way longer and thicker than the one currently buried in my pussy: A Sissy's best friend is her dildo... the bigger the better.
As I fucked my own hole, this made me wonder about getting a thicker one, a longer one, for myself.
A woman shaved her legs in a seductive manner: A sissy's body should be completely hairless.
I didn't have a lot of hair on my chest, unlike a couple of my teammates, but I had a fair amount on my legs. I wondered if Rose would like to see me shaved.
A Latina took cocks in all three holes in a rough triple teaming: For a sissy, one is never enough.
As I watched her body getting fucked and shaking like crazy, I tried to recall whether this was a repeat from yesterday; not the video scene, but the message. Regardless, although I could never take three cocks at once since I only had two holes... the idea of two cocks in those two holes was a growing curiosity.
A cute coed took a double facial: Sissies love facials.
I preferred swallowing cum; a facial felt like a bit of a waste and was slightly disappointing, yet the humiliation factor advanced their attraction.
A massive ten-inch cock slowly disappeared into a chubby woman's mouth until the guy's balls were resting against her chin: A sissy swallows every inch.
Although so far I'd had a variety of cocks... and I'd suck a small cock just as soon as I'd suck a large one, I had to admit I preferred larger cocks... they were more majestic... which I realize sounds rather gay.
A shemale wearing a cage stood next to a bed, using both hands to fondle the tits of a girl being fucked missionary style: A sissy does not jerk off. Her only purpose is to please others.
I glanced down to my own poor neglected cock in its own cage. If he'd been roaming free, I likely would have already come by now. Was part of Rose's strategy to prevent me from jerking off? As well as stopping me from coming without jacking off? She obviously knew what was on these videos... she wasn't just the one who'd caged me, but she'd also personally selected these videos... but why? What overall purpose she wish to achieve?
A shemale with curly red hair pulled down her panties as a guy with a big, hard cock waited for her: A sissy only removes her panties for cock.
I looked at my panties lying on the floor, and then at the dildo in my ass, and thought to myself, Or for a toy.
A girl with her jeans at her ankles was bent over and taking a cock in an alley: A sissy fucks outdoors too.
This was similar to the 'Sissies fuck anywhere' from the previous video... and it made me crave cock again... so I began fucking my pussy faster.
A girl on all fours was getting fucked from behind, with a queue of men behind her waiting their turns: A sissy is always up for a train.
I'd done a blow job train of sorts at the nerd glory hole, but the idea of being bent over and taking dick after dick in my ass was a little wild... even grossly so... and yet the thought made my cock once again try to break through its steel cage... as I continued fucking myself with the dildo, wishing it was bigger.
A girl was putting on makeup: A sissy must always look pretty.
Nope.
No way did I want to wear makeup.
That wasn't a line I was willing to cross.
Nope.
A hot blonde squeezed a man's impressive package through his jeans: A sissy loves the feel of a man's big bulge.
I hadn't really thought about that before, but I saw the point... so now I was worried I'd start walking around checking out men's crotches.
Fuck!
A petite brunette had a big black cock stretching her tiny pussy: A sissy reveres a big black cock as the superior organ it is.
Although I liked all cock... there was something incredibly majestic about a black one. It had a sheer beauty that was unexplainable. It made me want more black cock. I glanced at the clock and wondered if I had time to go to the college and visit the black cock bathroom. Maybe I did.
A redhead is drenched in cum, with cocks in her pussy and her mouth: A sissy never refuses cock.
That did appear to be the truth, based on my complete weakness anytime a cock was in front of me... as the screen faded to black, displaying the words: Continued in Sissy Training Three.
I wondered how many videos were in this series. I had three more videos on hand, but Rose could have held some back to include in the next batch she'd give me.
I considered watching the next one right away, but instead I slid the dildo out of my gaping ass, hey I called it an ass, so sue me, took a quick shower and headed to the college.
I needed cock... preferably black.
Fifteen minutes later I was scuttling into the not-so-secret bathroom and found a bald black college student leaning against the counter checking out his phone.
"About time," he complained, as if I was late for an appointment.
"Hey," I said awkwardly.
"Let's go," he said, walking to the last stall.
I followed him inside.
I closed the door and dropped to my knees before him.
I fished out his cock... which was semi-hard... and took it in my mouth.
Sometimes you took your time when sucking cock... Sammy had taught me that... and other times, like now, you sucked like a slut to extract the load as quickly as possible.
As I got him hard... he texted.
Once he was hard and I began sucking, his phone rang.
"Keep sucking," was all he said as he answered the phone. It was one of the kind that hung from his ear, so once he began talking it was hands free. "Hey, Mom."
He was talking to his Mom while he got a blow job.
"Yeah, I have a few minutes before class," he answered.
So I kept sucking. I wanted something he'd been storing up, and I didn't really care who he was talking to.
So for a good five minutes, I sucked. It wasn't until he said, "Yeah, well, I need to blow," when I figured he was close.
Then when he placed his hands on both sides of my head and began face fucking me, that was another clue.
I focused on my breathing as he said, "Yeah, I'll come soon."
He then really face fucked me, and he actually let out a soft moan, "Oooookay, Momm, love you too," he said.
"Shit, I've never done that before," he told me as he fucked my face, and after another dozen or so deep thrusts, he exploded in my mouth.
He slowed down as he deposited his entire load in my mouth, and I swallowed it hungrily, a chill going up my spine and a tingle in my caged cock as he spewed into me.
Once spent, he pulled out and asked, "You a freshman?"
"A senior," I said, admiring his cock, wet with my saliva. "In high school."
"Shit," he said. "A high school cock sucker?"
"Yeah, I'm making some connections early before I start here in the fall," I said.
"I think you'll be very popular," he said, putting his dick away.
'Thanks," I said, for the compliment and for the load.
"Yeah," he chuckled slightly.
He headed out, and I looked at the time on my phone. I needed to get to school. So I reluctantly headed out with only one load in my belly. I also noticed I had a lot of text messages I hadn't yet read. But as I was walking out the door, a very chubby black man was walking in, and he asked, "Anyone else in there?"
"No," I said.
"Then get back inside," he ordered.
"I need to get going," I said.
"I wasn't asking," he said, as he walked into the bathroom and I submissively followed, realizing I'd be late for my afternoon class.
Unlike the last guy, he didn't even lead me into a stall, he just turned around at the counter, pulled down his sweats, and said, "Hurry up, faggot."
As usual, even though this guy was nerdy and overweight, plus not at all good looking, I obeyed because he had what I most wanted... cum.
I looked around and he said, "Don't worry, everyone around here knows this bathroom is only for black studs to use white queers."
I kneeled upright before him, took his smallish cock in my mouth, and thus discovered up close and personal how not all black men had super cocks.
"Yeah, all you white boys love black dick," he groaned as he hardened in my mouth.
I moaned in response, since I did indeed love black dick, which I'd just now proven in spades by driving way out of my way just to get some black dick, and then doubled down by returning to suck this next cock right in the wide open.
"You play football?" he asked, once he was hard.
My only response was a moan, as I began sucking.
The number of white football faggots is astounding," he said. "No wonder you're always slapping each other's asses."
I'd never thought anything about that, since Before Rose I'd have been considered homophobic, and yet I'd often slapped guys' asses in football uniforms and gotten mine slapped as well. I'd never considered it remotely sexual, yet why the fuck did we do it?
"Nice," a voice said as I heard the door open.
"Yeah, he's a good one," the fat guy said.
"I need to dump a load quickly," the guy said.
"Give me a minute," the fat guy said.
Knowing I now had a third cock to service, I bobbed furiously, deep throating his five-inch cock and using Sammy's extra saliva trick, I had him coming in my mouth about a minute after the other guy had arrived.
"Oh, fuck yeah, faggot," the guy grunted as he spewed his load in my mouth.
Once he was done, I backed off and saw a tall skinny guy, I mean almost seven feet tall, black of course, with this shorts already down. Yes, he was wearing shorts in winter, and his massive ten inch cock was already hard and pointing directly at me.
"Nice," I said, admiring his cock and sounding like the faggot I'd recently been called.
"I don't mean to be rude, but I only have a few minutes," he said.
"Okay," I nodded, "but a cock like yours deserves to be worshipped for hours."
"Good to knooow," he moaned as I leaned forward and took his amazing cock in my mouth.
I could have spent all day worshipping this black cock, but we were both in a hurry, so once again I used the extra saliva trick, and bobbed furiously on his cock, taking about six inches in with ease.
"Oh fuck, yeah," he moaned, as I worked his dick over like the amazing cock sucker I was becoming... or perhaps had become. I had no idea if I was as good as I thought I was. I knew I hadn't gotten any complaints and a fair amount of compliments, but before being tutored by Sammy, I'd always thought even a bad blow job was still a blow job.



"Yes please, don't stop," he moaned, clearly about to come soon.
I didn't stop. I sucked that cock good, and was rewarded with his load and commentary a few hungry bobs later, when he groaned, "Oh yesssssssss!"
He came buckets, his warm load sliding down my throat.
Once he was done, he pulled out and said, "That was amazing."
"Thanks, your cock is amazing," I said, as I leaned forward and licked a little cum about to drip down.
"You live in the dorms?" he asked.
"No, I live at home."
"Well, if you ever want to do this again. I'm in Culvers 217," he said, as he put his cock away.
"I can give you my number if you want to text me whenever you need a cock sucker," I said, sounding pathetically gay.
"Yeah, sure," he said.
I stood up and said, "Here, give me your phone."
'Um, okay," he said.
He gave it to me and I entered my nom du jour: Cocksucker On Call, and my number.
I handed it back to him and he said, "Thanks, man, I really need to go."
"Yeah, me too," I said, realizing as I looked at my phone again, I'd taken only eight minutes to extract two loads.
I followed him out and checked my text messages.
Most weren't important, but there was one from Rose and one from Eugene. Oddly, I clicked on Eugene's first: Sorry, cock sucker. Was already asleep and had already deposited a load in another of your teammates. If you want some today, text me.
I texted him back: Would love a load after school. Just coming into school now.
I then read Rose's text: Are you enjoying the dildo?
I responded, so horny from my three loads sprint, as well as from my dildo ass fucking and the most recent sissy video: Yeah, I wish it was bigger and that I could come.
She responded right back: Go buy one after school. I'll have another surprise for you tomorrow when I pick you up.
I responded: A key to the cage?
She responded: Sorry, no hints. You'll have to wait and see.
I sighed as I reached my vehicle and got a text from Eugene: We will have to see. Just dumped a load in a buddy of yours ass. R you taking it in the ass yet?
My cock twitched at his question. Yet not wanting to give him that knowledge yet, he already had plenty on me, I didn't respond, and just drove to school.
I got shit from my teacher for being late, but then the afternoon went by quickly. When the last bell rang and I was heading to my locker, I received a text from Eugene: Now, cock sucker. Same place as before.
So I turned around and went to my secret cock sucking rendezvous spot with Eugene.
Once inside, he asked, "How many cocks today so far?"
"Three," I answered, "and yours will be the fourth," not at all ashamed of that number.
"Slow day then," he smirked as I walked up to him.
"Still young," I said succinctly, as I dropped to my knees and took his cock out.
"I still can't believe how enthusiastic a cock sucker you've become," he said, as I took his hard cock in my mouth.
I just moaned in response, since my focus was his cock and cum.
"What I mean is, I've been sucked by quite a few of your teammates, and fucked a couple of them, but none of them are as dedicated to being cock whores as you are."
I know he was saying this to belittle me, and it was working, but as was always the case when I had a cock in my mouth, I didn't care about my dignity or pride, and belittlement was my close friend.
Whenever a dick was in front of me or in my mouth, I was happy to own whatever term someone cared to address me as: cock sucker, faggot, sissy... all terms that only enhanced my humiliation, which automatically triggered my desire to please them.
"So... are you ready to take this cock in your ass?" he asked, pulling his cock out of my mouth.
"Not yet," I answered, after too lengthy a pause, even though part of me wanted to bend over like in the videos and take it like a sissy.
"You sure?" he asked, "You don't seem very confident about that statement."
"It's just that a cock sucker is one thing," I said.
"We both know you're a complete size queen faggot, Brian," he said, slapping my face with his cock before sliding it into my mouth. "It's only a matter of time before you'll be begging me to fuck that ass of yours."
With his cock back in my mouth, I wasn't obligated to respond or to make eye contact... as my desire to get ass fucked again grew... Rose's pegging me last Friday and Alyssa, the hot shemale who'd properly ass fucked me the very next night, being far from unpleasant experiences... and truth was, I planned to go buy a bigger dildo to fuck myself with immediately after I left here... so I was definitely getting some variety of dick in my ass in the near future.
Yet I wasn't sure I was ready to give Eugene even more power over me. I'd trust Rose with my life, but Eugene, not so much.
Thankfully the decision was made for me at least for now, as he grunted and deposited his load in my mouth.
Once spent, he said, "It's only a matter of time, Brian. You'll submit just like all the others have."
"Maybe," I said, those two syllables far from any defiant denial.
"Oh? Your saying 'maybe' tells me you already know you're going to become a bottom bitch for me," he said. "And I'm in no hurry, I have no shortage of cock suckers and muscular bottoms to keep me busy."
"I still find it crazy how upside down the school hierarchy is behind the scenes," I observed.
As he put his cock away, he shrugged, "It's always been that way. Jocks hide their sissy desires behind bullying and intimidation, but nerds like me always know the truth, and learn how to take advantage of it."
"The truth?" I asked, still on my knees.
"Yes, the truth that most bullies are secretly gay, but they haven't yet come to grips with their desire to suck cock and to get fucked... I imagine it's a very confusing time for them, poor things." I suspected he didn't feel all that sorry for them; or I suppose I should say 'us'.
I finally stood up and opened up enough to admit. "This has been a very confusing time for me."
"I realize that. And it's true even though you're extremely fortunate," he said. "Rose is guiding you step by step through this confusing journey. Most jock faggots don't have that guidance and support, and they often end up resenting themselves, and some even end up harming themselves as they resist their inner carnal lust and their confusing inner sexuality."
"Really?" I asked, he was actually making some sense.
"Yeah," he nodded. "Society has defined being an acceptable man in a very restricted fashion, limited to a very tight box, and many teenagers are terrified of attempting to test the limits of that box, since if they do, they'll be ridiculed, outcast, shamed, or even disowned by their friends, and even their parents."
"I guess," I said, wondering what my Dad would think if he had even an inking of the things I'd done since meeting Rose. He was so impressed by how hot she was, and that his son was dating a college girl. But what if he saw beyond those labels?
"I've got to go," he said, looking at his watch... like a nerd, he still had a watch.
"Yeah, me too," I said.
Twenty-five minutes later, I was in an adult store.
Although it was awkward to bring them to the counter, I purchased two new dildos. One eight inches long and thicker than before, and the other a ten-inch suction cup one.
I felt everyone there judging me, even though they probably weren't... yet I bought them successfully and scurried out.
I wanted to watch the next video right away, but Mom asked for my help with supper. So it wasn't until eight, after supper and watching some television with my parents and finishing an essay for English, before I was lubing up the eight inch dildo, saving the suction cup for when the parents were asleep, and clicking on video number five.
The video began while I was still lubing the dildo.
A nerdy girl wearing thick coke bottle glasses was deep throating a huge cock: Sissies always deep throat.
As I brought the new bigger, thicker, dildo to my pussy, I had to agree. There was something adrenaline raising about taking a large cock all the way down your throat. The bigger the cock, the bigger the rush.
A black-haired beauty was riding one cock, sucking another, and stroking two more with her hands: A sissy multitasks.
I wondered what that would be like. To be working on four cocks all at once. I concluded the idea of multiple cocks was a major turn-on, and I was already hoping I'd be allowed to try it out at this upcoming secret all male sex party. I wondered if I could smoothly ride a cock in my ass while sucking another one and stroking two more.
I'd certainly like to try.
I slid my larger new dildo into my pussy, letting out a loud whimper as the toy stretched me much more than the last one had... a sharp but strangely satisfying pain burning inside me as I slowly slid it deeper into myself.
A girl in a sexy black dress and pantyhose was posing for photos: A sissy owns at least one sexy black dress.
As I slid the dildo ever so slowly into myself, I still didn't like the idea of wearing girls' outerwear. Panties yes, pantyhose maybe, but never a dress... not anything feminine on the outside where everyone would see it.
A girl with pink short hair ate a shemale's asshole: A sissy eats assholes.
This was another deal breaker for me. It simply didn't have any appeal, not to mention it being completely unsanitary. It was only then I put two and two together and realized I'd already sucked Eugene's cock sometimes after he'd ass fucked someone. That said, it hadn't tasted like anything other than yummy cock.
Yummy cock?
Sigh.
That was pretty gay.
My pussy still burned, but still bearably, and the dildo was now all the way inside me.
A shemale was getting thoroughly fucked by a large woman with a strap-on: The sissy doesn't fuck the woman, the woman fucks the sissy.
Although the video was hot and I'd found getting pegged exhilarating, the idea of my never again getting to fuck Rose was heartbreaking. Couldn't I have it all?
I didn't want to be a guy who only sucked cock and maybe got fucked, end of story.
I wanted to be with a woman who understood the feminine side of me... but who also saw me as a man.
I wanted Rose. I wanted both sides of her.
A massive... like twelve inches or better... cock was shoved into a large black ass: For a sissy, no cock is too big.
As I began slowly to fuck my ass, I wondered how large a cock could actually fit into an ass, an actual pussy, or a mouth... or did it depend on the couple's respective body types?
No doubt a supersized cock was just a particularly magnificent example of God's work.
A shemale with a caged cock and wearing a bra over her small tits was being fucked: A sissy's clitty is always caged.
I sighed as I looked at my deflated and defeated cock inside his little cage... with a little pre-cum leaking from the cock head. I certainly hoped I wouldn't ALWAYS be caged! That cage was definitely in control of me... making my orgasms and even my visible arousal totally dependent upon Rose... but as much as I loved sucking cock, I also wanted the ability to fuck. Rose for sure, but Sammy's ass would also be amazing.
The gaping hole of a shemale with cum leaking from it: A sissy isn't finished with a cock until her gaping asshole is leaking cum.
I noticed they called it an asshole instead of a pussy this time. I found the inconsistent nomenclature a little confusing. Should it be called a pussy or an ass? Then I shook my head at my silly caring about the semantics of what someone called it... even as I kept thinking, as I slowly fucked my ass, which was by now was no longer burning, except perhaps for a real cock, what a real cock would feel like.
A brunette in a ponytail sucked a woman wearing a red strap-on: A sissy treats a strap-on cock just like she would a real cock. For her, cock is cock.
As I watched this one, I pondered the message. Sure, sucking a strap-on presented its own erotic, submissive humiliation, and would likely conclude with the cock in her pussy. Yet for me the best part of sucking cock was the sweet load of creamy cum I'd extract. So I would always prefer a real cock to a fake one... yet knowing my submissive nature and my eagerness to please, I'm sure I'd still work that strap-on cock the same way I would a real throbbing, pulsing one.
A bald girl sucked on a man's ball: Sissies treat the balls with wonder and awe. For after all, that's where their yummy treat is lurking.
I shook my head as I began to fuck my ass a little faster, now more stretched, and thus accommodating to the extra length and width. Sometimes the video seemed to be reading my mind... I'd just been thinking about cum... the ultimate goal of every cock sucker.
A small redhead was bent over a large woman's legs getting spanked: A sissy gets spanked.
I wasn't sure how I felt about this one. I didn't find it arousing at all, I didn't even like the idea of spanking a woman. I'd fucked a MILF once who wanted me to spank her, and when I did, I thought it was awkward even though she kept begging me for harder. It was weird.
A black as night woman was between the legs of a white as snow woman, eating a creampie: Sissies especially love eating pussy when it is full of alpha male cum.
I loved cum. I'd begun to enjoy eating pussy... with Rose's pussy. The idea of a cunt filled with cum was now very, very appealing.
A girl was bent over a classroom desk, her long hair being pulled by a man who had to be her teacher, as he slammed into her roughly: A sissy loves it rough.
When I was the man doing the fucking I loved to fuck a woman hard, and most of the time she told me she wanted it that way.
The two times I'd been fucked... first with Rose pegging me and the next night with the shemale Alyssa fucking me good and proper... had both included some hard fucking that had gotten me to spew my load, so... I guessed... I too liked rough fucking.
Thinking that, I began to fuck my pussy faster, my cock begging to be let out of its prison.
A shemale shaved the pubes from around her small cock, and then shaved around her butthole: A sissy keeps her clitty and pussy shaved at all times.
I'd considered shaving the area around my dick, but that was no longer accessible. As for my asshole, I wasn't sure I had much, if any, back there.
A close-up of a girl in sunglasses opened her mouth to show a big load of cum: A sissy always shows her bull his cum before swallowing it.
I'd never done that, although most of the time the load exploded in my mouth and went straight down my throat before I had a real chance even to savour the heavenly taste. But I'm sure, given the opportunity and the order, I'd willingly do so.
A tattooed girl with cocks in all three holes was crouching next to a large woman also with three cocks in all her holes: A sissy loves a gang bang. The more cocks the better.
Since I was already drooling in anticipation of next Saturday's gay orgy... this reminder had my cock again desperately trying to rise and salute. The upcoming plethora of cock seemed too good to be true, and no doubt an occasion where everyone would be in the same boat. They all loved cock, or they loved to get sucked or fucked, or both. The only frightening aspect I could see was my encountering some guys who knew me. But I'd also know them, so we'd be on level ground and we'd be able just to relax and get on with the versions of sex we'd all be there for!
A pretty girl in sexy lingerie was upright on her knees, with her hands begging like a puppy and with her mouth wide open, as a big cock swayed before her: A sissy is most at home on her knees, with her mouth open and ready to service any cock available.
Since Rose, I'd never felt both more and less comfortable than when I was on my knees. At first I'd been riddled with anxiety and existential               questions about my own manhood, yet unable to resist the cock before me; but now I felt perfectly at home on my knees before any cock... which I'd proven on numerous occasions.
I was also growing into the thrill of being on all fours and taking a dick in my pussy... something I wished I could be doing right now... this dildo making me feel really good... but reaching behind myself so awkwardly, I lacked enough smoothness to fuck myself at a good, or even a steady pace.
Another girl was on her knees, this time on all fours, crawling like a dog while being led by a leash with a dildo tail in her ass: A sissy is a pet for cock.
The collar, the leash... those both turned me on and terrified me. I hated confined places. I avoided crowded elevators, since I didn't like feeling closed in. Yet the idea of having a pet was hot... although I supposed as a sissy, I'd be the one being led.
A shemale wearing a cage was finger banging her own asshole: A sissy fingers her own asshole whenever there isn't a cock to fill it.
I'd never considered fingering my ass, and now that I owned two dildos, each of them way bulkier than any of my fingers, I couldn't see any point in fingering myself. Why settle for something inadequate unnecessarily?
A shemale in pink panties was humping the edge of a bed: A sissy wears panties whenever she has the rare privilege of running her clitty.
At first the image just seemed odd and puzzling. But then I realized I was so fucking horny right now, I too would hump anything if I was allowed to cum.
A girl on all fours was serenely waiting for cock: A sissy is always the perfect mindless submissive.
Although I hadn't seen myself at all like that before embarking upon these sissy training videos, now I did. Since now once a cock was in front of me, I was completely obedient, completely mindless, focused on only one thing... the loaded cock before me. I wasn't considering my masculinity, I wasn't considering my own pleasure... just the guy's cock and his cum.
God, I needed cock!
I needed cum!
I needed just to be on my knees sucking a dick!
Any dick!
A girl was taking a massive load in her open mouth, her face already coated in cum: For a sissy, being a cum bucket, a cum dumpster, a cum slut is her sole purpose in life.
'Sole purpose in life' seemed extreme. Yet as of late, those various descriptions of me did appear to be my sole purpose. To get guys off and to swallow their loads. And those terms were no longer insults, but rather strange turn-ons that enhanced the kinkiness of my actions.
A cute-looking bride was clasping a garter to her stocking: A sissy loves garter-belts and stockings, since they keep her slut pussy unobstructed for any cock that comes along.
The idea of wearing nylons, whether they were pantyhose, stockings, or even thigh highs, was very intriguing, and I'd noticed over half of the girls in these videos were wearing some version of sexy hosiery.



A blue-haired woman in her late fifties at least, was taking cock in all three holes while she was surrounded by at least six additional naked men with hard cocks: A sissy feels no shame for who she is or what she does, but only pride in her ability to bring joy to as many men as possible.
I had to admit that sometimes I still felt shame... for instance at this very moment, while I fucked myself with a dildo and imagined being used by as many men as possible... but that shame was always overridden by my lust for cock.
The video ended with Continued in Sissy Training 4, and then a URL with a command to take another test.
I snapped a picture of the URL, and then becoming very curious about something, I slipped the dildo out of my ass... having felt so full, and then suddenly so empty. I pulled on some sweats and went downstairs, and saw Mom and Dad watching the news. So I snuck into their bedroom and looked through Mom's panties drawer.
My Mom was full of surprises!
Besides panties and pantyhose, a garter-belt and some stockings, were some thongs and, to my complete surprise, in addition to a vibrator... a strap-on harness and cock!
Why the fuck would she have a strap-on cock?
No way she used it on Dad!
Or did she?
On the other hand, no one would believe I sucked cock, wore panties and fucked myself with dildos either.
I borrowed a pair of her black pantyhose, and for some reason, just impulsively, some red nail polish, and crept back to my room.
I put the pantyhose on... which took ten minutes... since they certainly aren't the same as socks... before I lay back on my bed and brushed my hands over my legs.
The nylons felt so soft and silky, and they made me feel sexy... sensual... feminine.
As I gazed at my feet, my impulsive nail polish grab now made sense... since my feet suddenly didn't look right... and since I always wore socks to school, I could paint my toenails and no one would know.
So I slipped off the pantyhose and spent twenty minutes doing my nails... they say patience is a virtue, and I really challenged mine while I did my nails. Once I was done, which included a stealthy trip back to Mom's room to snag some nail polish remover when I did a bad job at first, I let my toes dry and typed in the URL.
The website was called: How Big a Sissy are You?
It featured a collection of charts listing sissy things to do and how many points each item was worth if I'd done them.
Section 1: 1 Point Each
Used an anal plug
Dressed like a girl
Sucked a dildo
Worn heels of at least five inches
Worn panties
Had your nails done
Worn pantyhose
Gotten a pedicure and manicure
As I read through the first section (1 point each) I felt pretty good about myself, since out of a possible eight points, I only scored three, and ironically two of those points had occurred in the last fifteen minutes... since I'd just put pantyhose on and then taken them back off to do my nails. (Yes, I'd had them done for that charity event back in the day, but I was sure that wasn't what was meant. The whole point of that exercise had been comedy, not sex.)
Either way, I typed in 3 for section one.
Section 1: 3/8
3 points
Section 2: 2 Points Each
Fucked your own ass
Sucked a cock
Came on your own face
Taken a facial
Swallowed a load
Worn thigh high stockings
Eaten your own cum
Worn lipstick
Worn a thong
Watched hypno sissy videos
Obeyed the instructions while watching hypno sissy videos
Watched gay porn
Oops! My masculinity took a hit in section two.
I'd been fucking my own ass almost constantly during the last two days.
I'd sucked many, many cocks... so many of them I'd totally lost track of how many I'd sucked and how many loads I'd swallowed.
I hadn't ever come on my own face, although I imagined if I wasn't caged, I likely could, if I tried aiming at my face. I could shoot pretty far. Over four feet... I'd measured... I know, weird... but I'm a guy.
I'd taken a few facials. One of them just yesterday.
Of course, I'd swallowed a lot of cum... a Super Big Gulp worth by now, I imagine.
I hadn't worn thigh high stockings... even though I'd considered doing it just a little while ago.
I hadn't ever eaten my entire load, but I'd eaten two of my own cream pies... one a few weeks ago from Rose's pussy, and very recently from Camry's butthole, so I guessed technically the answer was yes.
I hadn't worn lipstick (except for that charity event, which I'd decided not to count) or a thong, although I did have a thong in my dresser... pink, of course.
By now I'd probably watched hours and hours of hypno sissy videos... which was a huge part of the reason for the predicament I was in... although predicament wasn't really the right word, since that implied I regretted being where I was in my journey. And yes, I'd been parroting back all those 'Repeat after me' instructions since the very beginning.
And regretfully, after watching some hypno videos, I'd briefly perused the porn hub gay section, but hadn't found them all that stimulating... although hearing masculine men whimper like bitches in heat had been kind of hot.
So sixteen points out of a possible twenty-four had me looking quite sissy-like.
Section 1: 3/8 affirmative responses (or guilty pleas?) for 3/8 points
Section 2: 8/12 affirmative responses for 16/24 points
19 points total
Since my nail polish was now dry, for some reason I felt compelled to maneuver the pantyhose back on. So I slid the sexy hosiery back up my legs, it going a little more smoothly the second time.
One they were back on, I confronted the three-point list.
Section 3: 3 Points Each
Deep throated a cock
Worn a cage
Gotten face fucked
Made a video while fucking yourself
Eaten a cream pie
Worn a garter-belt and stockings
Gone out in public wearing full make-up
Gotten pegged
Kissed a guy
Sucked a BBC
I scrolled down the list.
I quickly scored nine points by ticking off the very first three items on the checklist. Not only had I deep throated a fair number of cocks, several of them more than once, but I'd loved doing it! I was currently wearing a cage of course, and I'd been face-fucked numerous times by now, by now almost daily... and just like deep throating a cock... I loved it... loved the humiliation... loved the submission... loved being used like a slut.
The next item on the list was something I hadn't ever done, and I never would. I couldn't fathom ever making a video of fucking myself... what if it got into the wrong hands?
But as mentioned, I had eaten a couple of cream pies: one from Rose's pussy and another from Camry's ass. And I gladly would do so again.
I hadn't worn a garter-belt and stockings... yet... but the idea of doing it was kind of appealing... they were very sexy.
I didn't think I'd ever go out in public in full women's regalia, and if I did, it wouldn't be because I wanted to, but then again I wouldn't put it past Rose to doll me up and take me someplace we wouldn't be recognized. And if that's what she wanted me to do, I'd do it. But for the purposes of this test, no I hadn't.
Of course I'd been pegged by Rose and was hoping it would happen again... I would do anything for Rose.
I hadn't ever kissed a guy, and although I loved sucking cock, I had no intention of ever kissing a guy... that was undeniably gay.
Lastly, I had... many times by now... sucked a BBC... I'd sprinted through three of them today alone.
So, I counted up the additional points I'd just accumulated. Six out of ten.
Eighteen points.
Not too bad.
Based on that section all by itself... I was 60% sissy.
Section 1: 3/8 (3 points)
Section 2: 8/12 (16 points) for a running total of 19/32 points
Section 3: 6/10 (18 points) for a total so far of 37/62
37 Points, or just a smidgen shy of 60%
Section 4: 4 Points Each
Taken a cum walk
Worn a vibrating butt plug in public
Served at a glory hole
Dressed in full girly attire
Eaten a cream pie of your own cum
Given car head.
A short list, and I'd only done two of the six.
I hadn't ever taken a cum walk... and although I found the idea of a girl walking around in public with a load of cum on her face really hot, I couldn't see a scenario where I'd ever do such a thing.
And until now, I hadn't even known a vibrating butt plug was a thing... although I did wonder what it would feel like. Having a cock or a dildo in my ass felt pretty damn good, but what would it vibrating inside my ass feel like?
I had served at a few glory holes... and found it perhaps the most exhilarating of all my wild adventures... just cock after cock... although the BBC bathroom was also pretty wild.
Panties recently, and today adding pantyhose into my wardrobe, certainly wasn't full girly attire since none of it would ever be visible on the outside, and I had no intention of ever going that far.
But then the only two cream pies I'd ever eaten had been filled with my own cum, and given all the cum I'd chugged down that wasn't mine, I certainly wouldn't hesitate to go there too.
Lastly, although I likely would enjoy doing it, I hadn't given any car head. I'd gotten car head... three times, if I recalled correctly. Once at a wedding (or rather just outside in the parking lot), once after a football game, and once in my car when a MILF snuck outside for a load while her husband and kids were sleeping. Interestingly, the car had been parked all three times. But before you start giving me kudos for being a painstakingly safe driver, you need to know I wouldn't hesitate to give or receive head in a moving vehicle, even if the recipient was driving.
Section 1: 3/8 (3 points)
Section 2: 8/12 (16 points) for a running total of 19/32
Section 3: 6/10 (18 points) for a running total of 37/62
Section 4: 2/6 (8 points) for a total so far of 45/84
45 Points, and down to less than 54%
As I advanced to the five-point section, I ran my hands up and down my legs... loving the feeling of nylon covering them.
Section 5: 5 Points Each
Got ass fucked
Had a sissy orgasm
Made a video while sucking cock
Got cream pied
Sucked a cock in public
Sucked a friend's cock (as opposed to a stranger's, or someone you only know because you've sucked his cock previously -- N.B. a family member counts as a friend)
Sucked a cock while girlfriend watched
After feeling pretty good that my score had actually fallen after being just two for six in section four, I racked up some noticeable points in this next section.
The first two had both happened this past weekend when first Rose had pegged me, then the shemale Alyssa fucked my ass the next night, and both times I came from just the good, hard fuckings... thus sissy orgasms... thus ten points in a single kind of submissive act.
I hadn't made a video of me sucking cock... nor would I ever.
A third five points also happened during my one and only real cock ass fucking when Alyssa had filled my asshole (or pussy) and triggered my sissy orgasm.
The next one threw me a little... since what defined public? I'd sucked BBC in a nominally public bathroom and in a classroom... so both were somewhat private... yet as I pondered this, I had to admit it would be hard to argue a public bathroom wasn't public.
I definitely hadn't sucked a friend's cock... and most certainly not a family member's!... a friend's dad, yes... but not a friend. That said, I couldn't claim it couldn't ever happen, since having a friend I could suck every time I craved a cock and a load, such as Sammy for example, would be very fucking convenient, and given all the reports I'd heard about various of my teammates who also sucked cock and/or took it in the ass, who could say? We could quite possibly all run into each other and get it on at the upcoming Secret Cock Suckers and Cock Suckees (or whatever it was called... I hadn't been told yet) Annual orgy!
And one final one that had occurred during my first real cock sodomy, as Rose had watched me suck Alyssa's cock before she used it in my pussy.
Section 1: 3/8 (3 points)
Section 2: 8/12 (16 points) for a running total of 19/32
Section 3: 6/10 (18 points) for a running total of 37/62
Section 4: 2/6 (8 points) for a running total of 45/84
Section 5: 5/7 (25 points) for a total so far of 70/119
70 Points, and back up to almost 59%
Section 6: 6 Points Each
Got spit-roasted
Got fucked while girlfriend watched
Participated in a train
Participated in a bukkake
Ass to mouth, where you were the receiver in both holes
There were only five items in this section, and I'd only done two of them... although the other three all intrigued me... and I was even more intrigued after watching those sissy training videos.
Getting spit-roasted intrigued me.
Being the centerpiece of a train where cock after cock railed me, intrigued me.
Being surrounded by cock and taking load after load on my face and body intrigued me.
And this time, both of the ones I'd done came from my lone shemale sodomy:
-Rose had watched me getting fucked by Alyssa while I moaned like a bitch in heat, loving it, because the humiliation cascading through me only enhanced the pleasure.
-And then Alyssa had slid her cock into my mouth after depositing her load inside me, adding to my submission... adding to my humiliation... while I was on the receiving end of ass to mouth.
Section 1: 3/8 (3 points)
Section 2: 8/12 (16 points) for a running total of 19/32
Section 3: 6/10 (18 points) for a running total of 37/62
Section 4: 2/6 (8 points) for a running total of 45/84
Section 5: 5/7 (25 points) for a running total of 70/119
Section 6: 2/5 (12 points) for a total so far of 82/149
82 Points, back down to my being a tad over 55% sissy
Section 7: 7 Points Each
Made a video of getting fucked
Streamed having sex on a live site
Went out in public dressed completely as a woman, including full make-up, a wig, tits, hosiery and heels
Attended an all-male orgy
I hadn't done any of those final four things... and only one of them had I imagined ever doing.
I had no interest in making a video, or streaming myself, or enduring a complete female makeover.
But as for the all-male orgy, I was certainly hoping to be part of a massive one next Saturday, which seemed a long time away at the moment.
Rose had taken me to a sex party and while I was there I'd taken part in some wild sexual encounters... but it hadn't been an all-male orgy, even though except for arriving and leaving with Rose, I'd only interacted with men.
Section 1: 3/8 (3 points)
Section 2: 8/12 (16 points) for a running total of 19/32
Section 3: 6/10 (18 points) for a running total of 37/62
Section 4: 2/6 (8 points) for a running total of 45/84
Section 5: 5/7 (25 points) for a running total of 70/119
Section 6: 2/5 (12 points) for a running total of 82/149
Section 7: 0/4 (0 points) for a total 82/177
82 Points, all the way down to 43.6%
I realized that by the end I'd done 26 of the 52 sissy things listed, exactly half of them.
And I ended up scoring 82 out of a possible 177. I pulled out my phone to doublecheck that was still only 43.6%. Did that mean I was 43.6% sissy?
43.6% woman and 56.4% man?
As I pondered this, I noticed there was a legend for the scores. I scrolled down to it so I could see where my 82 points had landed me.
1-15: You're not a sissy... perhaps you just had a moment of weakness.
16-30: You're curious about beginning your sissification.
31-50: You like cock.
51-80: You love cock, and you get it anytime you can.
81-110: You want to be a sissy.
111-140: You're well on your way to becoming a complete sissy.
140-173: You are a complete sissy.
My phone buzzed as I looked at the summary and saw the verdict.
A level higher than I would have picked... although I was almost at the very bottom end of it.
81-110: I wanted to be a sissy, but just barely.
That said, I had no interest in rising to any of the other levels, or even in scoring better in the level I was in. I certainly didn't want to be a sissy the way it was described in this test... but according to my answers, I kind of did.
I glanced at my phone and saw it was from a number I didn't recognize. I clicked on it.
Cocksucker. I'm in my truck just down the road. Get out here right now. Red truck.
I responded, even as my cock tingled in its cage at the anticipation of a cock to suck: Who is this?
A church goer.
I responded, as I scrambled out of my bed and pulled on my sweats: I'll be right there.
Hurry up!
I slipped into some shoes, still in my pantyhose, and went outside. My parents were in their bedroom now, but their lights were still on.
I saw the truck just down the road and went towards it... recognizing it instantly. This was Mr. Mulroney... one of my buddy's dads.
I got to the truck, climbed into the passenger seat, and he said only, his cock already out, "Get sucking."
"Right here?" I asked dubiously, since with the light from the lampposts, we could easily be seen.
"Don't be stupid. I'll drive, you suck," he said, as he snapped his fingers next to his cock.
"Yes, sir," I said, as I tried to recall how many points car head had scored on the list. Just a few minutes ago I'd said I hadn't ever done it.
I leaned down and took his hard cock in my mouth as he started driving.
It was so weird to be leaning in this position while I slowly sucked him.
"Oh yeah, nice and slow," he praised, while I focused on his cock head.
I swirled my tongue as he drove slowly, savoring this cock... feeling so fucking horny. and craving some release after that sissy video and the sissy test.
"Yeah, you're such a good cock sucker," he said, enjoying my slow burn blow job.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned on his cock, briefly adding some vibrations to the mix as I slowly sucked on only his cock head.
He slowed down and parked a moment after making a turn.
"We're in an alley," he reassured me. "Perfectly secluded."
Again I moaned, since I didn't want to take his cock out of my mouth.
"Shit, I can't believe you're so new to this," he said. "It's like you were born to suck dick."
"Mmmmmmmm," I again responded, trying to communicate I was born to suck his dick.
"God, I'd love to fuck that football player bottom," he groaned. "Have you given that muscular back door up yet?"
So horny and definitely willing to get fucked, I responded, while taking more of his cock into my mouth, "Mmmmmm-hmmmmmm."




"Is that a yes?" he asked, sounding surprised.
"Yes," I replied, briefly taking his cock out of my mouth, enjoying giving 'truck' head, really enjoying sucking dick as he drove, and now willing to do even more if he wanted me to.
"You like it in the ass?" he asked.
"Yeah, but I've only taken two dicks in it," I admitted, "although I've also used a couple of dildos on myself."
"Then I think it's high time we increased that number, don't you?" he asked.
"I'm your slut, Mr. Mulroney," I responded, addressing him so formally exciting me for some reason.
"Well," he said, looking around cautiously, "let's drive a little further into this alley."
"Yes, sir," I agreed, leaning down and resuming sucking his cock, keeping it hard for my pussy.
"Shit, who would have known our star linebacker is a complete faggot fuck toy," he said, sounding just a little shocked to learn I wasn't just a cock sucker, but a bottom bitch too.
He drove for only a few seconds before shutting off his truck and killing the lights. It was pitch dark.
"All right, let's do this outside," he said.
"Outside?" I asked, surprised, although I couldn't see how else he'd manage to fuck me... although I quickly realized we could have gone into the backseat of his crew cab, except it was full of shit.
"Yeah, I'll bend you over the tailgate," he said, opening his door. "Hurry up."
"Yes, sir," I agreed, sitting up and getting out on my side.
We both felt our way to the back of the truck, me trembling with excitement and fear. If I'd been concerned about choosing wrong about public sex meaning in a public bathroom, this next activity would officially make my original assessment correct.
Reaching the back, he flipped the tailgate down and instructed, "Rest your hands on the tailgate."
"Yes, Mr. Mulroney," I said, again using the formal term.
"You like that I'm your friend's dad, don't you?" he asked, squeezing my ass.
"Yeah," I admitted. "It's a real turn-on."
"I bet my son would either let you suck him or he'd fuck you," he said, as he brought his hands to my sweats.
"I'm still in the closet," I demurred, although if that was true, that closet door was pretty wide open by now.
He pulled my sweats down, touched my ass in the complete darkness and gasped, "Pantyhose?"
"Y-y-yeah, today's the first day I've ever worn them," I stammered, embarrassed to be caught in them, but happy I'd at least taken my panties off.
"Well, I'm sure your muscular ass would look extra cute and fuckable in them," he said, as he glided his hands over my silky sheer ass.
"They're my Mom's," I explained for some reason.
"Then I won't rip a hole in them to access your cute asshole," he said.
"Thanks," I said, feeling so sexy, so feminine and so horny as he complimented and caressed me... although as usual my cock tried to rise up, and also as usual it was halted by a steel ceiling.
He pulled my pantyhose down to my ankles, well, my Mom's pantyhose, and then pulled his pants down and directed his cock to my ass... thankfully not able to see the cage in the dark and in my bent over position.
"Shit, you really do have an ass made for fucking," he said as he pulled my ass cheeks apart.
"Thank you, Mr. Mulroney," I said weirdly. "I've had a dildo in my ass a lot tonight, so I should be gaped enough for your big cock."
"You really are a muscle faggot," he said, seeming to like that I was built like a man but willing to be used like a woman.
"Thank you," I repeated again, readying myself for the inevitable pain-pleasure principle that was bound to occur once his cock slid into my ass.
After my ass being called a pussy throughout the training, I was a bit startled to hear him call it an ass. He positioned his cock at my hole and said, "I can't believe I'm fucking a future NFL star."
"Oooooh," I moaned, as his cock slid into my asshole.
"So fucking tight," he groaned, as his cock went deeper into me.
"Yes, Mr. Mulroney," I moaned, "shove that big cock up my ass." In truth it was pretty average, only about six inches, but he didn't know he was small for me... since the dildo I'd been fucking myself with tonight was larger.
And for three or four minutes he fucked my ass... in the dark... in the alley....
If I wasn't in a cage, I'm sure I would have had another sissy orgasm... and truth was, there was almost no pain in my ass... but considerable pain came from my throbbing cock desperately trying to get itself hard and be allowed to come.
"Oh yes, Mr. Mulroney, I love your dick in my pussy," I moaned, as he was now really slamming into me and sounded like he was close.
"Pussy?" he asked. "You really are a little cock sucking, ass taking sissy, aren't you?"
"Yes, Mr. Mulroney, my cunt was made to be used by strong dominant men like you," I moaned, the pleasure so intense even as my clitty throbbed... referring to my cock as a clitty for the first time in my head.
He reached around to stroke my cock and found the cage. "What's this?"
"My girlfriend makes me wear it," I said, shame coursing through me, even though I wasn't at all ashamed to be bent over the tailgate of Frankie's dad's truck with his dad's dick buried balls deep in my pussy.
"Shit," he said. "That's a crying shame."
"Not really. My purpose is to give pleasure," I said, sounding like a line out of the sissy videos.
"Well, you're certainly doing that," he said, as he moved his hands back to my hips and resumed fucking me.
"Give me that dick, Mr. Mulroney, give it to me good," I moaned.
"I'm going to come soon," he said, a couple of deep, hard thrusts later.
"Breed me, Frankie's Dad, breed me and make me your muscle sissy cum bucket," I moaned, loving to belittle myself.
"Oh yeah, I'll breed you, bitch," he said, as he really fucked me, and as my cock ached with pulsing pleasure.
"Oh yes, Mr. Mulroney, fuck my pussy, breed my cunt, fill me with your manly load," I babbled, dying to feel his cock erupt inside me... his cock rubbing against my prostate so good.
"Oh fuck, you dirty slut," he grunted as he exploded deep inside me, keeping his dick all the way in as his cock pulsed inside me and he filled my bowels.
"Yes, Mr. Mulroney," I moaned, as I exulted in the sensations of being filled, of his throbbing cock unloading and pulsing inside me.
"Yeah, boy," he said, as he rested inside me.
After a minute, he pulled out and said, "My lad, that was amazing!"
"It really was," I agreed, loving the hard fucking, even though I could feel a stint of blue balls coming... my constant inability to get hard was really wearing me down physically and mentally.
"I'd better get home," he said as he pulled his pants up.
"Yeah, me too," I said, standing up straight and feeling a little cum ooze out of my ass... which was such a slutty feeling. I pulled up Mom's pantyhose and my sweats.
"I'll drive you back," he offered.
"Thanks," I said, the aftermath of a sexual encounter with a guy always awkward.
We got back in the vehicle and he drove me the few blocks back to my place while I still felt cum leaking out of my ass and into the pantyhose.
As he stopped a few houses from mine, he said, "I hope we can do this again."
"So do I," I said, knowing I was no longer just a cock sucker... but I'd stepped up a level into being a willing two-hole slut for any cock.
I got out and went inside, wondering what this all meant.
I'd been pegged by Rose.
I'd been ass fucked by a shemale under Rose's loving supervision.
Both of those experiences I could have defended as being part of an open, kinky relationship with the woman I loved.
But willingly going off with a guy, getting fucked in the ass, in the pussy, was definitely an entirely different level of kink... submission... and lust.
I got into bed, still in my clothes and Mom's soiled pantyhose, and went to sleep trying to process what I'd just willingly done.
How good it had felt to be fucked.
How natural it had felt.
How it had made me feel so good inside.
How a load exploding in my ass/cunt had warmed my body the same way a load exploding in my mouth always did.
It had felt natural.
It had felt like home.
It had felt like I was born to do this.
Fuck!
I really was turning into a sissy!
THE END OF CHAPTER 10.
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Mom's Tantric Massage Ch. 02
Summary: Siblings have three-hole sex, and Mom uses a strap-on.
Note 1: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Note 2: This is a sequel to the 2021 Christmas Contest Story Mom's Tantric Massage. In part 1 (which I suggest you read first if you haven't already... not only is it a hot read, but this tale will make more sense if you already know 'the story so far'), the Mom's two grown kids come home to Indiana to visit their mother for Christmas (which is also their mother's birthday). This is after over a year of their sidestepping COVID in Los Angeles, where their cannabis-infused massage oil business partnership has really taken off. Once they've had a chance to tell their Mom about their business (and finally convinced her that it's more lucrative... and lots more fun... than if they'd both become doctors like she'd always hoped), the Mom insists on their giving her a cannabis massage, which leads to both children massaging and pleasuring their long-neglected mother in all of her holes.
Now after they all awaken from a much-needed nap, their incestuous wickedness resumes in:
Mom's Tantric Massage Ch. 02
Diane's internal clock woke her up. She glanced at her two kids, who'd recently joined forces to give her the most intense pleasure of her life. Her pussy was still tingling... apparently the power of the THC was lingering long after her initial rush.
But at the moment she needed to push away the flame beginning to reignite from her pussy's pot high... since she needed to check on their Christmas supper. As she slithered out of the bed, she looked back to admire both of her children's amazing bodies, and she was sorely tempted to both suck her son's big dick (again) and eat her daughter's delicious pussy (again). She couldn't decide which one she preferred... but of course that wasn't a choice she had to make since she knew she was welcome to do both, so it wasn't one she put much thought into.
Since she was naked, Diane slipped on a robe (which was short and silk these days, rather than the long terrycloth ones she'd always favoured until recently) and headed to the kitchen... feeling her pussy burning a little more. The fire was quelled a couple minutes later when her own mother called, which meant she'd likely be complaining about not coming up to Indiana for Christmas. She lived in Florida, and she'd blame Diane somehow, even though Diane had pushed and pushed, and had offered to pay for the flight... but her mother was terrified of COVID, even though the percentage of new cases was substantially higher in Florida than Indiana.
Diane's sister Maggie was driving out from Indianapolis on the 26th, celebrating the 25th with her newest boyfriend and his family. Maggie had no kids, and she'd bounced around from guy to guy since her divorce three years ago... living her wild twenty-something years in her mid-to-late forties, being three years younger than Diane.
Jeremy woke up and checked out his sister. He then gently woke her up, but only after admiring her naked body for a minute. Before they'd all drifted to sleep in each other's arms, their mother had made it clear she wanted to watch her two children fuck each other for the first time... which may have been even more surreal than everything else that had happened today. But he'd be lying if he told himself (or anyone else) the thought of fucking his twin sister hadn't been a major fantasy of his for years. Watching her administer massages while nude, or while wearing sexy lingerie or costumes during the past couple of years was cock throbbing stimulating, which was often what kept him hard if he was massaging some older woman who wasn't very appealing (which mattered, since just like a porn star, his lack of an erection would be bad for business). But he'd always resisted the temptation, because it could easily hinder their business relationship. And besides, his sister had shown pretty much zero interest in hooking up with him... and she'd even downplayed the idea when her Mom had suggested it in their recent conversation about what they all should do together after supper.
"Hey," Jeremy spoke.
Christy woke up groggily. She looked at her brother. "Did all of that really happen?"
"Yeah, it did," Jeremy nodded, glancing down at her firm tits.
"Are you checking me out?" Christy asked.
"I'm not, not checking you out."
"I can see you're ready for more," Christy said, glancing down at her brother's eight-inch dick, that was standing up completely erect. The cannabis oil was still in her system, and seeing her brother's cock made her pussy tingle.
"Always," Jeremy said, having a very impressive reload at his young age... which had been very helpful during some of their more unique massage requests... one being for him to come all over the client, and then Christy had massaged it into the woman's body... which usually required him to supply four loads over the course of the hour-long session.
Christy shook her head as she rolled out of the bed and stood up. "Hopefully Mom's forgotten what she suggested while she was high."
"I hope not," Jeremy said, his cock flexing in admiration at the sight of his sister's amazing ass.
"You want to fuck your sister?" Christy asked bluntly, since an idea that had been pushed by a few clients, although she'd never seriously considered it, had suddenly become a real possibility. She wasn't sure if it was because she was still a little high, still a lot horny, or if their breaking through that wicked incestuous barrier by having the threesome with their mother had weakened her moral code sufficiently for her to wish to cross this next incestuous line... since... she had... no, they had... definitely broken some ice by sharing their mother with each other.
"If you like, I'll fuck you right here and now," Jeremy offered, his slight hesitation during his earlier reflection now swept aside as he admired his hot sister. With her as a prospective target, his cock was definitely ready for more action!
"We'll see, but not before supper, in any case," she said, taking another look at her brother's tempting cock, and then she went off to her own room to put some clothes on... although the stockings were going to stay on, of course... she knew the power they had on her always horny brother. And while she still wasn't certain she was going to do what her mother wished in this instance... she'd spent most of her childhood life ignoring what she expected of her... today's wish was tempting... very, very tempting!
Jeremy got up last, made the bed, then went and jumped in the shower.
"Yes, of course the kids are here," Diane was saying as her daughter walked into the kitchen... already three minutes into her mother's usual and totally anticipated whining... she'd always promised herself she wouldn't turn out like her Mom, but then had become just like her... until in recent months she'd begun taking her counseling sessions to heart, and among other things, had abandoned all that stuffy morality she'd previously clung to.
That's Grandma? Christy mouthed.
Diane nodded with a look that made it clear she was not enjoying this phone call.
"Hi, grandma," Christy sang out loudly... and very helpfully.
"Yes, here she is now," Diane said into the phone, thrilled her daughter was rescuing her from whatever problematic place this conversation would otherwise have gone next. Three minutes in, and her mother was already complaining about how lonely she was 'way down here in Florida'.
"Hi, grandma, Merry Christmas!" Christy greeted brightly as she snatched the phone from her Mom, while she wickedly placed her free hand on the woman's shoulder and guided her to the floor in front of her.
Christy! Diane mouthed, her eyes going wide as she nevertheless allowed herself to be guided down to her knees.
Christy lifted the hem of dress as she said, "Yes, we've all had a great day so far. I really wish you'd decided to fly up and join us," thus neatly circumventing her grandma's complaints before she could get started with her too. Bright girl! her Mom thought.
Diane was staring at her daughter's pussy... her daughter's being the first pussy she'd ever tasted... which had been earlier today... having recently only gone so far as exploring her bisexual side through erotica and porn.
"Yeah, I I've never been closer to Mom in my life," Christy said, looking down at her mother and pointing to her own pussy, silently communicating: Don't just stare at it; make yourself useful down there.
Diane was horny and hungry... her daughter's pussy so inviting and delicious... so while her daughter chatted gaily with her grandmother... she leaned forward and indeed did make herself useful.
"Yeah, well actually we're doing lots of things back to front today; for instance she's snacking on some dessert right now, even though we haven't sat down for dinner yet," Christy said wickedly, as she draped one of her legs over her mother's shoulder, then grabbed the back of her head and guided it deeper into her wet pussy.
Diane lapped eagerly, and she gasped appreciatively as she listened to her daughter's wicked innuendo.
"That's right, we haven't had dinner yet," Christy said, enjoying her own innuendo, "but we've all been snacking on various tidbits all day."
Diane's pussy was on fire as she licked her daughter's, this indeed being her new favourite dessert, and getting so excited from what she was doing, as well as listening to her daughter's naughty innuendo. Her stuffy mother would never remotely catch on!
"Judging from the delicious aromas coming from the oven, we'll be having dinner pretty soon, I think," Christy said, which was true... she was starving after their marathon fuck session and, of course, from her accidental high from eating her Mom's THC-laced pussy. "I've worked up quite the appetite."
Diane continued licking in various fashions, exploring different positions for eating pussy... the previous time her daughter had sat on her face... which had limited what she could do... and in this position she had more control, varying the opportunities to focus on her activities, including pumping two fingers inside herself, which she was now doing.
"Oooooooooh," Christy moaned, as those same two juicy fingers momentarily popped into her mouth! "Yes, yes, I'm fine; Mom just gave me a taste of her homemade gravy." Her Mom's pussy was obviously getting wetter and wetter, and she couldn't have possibly come up with a better innuendo!
Diane was experiencing a real sexual adrenaline rush from eating her daughter's pussy and doing other playful things while Christy talked to her grandmother, and she pumped two fingers into her daughter's pussy this time and flicked her clit with her tongue.
Christy's orgasm was rising from her Mom's inner and outer attack... and doing it very impressively for a woman who'd never eaten any pussy before today... she said, seeing Jeremy walk in wearing just his boxers and a t-shirt, "Hey! Here's Jeremy."
Jeremy looked down to catch a short glimpse of his Mom finger banging his sister and asked, "Who is it?"
"Just take it," Christy said urgently, literally tossing the phone to her brother from three feet away so she could focus on her upcoming orgasm, which was approaching on a fast track.
"Hello?" Jeremy greeted, as he watched his sister push their Mom away, hop onto the kitchen counter and snap her fingers. His Mom's face was wet and shiny, her eyes a little dazed, and there was a look of lust on her face as she glanced up at him from her knees, smiled slightly, and then dove back between her daughter's widespread legs.
"Oh hi, Grandma; Merry Christmas to you too," Jeremy greeted, surprised by who was on the phone and by the wicked reality of what his mother and sister were doing while Christy chatted with her... his cock was again hard, and clearly noticeable behind his tented boxers.
Christy once again grabbed her Mom's head and pulled her deep into her wetness, as Jeremy admired his Mom's appealing position, her short robe unfortunately obstructing most of his view of her ass.
"No, no hammer and tongs at all; they've been getting along way better than I've ever seen them before," Jeremy said, an idea popping into his head.
As Diane ate out her daughter, she felt hands pulling up her robe while a small part of her vaguely heard her son talking to her mother.
"Yeah, I think all that time apart has brought us all a lot closer," Jeremy reported, knowing that was definitely true while he (for instance) slid his cock into his Mom's not surprisingly sopping wet pussy.
"Oooooh," Diane moaned into her daughter's pussy as she felt her son's eight-inch cock filling her right up. After getting some dick earlier today for the first time in years, the fires inside her were burning hotly, and she couldn't get enough.
"Don't stop," Christy ordered, somehow limiting her volume while her orgasm was close, and getting closer.
"Yeah, I think dinner is almost ready," Jeremy said, as he smelled the delicious aromas of their Christmas dinner wafting from the nearby oven while he pumped his dick into his mother.
Christy, who sometimes got very rough when she entered a purely erotic mode, which is where she was right now, began grinding her pussy in a circular motion all over her mother's face... while her brother hammered Mom from behind, thus pounding their Mom's face hard against her pussy.
Diane was loving the giving and receiving she was at the centre of... feeling a major rush from both giving and receiving pleasure simultaneously.
"No, Mom is busy with some final preparations," Jeremy said. "I'll ask her to call you later."
"Oooooh, ooooooh," Christy moaned, obviously about to lose all control of herself.
Jeremy knew his sister was about to scream with orgasmic bliss, and so he blurted out, "Talk you later, grandma. Love you!" And he hung up abruptly.
Just a few seconds later Christy, having indeed been desperately struggling to hold back her orgasm, let herself go and bellowed, as a freight train of an orgasm roared through her, "Fuuuuuck!"
Diane hungrily lapped up her daughter's pussy cum... a taste she'd already gotten completely addicted to after only two amazing tastes of it... while her own orgasm rose quickly, from a combination of the pussy drug and her son's amazing cock. This really was the best of both worlds!
Not surprisingly, Jeremy found that watching his sister come all over their mother's face was fucking hot, and after his nap, his balls were fully loaded and ready to erupt after only a couple minutes of being balls deep inside his mother's tight, wet pussy.
Diane's orgasm was also rising at an exponentially fast rate, meaning it was accelerating as it raced towards the finish line. She came up for air from the heavenly hot box between her daughter's legs and begged, "Yes, you mother fucker, pound your mother's pussy, hammer Mommy's cunt and breed her with your biggest load!"
"Shoot your load inside Mommy's cunt, big brother!" Christy added, her orgasm fading, but still delivering aftershocks of pleasure.
"Oh, yeah Mom, do you want to be your son's three-hole fuck-toy cum bucket?" Jeremy demanded, fully committed to his own sexual adrenaline rush.
"Yes I do, son, you nasty mother fucker," Diane moaned, for some reason that wicked term really turning her on, and enhancing the growing euphoria inside her. "Come inside all three of Mommy's fuck holes whenever you damn well please, give me the pleasure I haven't received in years, and treat me like a cheap cum slut."
Both Jeremy and Diane were about to erupt even before Christy added, "Fucking fill Mom's cunt, you dirty mother fucker!"
Christy was so turned on from watching her mother getting fucked, and even more so because of the nasty words guttering out of her formerly prim and proper Mom.
"Fucking here it comes!" Jeremy grunted, reaching for her mother's hair and tugging it back roughly as if he were attempting to rein in a runaway filly, while he spewed his load deep into his mother's pussy.
Feeling her son's load filling her wanton womb, the load exploding inside her triggering her own much-needed orgasm, Diane screamed, "Merry Christmas, you fuckers!"
"I fucking love watching our Mom getting railed while she spews out filth like a nasty porn slut," Christy exulted, still turned on even after her orgasm.
"Get used to the new normal," Diane said, as her orgasm ricocheted around internally, as if a pinball were careening around inside her and striking every erogenous zone she had.
"You get used to it: you're going to be our fulltime Mommy cunt-licking, cock-taking pet for the rest of our visit," Christy assured her.
"It'll be tougher to get away with once Maggie arrives tomorrow," Diane pointed out, still within the rapture of her unbridled taboo lust.
"Fuck," Christy replied.
"We'll just have to be discreet and sly," Jeremy suggested, as he continued slowly and sensuously fucking his Mom long after he'd finished depositing his load deep inside her.
"The bottom line is I'm your cum slut come what may, you two," Diane pledged, living in the now, and not in some future where she wouldn't still be experiencing all this intense...taboo... surreal... unbelievable... life-changing... pleasure.
"We could just move her to LA," Jeremy suggested, pulling out of his mother. "It's not as if we can't afford it."
"We could, actually," Christy agreed.
"You could?" Diane asked, finding the idea surprising and yet appealing in her flushed, post-orgasmic state. Yet truth was, she'd lived here for her entire life... not in this house, but in this town... and she couldn't imagine living somewhere else... especially in a huge, crowded megacity like Los Angeles. Yet these past few hours had awakened desires in her she couldn't imagine suddenly doing without again.
"What's keeping you here?" Christy asked.
"It's complicated, and we're not going to resolve this in an instant. So let me finish getting dinner ready, and then we can chat about it," Diane said, this topic cooling off her fire. The question was a fair one, and not simple.
"Sure," Christy said, hopping down off the counter. "What can I do to help?"
"Mash the potatoes," Diane said, having put milk and salt and pepper into them just before their second sexual rendezvous had begun. As she stood up straight, she felt a little cum leaking out of her pussy, "Fuck son, your firehose shoots massive loads!"
"I know," Jeremy said smugly.
Fifteen minutes later, all three of them once again dressed in their festive seasonal attire, were sitting together at the kitchen table enjoying a great meal, all of them needing some sustenance after their two intense fuck sessions.
"So seriously, what about your moving to Los Angeles?" Christy asked, a little surprised to be asking a question she'd never imagined asking. Of course she'd never imagined sitting on her Mom's face either.
"I don't know," Diane said unsurely. "I need to think about it, but let's talk."
"What's left for you here, Mom?" Jeremy asked. "You're retired and an empty nester."
"Nothing and everything," Diane answered.
"What do you mean?" Jeremy asked.
"Yes, your father is gone, and you two live in Los Angeles, but all my friends are here, and this is my home," Diane explained.
"You'll meet new friends out there," Jeremy said.
"Will I?" Diane asked. "And even if I do, they could never know me like Pam, Jane and Eleanor do. Our friendship goes back to when we were all kids."



"I suppose that's true," Christy had to admit, thinking that her Mom had been born here and would likely die here. "Well, we could at least have you come visit us a few times a year."
"That I can certainly agree to doing," Diane said with absolutely no unwillingness.
"Done, then," Christy said.
"And maybe I could come along as an apprentice to some of your massages," Diane suggested.
"That's a great idea! I can think of a few of our clients who'd pay top dollar for our actual mother taking part in some incestuous roleplaying," Jeremy said. "Especially since it wouldn't be roleplaying at all!"
"Can you imagine what Mr. Phillips would pay for all three of us?" Christy chortled with a big grin.
"Especially if we did those things we've always refused to do until now," Jeremy added.
"Who's Mr. Phillips?" Diane asked.
"One of our clients who's been begging and pleading for an incest show every time we've worked him over," Christy said.
"Yeah, he recently paid us $10,000 just to have me come on Christy's feet," Jeremy added, not mentioning the other kinky sibling acts they could commit for hire, although none of them could include penetration. They'd have to do that on their own time. Or at least hopefully they would, since the twins still had yet to play with each other skin on skin.
"Wow," Diane said, finding it oddly comforting to learn that the porn that turned her on, and the sinful incest she herself had committed during two sessions so far, wasn't as unheard of as 'polite' society would hope. On Literotica the incest stories were by far the most popular ones, with mother-son stories by far the most common. Many websites featured faux incest porn films which were also hugely popular, and her two favourite lesbian sites Girlsway and Sexymomma both had major focuses on mom and daughter scenes. Kinky incestuous fantasies seemed to be everywhere.
"Yeah, many of our clients would pay huge money for an incest show, especially a mother-son or a mother-daughter show," Christy said, thinking they could make a killing with their mother involved... especially if it was limited to a special they only did a few times a year.
"What about a son, daughter and mother threesome?" Diane asked.
"I imagine that would also be very popular," Christy said.
"We'd be working all day and all night," Jeremy said, his cock once again hard from the idea.
"Well," Diane said, their dinner almost over. "Then finish up your meals, kids; we should start practicing our 'working' all day and all night."
"Mom, we've awakened a monster: you're totally insatiable," Christy teased.
"That's because my sex drive was dormant for a long time," Diane smiled. "So it's time to make up for lost time. I'll be back in a few minutes. Finish eating and put the dishes away."
"Yes, Mom," both kids said in unison.
Jeremy asked, once he was alone with his sister, "Are you happy to do what she wants? Because as horny as I am for you, there's no way I'm going to force myself on you; that would be a huge violation of our mutual trust."
"No worries, brother dear; at this point, I want you too. And if I put just a tad more lotion in my pussy, I'll probably let you fuck the shit out of me," Christy said, still feeling pretty horny to the extent that whatever the reasons were they'd never committed incest, they no longer seemed relevant to anything.
"Then you'd better apply some lotion to that sexy asshole of yours as well," Jeremy smiled, turning his sister's words around on her... something he'd always done.
"Well..." Christy smiled and stood up, "...if Mom can take your cock in all three holes, I guess I can too."
"But this time, please don't let what you've just said be a tease," Jeremy asked, or pretty much begged, his sister having made similar declarations about their having sex with each other in the past, although never quite as blunt as this one. It had usually been when she was high or when she hadn't gotten laid.
"Oh trust me, big brother," she said, as she gathered up some plates, her actions not at all sexual, but her words dripping with wicked implications, "The only way I'll be fucking with you tonight will be in the most literal fashion."
"Mmmmmmmm," Jeremy smiled, loving when a woman rode him or bounced back on his cock.
"Now help me clean up," Christy ordered. "Mom fixed us a great meal; it's the least we can do."
"Of course," Jeremy agreed, finishing up one last bite of mashed potatoes and gravy... easily his favourite dish... except that pussy was pretty damn good too.
The two twins, working in perfect synchronization like they often did, quickly cleaned up the table and did the dishes, even to the point of drying them and putting them away.
They were just putting the last dishes away, when their mother sang out, "Living room, you two."
Leaving an immaculate kitchen behind, they headed to the living room, where the initial crime had taken place.
Since today was a day of surprises... it was time for another one... as both kids walked in to discover their mother dressed in a leather micro-mini-skirt, black stockings, boots, and a black leather corset that showcased her huge tits while leaving them bare.
"Holy shit!" Jeremy gasped, his hard cock flexing in his pants.
"You like?" Diane asked, having bought this outfit against the distant possibility of her encountering a submissive woman who was in need of a Mistress. Although she was more submissive than not, and most of her fantasies were about being dominated by a younger man or woman, on occasion she fantasized about dominating a woman herself, or even dominating some guy. The strap-on currently hiding in her room having never been used, had been bought with the intention of her fucking another woman, or perhaps even pegging a man.
"You look fucking nasty hot, Mom," Christy said approvingly, having always loved her sexual encounters with dominant women. Christy could play either Mistress or submissive with the same natural ease.
"I don't think I even know you," Jeremy said, admiring every curve of his voluptuous mother.
"Get undressed, climb on the massage table and poke your cock through the hole, son," Diane ordered, relishing the lustful look being directed at her from her son, and also from her daughter.
"Yes Ma'am," Jeremy said eagerly, his dick dying for some motherly attention.
"I think he likes that idea," Christy smiled.
"Don't pretend your cunt isn't dripping and your mouth watering at the idea of serving as my pet daughter plaything," Diane said, shifting surprisingly naturally from submissive to dominant.
"I never denied any of that," Christy said, "since it's all true," enthralled by yet another of her mother's personality shifts.
"For the time being, you'll both do exactly what I say," Diane dictated, as her son got naked.
"Yes, Mom," Jeremy agreed, now naked, his eight-inch cock pointing directly at his mother.
"It's Mommy," she corrected, considering the term 'Mommy' more erotic, nasty and taboo than Mom or mother.
"Yes, Mommy," Jeremy corrected himself as he climbed onto the massage table... he realized for the first time ever.
"And why are you still dressed, slut?" Diane demanded of her daughter in a disparaging tone... the same tone she used to use to discipline her children... especially Christy.
"I'm sorry, Mommy," Christy apologized with more sincerity than she ever had back when her mother was a constant bitch, and she quickly discarded her dress... leaving her wearing only thigh highs, as she hadn't put any underwear back on after their earlier playtimes.
Jeremy was surprised at how cold the bed was, as he obediently slid his dick into the hole... curious what his mother had in store for him... or for all three of them.
"Where's the pleasure cream?" Diane asked, wanting to put some more onto her pussy... and having a very wicked idea for what she'd make happen next, before she orchestrated watching her son fuck all three of her daughter's holes.
"Right over there," Christy said, pointing to a tube on the mantle above the fireplace.
"Bring it to me," Diane ordered, snapping her fingers impatiently.
"Yes, Mommy," Christy obeyed, her entire body tingling with excitement from her desire to mindlessly obey her Mommy.
Diane took the cream, poured some into her fingers, and rubbed the lotion all over and inside her daughter's hairless pussy.
"Ooooh, Mommy," Christy moaned, the liberal amount being used soon going to send her into sexual overdrive. "You're turning me into a wanton, mindless slut, and I won't have any control over myself at all!"
"That's the plan," Diane said, "Now turn around."
"Yes, Mommy," Christy once again obeyed happily, loving to use the word 'Mommy,' and realizing this was the most willingly she'd done what her mother told her, likely since she was a tween.
As the mother poured more lube on her fingers, she ironically said what her daughter had been thinking, "About time you just did what your mother fucking told you to."
"Yes Mommy, I've been a very bad girl," Christy said in a sexy voice that made Jeremy's cock flex while he watched this strange, yet hot role reversal between his sister and mother.
Diane slid her lubed fingers inside her daughter's tight ass, and Christy gasped-moaned, "Jeremy, our Mommy's fingers are inside my asshole."
"Your Mommy's fingers are inside your asshole applying pot lube," Diane corrected her. "I've got to get these two fuck holes ready for your brother to drive you crazy."
"Shit," Jeremy said as he watched the two women... this newest scene as hot as when he'd watched them earlier in the throes of lesbian lust.
"Do you want to fuck your sister's cunt and asshole, my darling son?" Diane asked, as she slowly fingered her daughter's asshole.
"God, yes," Jeremy agreed.
"And do you want to feel your twin brother's big fat cock slamming into your wet cunt and your tight as fuck asshole, my wanton daughter?" Diane asked, feeling a bit like she was performing a wedding ceremony, as she kissed the back of her daughter's neck and gave it a little nibble. Okay, it wasn't that much like an official ceremony. And the dress code was also different.
"Yes Mommy, I most certainly do," Christy moaned, any resistance or concern about consequences gone completely, as her earlier drug applications, and now this new one as well, added to this very appealing version of her mother's dominant persona, were about to transform her into a completely submissive slut, willing to do literally anything to obey her.
"Yes what, you dumb cunt?" Diane asked. "Spell it out for me," then pulling her finger out and slapping her daughter's ass... hard!
"Yes, I want to suck my brother's fat cock, and then to feel his eight-inch dick pound my overly excited pussy, and then I want to take that same fucking prick up my shit hole until he comes in it," Christy declared wickedly, having never had a cock come in her asshole, but it was something she'd been curious about.
"Think you can do all that, son?" Diane asked.
"Definitely," Jeremy said, his cock throbbing through the hole in the massage table.
"Climb under the table facing up, and wait for instructions, little missy cock and cunt slut," Diane ordered, administering one final firm slap to her daughter's ass... getting quite an adrenaline rush from being the dominant instead of the submissive this time. A person doing that was called a 'switch' she recalled, and she could see why some women relished embracing both of those two very different roles.
"Yes, Mommy," Christy obeyed, her entire body already on fire, and she knew that state was going to intensify immensely once the second doses of lotion had warmed both her pussy and asshole.
"Don't touch his dick yet," Diane ordered, as she poured some more lube onto her fingers. "And you," she said, pointing to her son, "direct your face downwards, and just enjoy the view for now."
"Yes, Mommy," Jeremy replied, doing as he was told... which he'd always done when given an order from his mother... unlike his more defiant sister. And regardless of the hundreds of times he'd already seen them, his twin sister's lovely face and naked body were indeed a stirring sight. She caught his gaze and gave him a saucy wink, and his cock couldn't resist waving back at her.
Diane admired her son's perfect masculine body as she approached his ass. Neither of her children knew her intent, until she brought her lubed fingers to her son's asshole, and a few moments later pushed them inside.
"Mom, what were you doooooooing?" Jeremy squealed in alarm as he felt his Mom's fingers probe at his virgin ass, and then slide all the way inside.
"Preparing you to discover the joy of a prostate orgasm," she informed him, as she slowly wiggled her fingers around inside her son's intensely tight ass... so very tight, she wasn't sure she'd be able to finger bang him properly until she gaped it a little... or perhaps it a lot.
"But I'm not gay," Jeremy whined, feeling the strange sensation of a slight pain, along with a subtle, uneasy pleasure.
"I know you aren't," Diane said, "and so does my well-used pussy," as she slowly turned her two fingers counter-clockwise inside her son's asshole. "Being gay means you like sucking real dicks and taking them up the butt. What you're doing right now is being vulnerable, and exploring the power dynamics of your true sexuality."
"It feels gay," Jeremy insisted, but then he let out a moan as he responded to his Mom's ministrations.
"Gay or not, it sounds like you like it," Diane said, enjoying the power she had over him... knowing that after her kids had done things to her she'd never experienced before... now she was going to repay the favour. Or several favours, actually.,
"It feels really weird," Jeremy said, that being the best way to describe what he was feeling. It hurt a little... felt good a little... and it felt awkward and weird a lot.
"Can I stand up and see, Mommy?" Christy asked from underneath the table, having been admiring her brother's big cock, and resisting her growing temptation to devour it.
"Sure, but you'd better move quickly, slut," Diane agreed generously.
Christy hurriedly got out from under the table, stood up and stared at her Mom's fingers inside her brother's ass. "Wow!"
"Yeah, he has one tight back door," Diane observed, as she began slowly to finger him, having by now loosened his sphincter enough to manage that.
"Because it's an exit only doorway," Jeremy pointed out, even while his cock flexed from the feelings of his mother fingering his ass.
"Not anymore it isn't," Diane pointed out, as she kept fingering him while just barely avoiding his prostate. "Christy, get back under the table and very slowly stroke your brother's dick, which I assume is hard."
"It's rock hard," Christy reported as she went back under the table... hungry for cock... her pussy becoming even more stimulated without being touched.
"I figured it would be," Diane said, now inserting her fingers deeper, and making contact with her son's prostate... which she'd read quite a lot about.
"Mommmmmm," Jeremy moaned, as simultaneous with his sister wrapping her hands around his cock, his mother touched what he could only assume was his prostate. Having watched dozens of prostate orgasms at the hands... or rather at the fingers of his sister, and sometimes a strap-on or a prostate massager... he had on occasion... usually when he was really horny... wondered what it would be like, since he'd seen Simeon have some pretty intense anal orgasms.... Yet he'd resisted his curiosity and had never mentioned it to his sister.
"Yessssssss," Diane mocked him playfully; her son was about to really enjoy himself!
"Don't stop," Jeremy said, the slight pain gone in a heartbeat, as a sudden overwhelming pleasure unlike any other coursed through him.
"You like Mommy milking your prostate?" Diane asked in a sexy fucking voice. "Is it making you hot?"
"Yes, Mommy," Jeremy whimpered, a little ashamed to be enjoying getting his ass fingered, and yet not giving a fuck at the moment as his pleasure consumed any sexual identity concerns, and the drugs were beginning to totally enhance the pleasure inside his ass.
"Have you ever fantasized about fucking your sister?" Diane asked.
"Yes, many times," Jeremy admitted.
"Tell me some of the nasty things you have done with your sister," Diane continued the line of questioning, as she worked his ass and prostate over. "I can't believe you two have never done anything with each other sexually."
"In private, we really haven't until today. But we've made out with each other for some clients, including my sucking her tits," Jeremy admitted, likely a dozen times... each time leading to him wanting to bend her over and fuck her... their kissing its own aphrodisiac. "And of course we get naked together pretty much every day."
"Hot," Diane said.
"I've also jerked him off a couple times," Christy added while she did just that... feeling somewhat ignored by being suck under the table, unable to watch her brother getting anally finger banged.
"More," Diane ordered. "And suck your brother's cock, slut. I don't want any cum wasted by landing on my floor."
"Yes, Mommy," Christy agreed without hesitation, so fucking horny right now she'd likely suck or fuck any man around. Which right now included only her twin, and that wasn't a problem.
"Ooooooooooh," Jeremy moaned, as he finally felt his sister's lips wrapped around his cock... although he wished he could watch her doing it. While he was fingered anally by his Mom and simultaneously blown by his hot sister, he felt his balls boiling. "I once gave Christy a facial for ten grand."
"Really?" Diane said although she didn't doubt him, as she began to really milk her son's prostate.
"Yeah," Jeremy groaned as the drug and pleasure took him over. "I'm going to come anytime now."
Diane stopped moving and demanded, "Okay, but first tell me something even nastier. There is something nastier to tell, isn't there?"
"Please don't stop, Mommy," Jeremy pleaded, trying to fuck himself on his Mom's fingers by gyrating his body around, but pointlessly, since she simply allowed her hand to follow his motions.
"Tell me that worst thing," she ordered, while Christy swirled her tongue around her brother's cock head.
"I can't," Jeremy wailed, even though he was desperate to come.
"Stop sucking your brother," Diane ordered.
"Yes, Mommy," she obeyed, desperate to get the dick into her pussy... more desperate than she'd ever felt before. "May I touch myself, Mommy?"
"Don't you dare touch that slut cunt," Diane denied her commandingly.
"Yes, Mommy," Christy reluctantly obeyed. "I mean no, Mommy."
"Right now, Jeremy. Tell momma what some rich man made you do, and I promise to make you cum like you've never cum before," Diane assured, knowing that by now it would take very little to get her son off, so he'd spew his load into his sister's mouth.
As his Mom rubbed his prostate ever so gently, Jeremy moaned, trying to force himself to answer, even though it was the most shameful thing he'd ever done, the only time he'd afterwards regretted doing anything sexual, "Ah. Ah, ok. A billionaire paid us 50k for me to...to...oh God, I can't say it!"
"Come on, baby," Diane encouraged, "Tell momma, and then you can cum all over your sister's tits or down her hungry throat."
"Down my hungry throat, please," a salivating Christy begged, her brother's currently untouchable cock looking like the Holy Grail of fucking.
Jeremy groaned, in such complete sexual rapture as his mother pleasured his prostate, "Oh God, I can't stand it much longer!"



"What did he pay you to do?" Diane asked again with a sensual purr.
"Just say it, Jeremy," Christy demanded, longing to swallow her brother's load.
"I-I-I..." Jeremy stammered, unable to say it both out of shame, and also out of his inability to think straight.
"For fuck's sake," Christy sighed. "Mr. Swanson paid us 50k for Jeremy to pee on me."
Diane was only a little surprised, since she did know many of the rich and famous were as perverted, kinky and disturbed as fuck. "Did your little brother pee on you, sweetie?"
"Yes, Mommy," Christy admitted, remembering the feel of the warm pee splattering all over her... and having been surprised by its less-than-disgusting taste.
"Where did he pee on you?" Diane asked curiously, as she resumed really working on her son's prostate. "Not where geographically, but where on your body?"
"Ohhh, Mommy," Jeremy whimpered in an almost feminine voice. "You're driving me crazy... please don't stop this time!"
Christy continued, recalling the humiliating experience, and yet it kind of turned her on, both then and now, "Inside my mouth at first, and then on my face and tits."
"Thanks for sharing. And now you may suck your brother's cock like the incestuous cum slut you are, Christy," Diane ordered.
"Yes, Mommy, thank you, Mommy," Christy obeyed eagerly, immediately devouring the entirety of her brother's long cock.
"Come, my sexy son," Diane ordered as she milked his prostate.
Permission granted, Jeremy grunted, his legs tightened, and he unloaded into his sister's mouth, "Ahhh...oh God, I'm coming!"
Christy swallowed the big load, loving the feel of the salty seed gliding down her throat and warming her stomach.
Jeremy couldn't believe the intensity of this orgasm... unlike anything he'd ever experienced during his many sexual encounters. "Fuck," Jeremy moaned, feeling completely spent.
"So do you naughty children have any more secrets hidden away?" Diane asked, pulling her fingers out of her son's asshole.
Christy finished swallowing her brother's seed, crawled out and reported, "Only one more. There's a huge celebrity party-orgy on New Year's Eve over in Haubstadt, where we'll be taking on all comers for a flat fee of $50K."
"No way," Diane scoffed.
"Yeah, these parties get pretty wild. Which is why everyone has to sign NDA's before entering," Christy continued, as she sidled over to the love seat, straddled the leather armrest and began grinding herself on it... no longer able to resist the burning fire inside her.
"Horny?" Diane asked with a smile.
"I've never been fucking hornier in my life," Christy admitted, as she humped the love seat.
"I think your brother can help you with that," Diane said.
Jeremy rolled over, his dick still hard, and spied his sister grinding herself on the love seat. It was hot! "I can definitely help you with that, sis."
"I need cock now," Christy grunted, her fried brain making her talk like a cavewoman.
Jeremy got off the table, wobbled a little, his orgasm having usurped all the energy from his body, staggered to the love seat, dropped down into it, grabbed his cock to steady it and said, "Come ride me instead of this unappreciative love seat."
"Fuck, yes, I need cock now," Christy grunted some more, her eyes wild, her body on fire as she stopped grinding her pussy all over the leather armrest, climbed off, rushed to her brother and with her back to him, plopped herself down on his cock... leaving behind a very shiny armrest.
"Ooooh," Jeremy groaned, as his sister literally dropped her entire weight onto him.
"Nice good big dick," Christy moaned, her linguistic skills still impaired, cupping her tits as she bounced on her brother's dick... not even thinking about who she was riding... just that her pot-induced wildly excited pussy was finally getting the attention it was craving.
"Good girl, ride your brother," Diane encouraged, busy touching her own pot-potion-fuelled pussy.
"Oh Mommy, his dick feels so big inside me," Christy moaned as she bounced up and down, taking her brother's dick as deep into her pussy as conceivably possible. Each downwards deep penetration generated almost literal sparks of intense pleasure.
"Isn't it an amazing cock?" Diane agreed, looking forward to feeling it in all of her own holes again before the night was over... but not until Jeremy had fucked all three of his sister's holes. Diane wasn't sure if the brief under-the-table blow job should count, since his sister's mouth and throat had been more like afterthoughts than the entrée.
"I can't believe I haven't been taking advantage of this dick all year," Christy said, slapping her clit rapidly as she rode her brother's dick.
Jeremy just enjoyed the ride... although he wished his sister was facing him so he could watch her tits bounce. Yet he was still recovering from his shocking prostate orgasm and the energy it had cost him, so as long as his sister wanted to do all the work, he'd allow her to do it.
"What a waste of cock that was," Diane bemoaned her past failings, thinking of all the fuckings she could have enjoyed if she'd known then what she knew now...and if back then she'd been the person she was now.
"I'm definitely planning on making up for lost time," Christy assured whoever was listening, her orgasm imminent... that pussy pot really working its magic, as was her brother's big, fat cock. She was so horny, so completely rapturous, that she was beginning to reconsider her preference of cunt over cock. When she was high on pussy pot, there was no doubt she'd welcome any cock willing to fuck her senseless. But of course she'd also eat her Mom's cunt and shoot for another session of that ultimate natural high in a heartbeat as well.
"Come, slut, come all over your randy brother's huge mother- and sister-fucking cock," Diane rooted her on, as she slowly rubbed herself... trying not to let her current non-fucking pleasure consume her as she enjoyed the sight of this wicked sibling incest... and having such a perfect view of her son's cock, her daughter's cunt and firm tits only enhanced the wild erotica. Live sex was way more stimulating than any porn film!
"Oh, yes, Mommy," Christy moaned. "I love being a nasty brother-fucking, Mommy-cunt-licking slut."
"Come right fucking now," Diane ordered, as she rubbed her own pussy from within her own rapture from watching the wicked incestuous act.
"Yes, yes, yes, Mommy," Christy obeyed, as her first pot-fuelled orgasm of the evening hit her like a ton of pleasure bricks, and she collapsed back to rest against her brother while her entire body quaked.
"Good incestuous slut," Diane approved as she watched her daughter come... which was wickedly hot.
"Oh, Mommy, you've made me sin so bad," Christy moaned, her orgasm so intense she wasn't sure if she could handle any more... but with the line now completely crossed, she'd be fucking her brother all the time from now on, and using their unique pussy pot concoction liberally on her own pussy.
"Don't forget you still have an asshole that needs pounding," Diane pointed out.
"You really want to watch your son fucking your daughter's ass?" Christy asked, looking to her Mom as the orgasm inside her showed no signs of fading.
"You watched your brother fucking your mother's asshole," Diane pointed out. "And I'm pretty sure you enjoyed that experience almost as much as I did."
"True," Christy said, recalling the wild first encounter that had begun this wild day of incestuous taboo-breaking, no rules fucking.
"Bend over the massage table, sister slut," Jeremy ordered, finally getting some of his energy back, following his intense prostate massage orgasm.
"You think you're allowed to call me a slut now?" Christy objected, as her brother reached around and cupped both of her tits.
"Right now, you are my three-hole slut," the brother pointed out, then added in a playful tone, "because our Mommy said so."
"Yes, I most certainly did," Diane agreed. "And at least for the moment, you're the bottom bitch around here. And so, my three-hole fuck-toy daughter, do whatever your brother says, and show some eagerness about it."
"Yes indeed, Mommy," Christy obeyed, even though her recent orgasm was still sending subtle aftershocks through her.
"Good girl," Diane said, pulling her daughter up, slapping her ass, and once Jeremy got up too, the mother sat down to watch the incestuous sodomy unfold.
Christy braced her hands on the massage table, which she knew from experience was very stable and could easily support quite a physical workout, turned her head around and asked, "Are you going to fuck my ass, big brother, or what?"
Jeremy reached for the lube, and as he lathered his cock up, he said, "I'm going to pound that sexy ass until you come like my very own anal slut."
"Then what are you waiting for?" the sister asked, still fucking horny as hell, and dying to have her brother's dick back inside her... especially since it would be her asshole this time.
"Just taking some measures so I won't tear you apart," Jeremy said, knowing lube was essential for a good ass fuck... both for her and for him as well... it was never fun if an asshole was so tight and dry he couldn't glide in and out smoothly.
"Mommy already lubed me with our Euphoria lotion before we even got started. So I'm so ready for you right now! Just shove that monster cock up your sister's asshole," Christy demanded, desperate to feel her asshole filled by her brother's dick.
"As you wish," Jeremy generously obliged, and he slid inside his sister's asshole. And sure enough, it was nice and slick!
"Oh, my fucking God!" Christy screamed as soon as her pot enhanced asshole was filled... sending instant waves of pleasure through her entire body.
Jeremy, being the brat brother he could be sometimes, pulled back out and ordered, as he slapped his cock against her ass cheeks, "Beg for it, slut."
"You fucking asshole," Christy snapped, needing that dick back inside her ass.
"No, I'm fucking your asshole," Jeremy corrected, slamming back in, but then immediately pulling back out to wait for her response.
"You son of a bitch," Christy growled through her lustful rage, "keep that dick inside my asshole, and fuck the shit out of your sister."
"I think you can beg lots better than that," he said, giving her three quick, deep thrusts, but then leaving her smallest hole empty again.
Although she was annoyed, really fucking annoyed, she finally caved and resorted to begging like he wanted, "Oh, big brother, please fuck your sister's asshole with your big fat cock, and turn me into your three-hole bimbo cum-deposit fuck toy."
"Oh yeah," Jeremy approved, "that's much more like it," sliding into her, following those wicked words... this time not pulling back out, but fucking her ass good and proper.
"Oh, yes," Christy moaned, as the derogatory words about herself from herself enhanced the intensity already overwhelming her with the power of the massage oil. "Fuck my shit hole, pound my ass, and give your sister that fucking... fat... dick!"
"Oh fuck, that's so fucking hot," Diane moaned, as she watched her son pounding her daughter's ass.
"Do you enjoy watching your daughter get her asshole destroyed?" Christy asked, as she continued feeling intense pleasure from her anal fucking.
"I fucking love seeing my son fuck my daughter's asshole," Diane admitted, her pussy also on fire from the pussy pot. She was definitely getting her own asshole fucked again as a late night birthday present for herself!
"I love fucking both of my family sluts' assholes," Jeremy said, brimming with confidence.
"Family sluts?" the mother asked, as she rubbed herself slowly, listened to her daughter's loud urgent moans, and the hot sounds of her children's bodies slamming into each other... while Christy, in a complete horny state, was bouncing back to meet each of her brother's deep forward thrusts.
"You're both my three-hole cum sluts," Jeremy continued, deciding to go all in, even though his Mom's tone and face were a little hard to read.
"Don't slow down, you hot fucker," Christy demanded, as yet another orgasm was about to rip through her.
"But you'd better make sure you have another load for me after you deposit your next one up your sister's asshole," Diane said, having grabbed some pot lube and generously lubed her asshole up, preparing to have her son's dick once again buried inside her asshole, and very soon.
"Oh, I'll always have a load ready and waiting for my Mommy," Jeremy assured her, able and willing to fuck his sister and Mom all fucking night... and then tomorrow and the next tomorrow.
"I'll hold you to that," she said, as yet another wicked idea popped into her head.
"Ohhhhhhhh, fuck," Christy groaned, as she slammed her right hand on the massage table repeatedly throughout her second pot-enhanced orgasm of the night... with a very generous assist from her brother's big, fat cock.
"I'll be right back." Diane said, but then she waited before leaving... to watch her daughter come again.
Oddly, as Jeremy continued hammering his sister's ass throughout her orgasm, knowing from his masseur experiences that multiple anally-triggered orgasms are quite common when using their special massage oil, he couldn't help but feel a little emptiness in his ass and a longing to have his Mom's fingers back inside him. He knew it was wrong, and he certainly didn't want to admit it, but that prostate orgasm had been amazing, and unlike any other orgasm he'd ever experienced... and he wanted another one.
"Yes, big brother, keep fucking my ass," Christy said, no longer bouncing back to meet her brother's thrusts, but just leaning against the massage table and allowing her orgasm to swirl around inside her, while still experiencing intense pleasure from the fucking.
"I'm not pulling out until I deposit a load deep inside your asshole," Jeremy promised, dying to feel the thrill of exploding a load in his sister's ass... although following his intense prostate orgasm, he wasn't going to come too quickly.
Diane sauntered out a couple minutes later, her new strap-on fastened around her waist, and without either of her children noticing, both of them lost in their own raptures, she arrived to stand behind her son. "You do want another prostate orgasm, don't you, son?"
"What? I... um..." Jeremy stammered, startled by his Mom's sudden return, and shocked by her ability to read him so well... something she'd always been able to do.
"I'll take that as a yes," Diane said. "Now stop moving for a moment and just remain deep inside your sister."
"Um, okay," Jeremy agreed.
"So do you want another prostate orgasm, son?" she asked again, as she squeezed his ass cheeks.
"I don't know," Jeremy said, a little too ashamed to admit the truth.
"After all we've done to each other today," Diane said, continuing to squeeze his ass, her son still not noticing the dick between her legs. "This isn't the time for any modesty or insecurity. For instance, your dick is balls deep inside your sister's asshole."
"And it's not fucking doing anything," Christy pointed out, more than ready for her orgasm number three, and hopefully even more to follow.
"I just need your brother to admit he wants to get his ass fucked too," Diane said, and in one quick movement, she brought her strap-on dick (which she'd lubed in her bedroom for efficiency) between her son's cheeks, and then before he could respond, she slid her cock fully into his ass.
"Oh my God!" Jeremy moaned, his cock twitching inside his sister's asshole, while his own asshole was suddenly filled with another dick!
"There you go," Diane said in satisfaction, her six-inch cock deep inside her son's ass.
"M-M-Mom, what are you doing?" Jeremy stammered, finishing with a squeal, completely stunned by the sudden appearance of a cock in his ass... his Mom's cock.
"I'm fucking your ass, son," Diane said complacently, another rush of adrenaline coursing through her... in part because of her dominant role... as she began slowly fucking him.
"Oh my God," Christy said, turning around to see her mother fucking her brother... although she couldn't get the best look at his face, and no view at all of the penetration.
"Oh, God," Jeremy moaned, shame coursing through him at how good it felt to get his ass fucked.
"It's okay, son," Diane said. "This doesn't make you gay. After all, your dick is still inside your sister's ass, and she's still a girl."
"Fuck him Mommy, fuck his ass," Christy babbled like a little girl, as each forward thrust from her mother also delivered pleasure into her.
"Should I keep fucking you, son?" Diane asked, although while she asked, she'd already begun fucking him faster and harder.
Jeremy was confused by the pleasure he was experiencing... confused by how good it felt... and after concluding it was likely the massage oil allowing his body to surrender so completely to such a taboo act, he moaned, the pleasure again consuming him, "Yes Mommy, please don't stop."
"I never planned to," Diane said as she fucked her son.
After a couple more minutes, while Jeremy was moaning in a feminine and yet manly way (at least he hoped the latter was true), Christy, who wasn't receiving the anal drilling she wanted and needed, demanded, "Bottom boy, get back to your manly ass fucking duties."
"Let's do this together," Diane suggested.
"Okay," Jeremy said, not sure whether they could get into a real flow... even though his cock was throbbing in his sister's asshole.
"Pull back, and then shove in, in sync while I do the same," Diane instructed, her hands guiding his hips.
"Okay," Jeremy said, having been resting with his dick deep in his sister's asshole while his own asshole was surreally fucked by his mother and her strap-on dick.
Jeremy pulled back and pushed in.
"Oh yes," Christy moaned, "about fucking time."
Diane, keeping her hands on her son's hips and controlling their motions, slid into her son.
Then they got into a perfect groove.
Diane and Jeremy pulled back... then slammed in.
Over and over.
Over and over.
Over and over.
Christy's third orgasm, that had been lingering in sexual limbo for the past few minutes, now escalated quickly. "Oh, yes you two fucking studs, fuck my ass!"
"Yes Mommy, keep fucking my ass," Jeremy moaned as well, his orgasm also rising quickly... this kinky act... fucking his sister while getting fucked by his Mom... so intense... even though this was something he'd never fantasized about or imagined before, it was happening, and happening with a vengeance!
"My dick isn't leaving your asshole until you've come in your sister's shit hole," Diane growled.
Christy hearing her mother say 'shit hole' just added to the nasty wickedness of this threesome, that was so wild you wouldn't even see it in a porn movie. "Yes, big brother, shoot a big load of cum up my asshole."
"I'm going to bust soon," Jeremy warned, his dick throbbing, his balls boiling, and his entire body giving in to a pleasure he hadn't known existed until less than an hour ago.
"So am I," Christy moaned.
"Then come... come both of my sluts," Diane ordered, as they moved together like a well-oiled machine... a train racing down the track at full speed and about to crash into sexual eruption.
"Oh, fuck yes, Mommy, yes Mommy, oh yes," Jeremy whimpered, an octave higher than he'd known he could reach, before he came in his sister.
Feeling her brother shoot his warm load inside her asshole was the trigger Christy needed for her own next orgasm, and she screamed, "Oh fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"



"Good sluts," Diane purred, as Jeremy stopped moving deep inside his sister, his mother milking his prostate again as he deposited a massive load into his sister's ass, and Christy writhed her way through another toe-curling, head-spinning, cunt-flooding orgasm... and as she felt wetness leaking down her own legs, the mother rested deep inside her son... literally able to feel her children's bodies vibrating in their euphoria.
Two, perhaps three minutes later, Diane pulled out, Jeremy pulled out, and Christy, smoothly switching from submissive slut to dominant Mistress, ordered, "Mother, get over here and lick your son's cum out of my asshole."
"Yes, daughter," Diane said, switching in the other direction, her strap-on still around her waist.
"Nice," Jeremy said, as he watched his Mom drop behind his sister, pull apart her ass cheeks and probe that puckered hole for his... and this was important to him... masculine goodness.
"That's it, Mommy, get all your son's cum out of my asshole, "Christy said, reaching back and holding her Mom's head firmly in place.
"I think by now we probably owe our mother an orgasm or two," Jeremy said now that the marathon sibling fuck session had completely run its course. His sister had experienced three or four orgasms, he wasn't sure which... and he'd had two amazing prostate orgasms.
As Diane licked and sucked her cum out of her daughter's asshole, a nasty twisted act, she couldn't help but feel this was her natural role. Yes, she'd enjoyed her brief sojourn into the role of being a dominant... but this was where she felt the most at home... mindlessly obeying orders... anticipating what might occur next so she could be as helpful as possible... but overall, just being an obedient slut for her two children.
"Maybe we should give her the double decker pleasure pounder?" Christy suggested, smiling wickedly at her brother.
"I think we should," Jeremy agreed, although instead of toys, he thought to himself, he'd be using his dick.
"Mom, go wash that strap-on, and then come back and give it to me," Christy said, pushing her Mom's eager tongue out of her asshole.
"What are you going to do with it?" Diane asked playfully... the idea of her daughter fucking her making her pot-enhanced pussy burn.
"I'm going to fuck your slut asshole," Christy said.
"Oh my," Diane said, even though the idea made her asshole tingle with anticipation.
"And after he washes my ass off of it, your son will have his big dick stuck up that cunt he once came out of," Christy added, as she watched her mother take off the strap-on.
"Gross," Jeremy objected, even though he was dying to have his cock back in his mother's pussy.
"You don't want to fuck your Mom's cunt again?" Christy asked in astonishment.
"Of course I do," he said. "I'd just rather we didn't refer to Mom's pussy playground as a reproductive organ."
"Whatever," Christy said, as she snapped her fingers and ordered, "Okay, off you go, you two. Let's keep everything nice and clean for doing our dirty work."
Then once they'd gone and returned, she ordered, "Put the strap-on on me, Mommy."
"Yes, honey," Diane said, feeling so fucking horny, and assuming this double decker pleasure pounder whatsit was a double penetration act... she hoped it was... which seemed like the ultimate sexual high, and since both of her holes were burning with lust from the pussy potion, she really needed both of her holes hammered.
"Ready to get double teamed, Mommy?" Christy asked, as her Mom fastened the strap-on harness onto her.
"Are my son and daughter going to double penetrate their sweet, innocent Mommy?" Diane asked coyly.
"Not exactly. We're going to fuck our nasty, slutty Mom's needy cunt and ass for her birthday," Christy said.
"Only on my birthday?" Diane asked, tightening the harness on her daughter.
"And every other day, too," Christy added.
"Mmmmmmm," Diane said, and she began to stand up.
Christy put her hands on her daughter's shoulders, pushed her back down and ordered, "No, stay down there and suck it, slut. Suck my cock."
"Yes, daughter," Diane obeyed, loving her daughter's firm, dominant persona.
As she watched her Mom suck her cock, Christy smiled. She'd always loved to watch a woman sucking her cock whenever she wore a strap-on. She had a few of them and loved the power of a cock... her masculine side coming out while she also maintained her feminine side.
"Get onto the table, big brother," Christy said. "Cock-side up this time."
"Uh, yeah," Jeremy nodded distractedly, having been staring at his Mom sucking his sister's cock.
After another minute Christy asked, "Are you ready to get double penetrated by your two kids, Mommy-slut?"
As she allowed the cock to slip out of her mouth, realizing the act of sucking turned her on, but a plastic cock couldn't really compare to the thrill of sucking a real one, Diane replied, "Yes, honey. Mommy is dying to feel your two dicks deep inside her cunt and asshole."
"Do you think we should bring her to the New Year's Eve party?" Christy asked her brother as she slid her cock back into her mother's mouth and face fucked her... plunging all six inches into her mouth.
"You're not serious?" Jeremy asked. Those parties were pretty wild... although perhaps not quite as wild as what had transpired between the three of them during the past twelve hours or so.
"Why not?" Christy asked. "Think of the number of times we've been offered crazy amounts of money to perform an incestuous act. That amount would double, or even triple, with our willing mother on hand."
"Yeah, but...." Jeremy began, even though he knew she was right. They'd been offered a hundred grand on a few occasions for having Christy blow him, for the siblings doing a 69 to, of course, their fucking each other. Until now, none of that had been on the table... but now... now... well....
"No buts," Christy said, as she roughly face fucked her Mom, the idea really turning her on, as was the opportunity to make a financial killing. "Plus, everyone will have signed NDA's before being allowed through the door, so the privacy thing is covered."
Diane listened, having no idea what her children were talking about except it had something to do with that wild party they'd mentioned earlier... but she was very, very curious.
"I guess," Jeremy said, still feeling a little tentative, and yet the idea was damn intriguing.
"It's not like we haven't witnessed any incest at these parties," Christy pointed out. The first time she'd watched some incest was at a lesbian gathering for the then governor of Massachusetts, and now President of the United States of America, where she saw lots of it: daughters eating out their mothers, she saw a couple of mothers on leashes being walked around like pets, and she'd even witnessed a triple-generation lesbian encounter. Since then, Christy had been invited to a few more of these women-only parties, and the idea of bringing her mother along to service the current President of the United States of America was very arousing... having serviced President Greene herself twice... once as the President, and once back when she was a Governor.
"True," Jeremy nodded his agreement, having seen a Mom getting fucked by her son, a dad fucking his twin daughters, a grandmother being fucked in the ass by her grandson, and a hot three-sisters-and-mother lesbian foursome at last year's New Year's Eve party.
"Then it's decided," Christy decreed, pulling out of her mother's mouth, saliva dripping off the cock and down her mother's chin.
"What's decided?" Diane asked.
"Do you recall that New Year's Eve party in Haubstadt we mentioned earlier, with celebrities from across the globe in attendance? Well we've just decided to bring you along," Christy said, pulling her mother up off her knees and kissing her passionately. When she broke the kiss, she explained, "As we mentioned, it's a sex party where everything goes, and I think perhaps, if the price is right, we three can put on a fun little incest show for all the guests."
"We can?" Diane asked, wondering which celebrities would be there.
"We can and we will," Christy nodded, "now go get onto the massage table, straddle your son, and ride his big dick."
"Oh yes, honey," Diane agreed, her pussy begging for dick. She quickly got off her knees, onto the massage table, slipping briefly, recovering, and then she straddled her son and dropped her pussy onto his dick.
"Ohhhh," Jeremy moaned, his mother dropping down so hard it knocked the wind out of him a little.
"Sorry, honey, but Mommy really needs your dick by now," Diane said, as she began riding her son as if this was her final sex act before her execution.
"Ride away, then," he said, paying rapt attention to her big tits bouncing all over the place as she really rode him.
Christy watched for a minute, enjoying the show, before she re-lubed her cock and climbed onto the massage table behind her mother.
"Oh fuck, I love your cock son, and I love this pot cunt thing," Diane moaned, as she felt pleasure coursing through her very being with every movement.
"And you'll love my cock too," Christy said, placing her hands on her mother's waist and stopping her aggressive movements.
"Are you going to double team Mommy now?" Diane asked playfully, as she looked back at her daughter, while she felt her son sucking on her left nipple and cupping both of her swaying tits.
"Oh, yes; we're going to rock your fucking world," Christy assured her, as she positioned her cock against her Mom's slightly gaped rosebud.
"Just shove your dick in my asshole, honey," Diane said, dying to discover what two dicks at once inside her felt like.
"I'm about to do just that," Christy said, and she slid the six-inch dick inside her Mom's free hole.
"Oooooooooh," Diane moaned as she sat on her son's cock while her asshole was also filled... the sensations in her pot-enhanced asshole sending thrilling waves of pleasure through her.
Jeremy progressed to the other nipple and worshipped his mother's tits. However he hadn't, even after all his sexual encounters, ever double-teamed a woman this way before, so he wasn't sure what to do.
"Fuck my ass, honey, fuck Mommy's asshole," Diane begged, once she felt her daughter's body resting against her backside.
Christy began fucking her Mom's ass, both of her hands on her mother's hips.
"Oh yes, harder, fuck Mommy's ass harder," Diane moaned, loving the feeling of having two dicks inside her... even if her son's real one was only resting balls deep in her pussy. Although his lips and tongue were worshipping her nipple, sending another wave of pleasure through her body.
"Will you be happy to be a double-penetrated incestuous ass slut in front of an audience, Mommy?" Christy asked, as she slammed into her mother.
"Oh yes, honey, I'm your bimbo three-hole fuck slut and your cunt-eating pet wherever and whenever you want me to be," Diane declared, willing to agree to anything in her state of pot-enhanced pleasure.
"I'll have you eating the cunts of politicians, movie stars and more," Christy promised. (She didn't mention she'd likely be going down on President Daphne Greene... she was saving that surprise for a timely blow-Mommy's-mind moment!)
"Sounds great! I'll eat every pussy you can place in front of me, suck every cock, and take any dick into my holes," Diane said, the rapture building inside her enhanced by the notion of her becoming a complete slut for anyone who wanted to use her.
"Oh yes, and you'll encounter so much dick," Christy said.
"In that case, a bukkake is one of my favourite fantasies," the mother admitted. The idea of taking a dozen or more loads all over her face and body was a real turn-on.
"That could definitely be arranged," Christy promised, recalling the sight of a very famous movie star offering herself as the target for a couple dozen loads at last year's party, including one from her brother.
"Do it," Diane moaned, as an orgasm was rising quickly.
"Fuck her too, big brother," Christy ordered.
"Okay," Jeremy's said, grasping her tits for anchorage as he began bucking up his hips.
"Mother fucker!" Diane screamed, as her son's cock reached new depths inside her pussy.
"Hey, we're both mother fuckers now, in every sense of the term," Christy pointed out with a chuckle, as she strove to time her brother's ass bucking to her own deep anal thrusting... and after a few awkward strokes, she fell into the perfect timing, and together they really double teamed their mother.
"Oh God, fuck, fuck, Jesus mother fucking Christ!" the once very religious mother babbled, as the two cooks slammed inside her, creating unbelievable pleasure as both of her holes burned with need and fiery lust.
Diane babbled, "Harder, fuck Mommy's holes harder!"
Both the son and daughter were sweating, as they fucked their mother's holes as deep and as hard as they could.
"Fuck Mommy's dirty asshole and her slut cunt with your big cocks," Diane jabbered, her orgasm by now only moments away.
"Come, you nasty incestuous cum slut," Christy demanded as her mother bounced around like a rag doll while she was fucked up from below and fucked down from behind.
"Ooooooooh, fuck!" Diane screamed, her orgasm finally erupting through her, which once again created a full-body cascade of pulsating pleasure that overwhelmed her very core, and she collapsed, her bountiful breasts planting themselves on either side of her son's face.
With her daughter still plundering her asshole, and her son's dick resting deep inside her cunt, her tits nearly suffocating him as well, and her orgasm ripping through her like a tornado touching down every few seconds to usurp all her energy, her eyes went wide when she heard a voice that wasn't hers... wasn't her daughter's... wasn't her son's.
"Diane! What on earth are you doing?" her younger sister Maggie gasped, having used her key to let herself in a minute ago... and had subsequently remained speechless in a stunned daze while she witnessed her sister having wild sex with Maggie's niece and nephew.
"Hi auntie, we're having a Merry Christmas, of course," Christy greeted, not slowing down at all from sodomizing her mother... the wicked idea of turning her hot aunt into a submissive slut popping into her head.
The end of part 2
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Summary: A shy girl and a cheerleader share a secret romance.
Note 1: This story was written in 2021 with plans to be part of the Art of Falling one-day event. Here is a summary of the rules:
Falling, or more specifically, falling in love, is an experience that has been told many times. We never tire of it. The rush of emotions, all the happy juices our brains produce, it never gets stale. Most of us remember that first blush of romance, the first serious attraction we felt as we became preoccupied with a special someone. Maybe it was the beginning of the love of a lifetime, maybe it was an interlude before it faded and we proceeded on to other loves, leaving us fond or painful, memories. These are stories of new love. Not necessarily young or first love, but those early days when it was all fresh and new. Great writers coming together to write love stories, those are the stories we have to tell.
The idea of attempting to write a straight romance, my first in years after my rarely-read Serendipity back in early 2013, had seemed like a fun challenge. So I went to work on this story. Unfortunately, what had begun as a simple first crush story turned into a 23,000-plus word first love story, and so I missed the deadline for the Art of Falling event and so here it is presented as a Valentine's Day 2022 Contest Story.
Note 2: Thanks to BlackRandi1958 for the contest idea and Tex Beethoven for editing the story.
Do you remember the first time you fell for someone?
The first time your body betrayed you?
The first time you felt things you couldn't control and didn't know if you wanted to?
Well my first time, and the awakening of a sexuality I hadn't anticipated, found me not only confused, but it sprang at me out of nowhere.
At eighteen and a virgin, I knew I wasn't like everyone else.
I wasn't popular.
I wasn't special.
I was just some girl on the periphery.
In a school of only 240 students in a town of less than 10,000 residents, I wasn't able to be invisible, but I wasn't popular either.
I'd attended school with pretty much all the same kids for thirteen years.
Then one morning my English teacher pulled out a fishbowl filled with small slips of paper and set it on top of his desk with a flourish.
"Who believes in Fate?" he asked the class.
"You mean how me and Beth are destined to be together for all eternity?" Joey, a smart-ass jock asked, which got laughs from his small legion of followers.
"Only when Hell freezes over," refuted Beth, the most popular girl in our school, who was dating a college guy.
"It's feeling kind of frosty right now, don't you think?" Joey quipped, always able to come up with some witty, or witty in his and his cohorts' minds. If he was the standard for popular, it was pretty easy to see why I didn't fit in at this school.
Each and every boy around here was a moron.
I couldn't wait to leave them all behind, go to college, and start meeting sophisticated people. Unlike Wallacetown, where a gun rack was the most popular accessory for a vehicle... even in the cars.
I was a vegetarian by choice, or rather a pescatarian, since I hated the thought of eating something that had once been alive and walking around, but I wasn't willing to go as far as giving up fish. I didn't really tell that to people... just my friends... both of them... since I'd get teased relentlessly if the Neanderthals found out about that oddity of mine.
Mr. Parker said, "Well, today Fate is in your hands. Or at least in the hands of the brave souls among you willing to place their hands into this bowl and withdraw Her decrees. Which in fact will be precisely half of you."
"Ooooooooh," some of the boys moaned spookily, as if he'd said something eery about ghosts, unable to be mature for even a second... while I began worrying what this could be about.
"What's in the fishbowl?" Daisy asked.
"Each of your names," he said.
"Why?" Daisy asked a little impatiently.
"Because..." Mr. Parker began, then paused dramatically like he often did, he'd been a theatre major and an English minor in college, which he'd mentioned about a hundred times throughout our one-and-a-bit semesters with him. Our school was small enough to have a single English teacher for grades ten, eleven and twelve. For obvious reasons, the dating pool was quite small. "Your partner for a two-person, three-minute creation of a scene will be decided by Fate."
What the fuck? I thought to myself...partly because I didn't swear out loud, but mainly because I'd already picked my best and most trusted friend Jamie to be my partner for this anxiety-riddled assignment he'd foreshadowed last week, my other bestie Cameron having graduated the previous year.
"Seriously?" Gretchen asked antagonistically, the blunt bitch of the class.
"Of course I'm serious," Mr. Parker said. "The human experience is all about overcoming challenges, and about working, hopefully harmoniously, with people who have different thoughts and opinions than ourselves, and thus joining together to create something beautiful."
Mr. Parker had always seemed a bit hippy-ish, if that's a word, but this newest venture was on an entirely different level of 'You've got to be kidding me!'
"Why can't we pick our own partners?" Jamie asked, glancing at me briefly, she being a lot more talkative in class than I was.
"Because that wouldn't be tempting Fate," he said, as he picked up and brandished the fishbowl as if it were the Holy Grail.
"I'm fine with picking my own partner," Joey said. He happened to be seated in the front left corner of our rectangle of school desks.
"I'm sure you are," Mr. Parker said, and he stuck the fishbowl in front of him. "So reach in and pick one."
"Whatever," Joey said. "But I'd better not get Gus." Gus was the social outcast of the school. I mean who else came from a family of nine and wore hand-me-downs from the entire community? He also often wasn't at school... like today.
"You're in the Hands of Fate," Mr. Parker said.
"Yeah, yeah, so Fate and my subconscious mind are in complete control of my destiny, blah, blah, blah," Joey said, "and even if I'm walking around outside someday and an airplane wheel falls on my head, somehow Fate and I collaborated in making that happen," and he reached his hand in the bowl and pulled out a name. He unfolded it and said, "Cool! Fate gave me the GOAT!"
"Sweet," Mike, his best friend said. He then added unnecessarily, "He means 'Greatest of all Time', for anyone not with it."
Joey showed the name to Mr. Parker. "I picked myself."
Mr. Parker laughed. "You should buy yourself a lottery ticket today, Mr. Jones. The odds of that were quite slim."
"Yep, 4.5%," Ben, our class math genius said, since there were 22 students in the class.
"You're such a nerd," Joey accused, shaking his head and looking at Ben disparagingly.
"Those are a lot better odds than Ben ever getting laid," Mike joked.
"Boys, enough," Mr. Parker said sternly, not willing to allow any bullying in his class... which was good of him, after our tenth grade English teacher Mr. Marks had seemed way too happy to encourage it.
"So now I do the project by myself and get double the grade?" Joey asked.
"No, Mr. Jones, you reach in and draw another name," Mr. Parker said, the only teacher who called each of us by our surnames... a practice he claimed evened the playing field in a class... another of his hippy weirdo ideas.
"Okay," Joey said, as he stuck his hand in the fishbowl again.
"And as this process continues," Mr. Parker explained, "if you draw your own name, or someone who's already drawn from the fishbowl, you'll set it aside and draw again."
"Yeah," Joey said, as he pulled his hand out and fist pumped Mike as he showed him who he'd chosen. "Jill!" Jill Simmons was a very pretty girl and she had a nice body, but she wasn't the brightest bulb on the Christmas tree. Which to Joey's eyes, was probably perfect.
"Then I guess Fate has decided to fail you two," Beth quipped, this getting quite the laugh from the classroom, since she was always able to make witty comments that were actually funny. She was the prettiest girl in the school. Blonde hair, blue eyes, a pretty smile that seemed to get the attention of every boy here, and since her boyfriend was in college and had gone to a different high school in a different district, she even attracted attention outside of this town.
I'd thought the exact same thing as she'd said, but I would never have spoken out. I wouldn't want to attract any attention, or the possible scorn that could follow my doing any such thing. Instead, I just sat there in my long dress, my ankles crossed, and dreaded my name being called, or If he was going methodically down the row to draw names, I'd be the fifth one to draw. I was funny that way, I guess. I had absolutely no qualms about standing up in class and responding to questions about the subject matter of a class, and I even loved taking part in the school's Debate Club, but the idea of speaking out with any repartee, or... heaven forbid... anything personal about myself, turned me into a quivering wreck.
"Ms. Tucker," Mr. Parker said, moving on to the student seated next to Joey with his 'Fishbowl of Fate', and addressing her in a lot less teacher-ish tone than he had the jock.
"Sorry, Mr. Parker," Sally Tucker apologized, in the way she habitually apologized unnecessarily, only because she feel compelled to, and her tone making it clear she wasn't really sorry. So really, what was the point? Again, not that I'd ever say anything out loud about harbouring such critical thoughts. In any case, she drew Harold Adams' name, who was a quiet boy almost as shy as I was, if that was possible.
As I'd dreaded, Mr. Parker advanced to the next person in my row, Sandra Saunders.
"Do I get at least a mulligan?" she asked, probably joking. Partly because Sandra was a competitive golfer, and partly because she'd just broken up with Adam Whittier, so if they had to be partners, it would get ugly quick.
"Nice play on words, Ms. Saunders," Mr. Parker approved, as he offered her the bowl.
"I try," Sandra said, as she placed her hand in the fishbowl, grasped a piece of paper, began to pull it out, but then dropped it back in and selected another. "That first one just felt wrong."
"Then Fate decreed it to be wrong," Mr. Parker agreed, obviously appreciating her wit.
Sandra opened the piece of paper and announced, "Jamie."
My heart dropped. My only friend was now chosen, and so was no longer available. Once again I cursed to myself in my head, Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!
"Your Fate is sealed," Mr. Parker declared, amused by his own lame word play.
Jamie gave me a silent I'm sorry look... since she knew without anything being said, I was devastated. Sandra was a great choice for Jamie however, although she could work well with almost anyone, and Jamie was a theatre girl who would excel at this assignment.
"Mr. Anderson," Mr. Parker said, offering the next person in front of him the fishbowl. "May the odds ever be in your favour."
"Please stop trying to be funny," Ken Anderson objected, since Mr. Parker was always attempting to be witty... for instance, he had a lot of dad jokes, and he wasn't even a dad.
Ken reached his hand into the jar and pulled out a piece of paper. "Carter."
I began to feel an anxiety attack rising inside me as Mr. Parker stepped in front of me. He said something to the class, but I was so focused on worrying about what was about to happen, I wasn't listening.
"Ms. Patterson, it's your turn," Mr. Parker said, as I looked up at him with sheer terror.
"Can't I just do this skit by myself?" I asked hopefully.
"A two-person skit requires two people by definition, Ms. Patterson," he pointed out.
"I could do a skit about being bipolar?" I suggested. I knew that was a lame idea, but I wasn't aspiring for anything clever, I was just trying to wriggle myself off the hook.
"Sorry, you're required to have a partner," Mr. Parker said, for some insane reason unable to detect my complete terror.
I didn't immediately put my hand in the fishbowl, but with twenty-one pairs of eyes watching, including Mr. Parker's, actually only twenty, since one person was missing today, I stuck my hand in the fishbowl and pulled out a name.
I was shaking slightly as I unfolded the piece of paper. I stared at it. I didn't even know how to react as I saw Beth Prince's name staring back up at me.
When I didn't say anything, Mr. Parker took the piece of paper from my hand and read it out loud, "Ms. Prince."
"Nice," Beth said, surprising me. She wasn't ever mean to me, but she also didn't really acknowledge my existence. Most people didn't.
I looked over at her and she smiled, which made me smile back.
"It's your density," Mr. Parker said.
I looked up at the Back to the Future reference, my Dad's favourite movie, and someone, one of the girls, called out, "Dude!"
"What? You haven't ever seen the masterpiece that's Back to the Future?" Mr. Parker asked, slightly wounded that the rest of us were silent. In my case I could have said something sensible, but I never spoke out about anything that wasn't strictly academic.
"Most of us were born in 2003 or 2004," Sandra pointed out. "That movie came out way back in 1985."
"Fine, fine," Mr. Parker said, and he advanced to George, the final student in my row.
For the next ten minutes I tuned out while I tried to figure out how I was supposed to work with the most popular girl in the school. Sure, she'd smiled at me, but that could have been, and likely was, just her putting on a brave face. No way was she excited by my picking her, whether because of Fate or just random chance.
Once everyone's partners were chosen, Mr. Parker said, "We have ten minutes left in the period, so why don't you all meet with your partners and start brainstorming your plans?"
"You haven't explained yet what we're supposed to do except to come up with a three-minute skit," Beth pointed out. Do you have any guidelines for us, or is this just a free-for-all?"
"Right, right," he acknowledged her point. "I suppose knowing your assignment would be helpful."
Mr. Parker went to his desk and Beth, in her cheerleading outfit, came over to me. "Move, she said to George, who was seated in the desk to my right.
George hurriedly exited his seat; and Beth pulled it close to me and sat down.
"Hey, Bailey," Beth said.
"Hey, Beth," I said.
"This will be fun," she said, smiling widely, and looked to be sincerely friendly.
Mr. Parker handed out a paper and we both read our copy together.
Your task:
Pick any play, novel, short story or movie we have read or watched this year, and do one of the following:
A. Create a new scene that enhances the development of any character.
B. Extend a scene to enhance the development of any character.
C. Create a prologue or epilogue that enhances or alters the ending.
"Oh fun," Beth said, appearing very excited.
"I don't know if that's what I'd call it," I said doubtfully. I was a writer, not an actor. I'd written hundreds of poems, a few short stories, and I was probably halfway through my first novel (because who knew how long a novel would be before it was completed)... but I hadn't read any of my work to the other students, except for Jamie... only she and Mr. Parker had read any of my writing.
"Really?" Beth asked, placing her hand on top of mine... making my eyes go wide. "You love to write."
"How could you know that?" I asked, a little defensively.
"I always see you writing in your journals in class, at lunch, and even at pep rallies," she said.
Everything she said was accurate, and I was surprised she'd noticed. Since as I mentioned, I was the girl out on the periphery. I felt a little guilty about the pep rallies, since she performed at them. "Yeah, I'm sorry; I'm not really much of a school spirit gal."
"No worries, I'm not much of a writer," Beth said, squeezing my hand and then taking hers away, sending a confusing chill up my spine. "But what I am is creative and dramatic. So we should make a great team."
"But this will be acting, and I'm terrible in front of people, unless I'm talking about academic stuff or pure logic," I said. "If there are actual emotions involved, I get complete stage fright, even in front of just a few people."
"No worries, I can help you with that," she offered, her smile so warm, confident and charming... she was more than a little disarming. "For instance, I suspect that whenever you're doing any public speaking or debating, you're hiding your real self behind a dispassionate façade where it's safe. True?"
"Oh? I've never thought of it like that, but I guess you're right," I admitted. And she was right!
"Then whenever you're acting, you could still hide: it can just be behind your character's emotions instead of your real ones. And while we're rehearsing together... just you and me... you can practice doing that, and I can promise not to judge you if you falter from time to time. Do you think that approach sounds promising?"
"Well... yes, actually. And thanks!" I said, somehow feeling able to do something way out of my comfort zone because of her inspiring words.
"Not a problem. And why don't you come by my house after school?" she invited me.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah, let's begin with some brainstorming, or at least we can figure out which work we'd like to pick holes in," she elaborated.
"Okay," I agreed. Beth lived in the nicest house in town, her Dad having been a CEO for some multinational marketing company, and he'd almost never been home until he never came home again, after dying in a traffic accident a few years ago just before Christmas... I'd overheard her explaining all of that to her friends and fellow cheerleaders once. For a girl so pretty, so popular and so confident, I actually felt a little sorry for her.
On the other hand, my parents were always home. My Dad worked at the local hospital as their accountant, and my Mom worked at the same hospital as an RN. My family wasn't wealthy of course, but unlike many kids, I actually enjoyed spending time with my parents. Our Wednesday game night was a tradition we'd missed only once in the last five years... which had been because I was in the hospital with an extreme fever that had ended up being nothing, although at the time it was pretty scary.
"You take the bus to and from school, right?" she asked.
"Yeah," I admitted, living on the west side of town, while the school was on the east side... which was where Beth lived.
"I'll meet you right after school, and I'll drive us to my house," she offered, just as the bell rang. "In the parking lot, just outside the school building; is that okay with you?"
"Okay," I agreed, as she stood up.
"This will be so much fun!" she said, still smiling warmly at me. I wanted to trust her enthusiasm; I wanted to trust her sincerity; yet I still felt this just had to be all a charade... which I realized a bit later was a little unfair to Beth, since she'd never been mean to me. I'd thought she never noticed me, but she'd just disproven that assumption. I also realized I was judging her with nothing to go on, which made me angry with myself, since I hated being judged for any reason, unfair or not.
"If you say so," I laughed awkwardly.
"I do say so," she assured me, turning and bouncing, almost skipping, away.
Jamie came over to me and observed, "Beth seems excited to partner with you."



"Yeah, she really does," I agreed, looking over to her, now chatting with her usual group of friends.
"Still terrified?" she asked, knowing me so well.
"Oddly," I replied thoughtfully, looking over at Beth again while saying, "as you could probably tell from my face, initially I had serious doubts about pulling this off, but after everything she just said, I'm now more curious to see how it goes than I am terrified."
"That's good."
"Although a complete anxiety-riddled breakdown is still lingering in my subconscious," I joked.
"Well, those are on your schedule every day," Jamie teased, as we headed for lunch together.
"She's driving me to her house to start working on our skit right after school," I added.
"Really?" she asked, surprised.
"Yeah, she seems really excited for us to get started."
"Well, that's good, I guess."
"Yeah, I guess," I agreed, just a little part of me still skeptical that this could be all part of some sinister plan to humiliate me.
The rest of the day went by like most school days do... boringly... with only the odd thing of interest... or some sly checking of Instagram during idle moments... and various other whatevers.
Immediately following the bell to end the last period for the day, I stuffed most of my binders in my hallway locker, retained my English binder since I didn't have homework in any other class, and headed out to the student parking lot.
Beth was there waiting for me, leaning against her red car, a very nice one I suppose, although I have no idea what kind it was, since I've never had a clue about cars. I mean if you compare it to a peaceful lake in the mountains for instance, any car strikes me as boring. Useful as a conveyance of course, but otherwise no biggie.
When she spied me coming, she waved gaily at me and gave me a bright smile, which oddly sent another chill up my spine.
I awkwardly waved back, and came over to her... feeling oddly nervous, yet equally excited.
As I approached, her cheerleader skirt blew up in the air, somewhat like in the famous Marilyn Monroe promo shot from the epic Seven Year Itch.
I caught a glimpse of her light blue panties and the crotch of her tan pantyhose for a brief moment, before she pushed her skirt back down.
I could feel my cheeks flush, which confused me as I reached her.
"Stupid wind," Beth giggled, shaking her head.
Playfully I joked, "It was very Marilyn Monroe."
"Really? I love Marilyn Monroe," she replied, appearing flattered.
"You do?" I asked, Marilyn Monroe being my second favourite female icon, right after Audrey Hepburn.
"Well, she wasn't Audrey Hepburn," Beth said, "but she was still pretty cool."
"Are you kidding me?" I asked.
"What?"
"You're fond of Audrey Hepburn too?"
"Love her."
"Favourite movie?" I asked.
"Roman Holiday," Beth said.
"My Fair Lady," I said.
"If you're such a fan, you probably know that a singer named Marni Nixon overdubbed almost all her singing in that movie," Beth pointed out, as she opened the passenger door for me, as if she were a chivalrous man.
"Yeah, but Audrey absolutely nailed that delightful Cockney accent in her speaking lines all by herself," I replied.
"You know," Beth mentioned after giving me a closer look, "you look a lot like Audrey did back then."
"I do?" I asked, feeling completely flattered.
"And you dress like her, too," Beth said, checking out my long skirt.
"Thank you," I said, my style indeed heavily influenced by Audrey Hepburn.
"You're welcome," Beth said, smiling warmly. After a moment, while we both seemed unsure of what to say next, Beth said, "Well, my fair lady, your chariot awaits."
"Bewitched?" I asked.
"Bewitched," she nodded. As I sat down in the car, she watched me, and I couldn't help but feel she was admiring me... as absurd as that might seem. Beth was the most popular girl in the school, and actually in the entire town. She was also without a doubt the prettiest. She was even dating a college boy! Obviously, any such fantasies were all in my head.
"I didn't know anyone still watched those old movies and television shows," I said.
As Beth kept holding the door open, observing me the entire time with apparent pleasure, she pointed out, "It was called the Golden Age for a reason."
She closed the door before I could respond, skipped around the car, and buckled herself into the driver's seat.
The inside of the car was immaculate, and it smelt of cherry. Somehow, which makes no logical sense, I felt the car was sexy, and it was obviously hers instead of her mother's. It just felt like Beth. Perhaps that mountain lake I'd contemplated didn't outclass this car all that much after all.
As she started driving, almost the entirety of her long right pantyhose-clad leg was within clear view, which I was slyly admiring, since I also really liked pantyhose. Until this moment, I'd just liked them for me. I wore them every day. I'd found from watching those old movies and TV shows they were very popular in the fifties and sixties, which was the time I wish I'd been living, partly because of the garter-belts and stockings, of which I also owned a few... and I even wore them to school sometimes... although not a single person except Jamie and my parents had a clue I owned them.
"So, I see you like pantyhose too," she said out of the blue.
"Pardon?" I asked, startled by her words, since I was a little too preoccupied in admiring her right leg, and lost in my own little world.
"Pantyhose: you seem to like them as much as I do," she rephrased her observation, looking at me as she stopped at one of the only three stoplights in our town.
"Um, yeah, I do, actually," I admitted, looking away from her leg, worried what she'd think, since she'd caught me staring. I wasn't a lesbian. I'd never considered a girl in any romantic or sexual way. Which is to say I could tell when a girl was pretty or beautiful, and I admired some women's fashion sense, but that was as far as it went. But with that said, I also didn't have a crush on any boy, and I never had. But I'd always downplayed that as an official sexual preference, since I'd known every guy in our town near my age for years, and had always found them all incompetent fools, or just not my type... although I wouldn't be able to describe what my type was.
"I think you and I are the only two people in the entire school who particularly like them," Beth said.
"Well, us and Mrs. Walker," I pointed out, Mrs. Walker having been our English teacher for the eleventh grade, but she'd been promoted to Vice-Principal this year.
"Yes, she always dresses with class," Beth agreed.
"I think so too," I said.
"I think pantyhose are sexy," Beth said.
"I've always seen them as an accessory to my outfits," I said.
"But you don't think they're sexy?"
"Pardon?" I asked.
"Pantyhose," she repeated. "Don't you think they're sexy?"
"I've never thought about it," I answered, which was mostly true. I mean I saw them as an accessory, something that enhanced my outfits stylistically, but I'd never thought of them as sexy... at least not on me... of course I never saw myself as sexy in any way, shape or form... but on the other hand, on Beth, especially with the shiny gleam of the pantyhose (I needed to get some of that brand, whatever it was), they did indeed look sexy.
"Well trust me," Beth said, bringing her hand to my leg, which sent a confusing chill up my spine, "they definitely make you look sexy."
My eyes went wide as she gave my leg a brief squeeze, before returning her hand to the steering wheel.
I was speechless.
Beth, the prettiest and most popular girl in the entire school, had just called me sexy.
As she pulled up to a house three times the size of mine, I blurted out, needing to say it, flustered beyond anything I'd ever felt before, "I think they make you look really sexy, too."
"Ah, you're so sweet," she smiled warmly, bringing her hand to my leg and giving me another squeeze. "Let's go inside."
"Okay," I said, feeling flustered... confused... and... and... my vagina was tingling.
I climbed out of the car and followed her into her house.
She slipped out of her heels... so I slipped out of my flats and followed her into a living room that was larger than my entire house!
"Wow!" I said, looking around.
"Thanks," she said, smiling. After a moment she added, making me blush yet again, "Oh, you meant the house."
"I-I-I..." I stammered, flustered beyond words.
"You really are so cute," Beth said with a kind of squeal, as she came up to me.
"I-I-I..." I repeated, as she took my hand.
"Come downstairs with me, I want to show you something really special."
"Okay," I said, her hand feeling so good with her fingers intertwined with mine.
"You won't believe this," she said.
"I imagine I won't," I said, trying to figure out what she had in mind.
She led me downstairs and into a large room filled with movie memorabilia... including a large section devoted completely to Audrey Hepburn.
"Oh my," I gasped, seeing a dress preserved in a glass enclosure that Audrey had worn in Breakfast at Tiffany's.
"I've never invited anyone down here before," Beth said, her fingers still entwined with mine.
"Really?" I asked, surprised.
"Yeah, I didn't think anyone else would appreciate it."
"Really?" I repeated, wondering at how amazing this was.
"Yeah, none of my other friends have any idea who Audrey even was, although they could tell you Cardi B's entire life story," Beth said, in the same tone I would have used... judgemental.
I scoffed, "Don't get me started."
"Can I tell you something I've never told anyone outside my family?" she asked, looking at me with a vulnerability I didn't think a popular girl like her could have.
"Sure," I said, as she took both my hands in hers and looked into my eyes.
I couldn't explain it... but I instantly knew something... something I was as sure of as a math equation or scientific fact... I liked this girl... a lot. But of course I could never tell her!
"Audrey Hepburn was my great-grandmother," Beth said.
"No way!" I gasped, even though I believed her... it was just the most surreal truth ever.
"Yes and this entire collection consists of authentic heirlooms," Beth said.
"You're so lucky," I said.
"I've been blessed," Beth said, still holding both of my hands. After a few seconds, as she kept looking into my eyes, I was unsure of what to say,
"Did you know she was bisexual?" Beth asked.
"I did know that, yes," I nodded, having read that even though she'd had two sons, her relationships with men had often ended in heartbreak.
Then... after a lengthy pause... while I thought Beth was gearing up to tell me something else significant... instead, she leaned in and kissed me.
My eyes went wide, as I felt her lips pressing against mine.
Yet although I was shocked... I did what came naturally as my entire body warmed inside me... and I kissed her back... my second kiss ever... the first one having been with Simon at a Debate Club night. And the best that can be said about that one was it had been... awkward and embarrassing.
This one was soft and tender... tentative... sweet... however, when she broke the kiss after only a few seconds, she apologized, "I'm so sorry, it's just, just, just...."
"It's okay," I said. "I mean... it was very unexpected, but very nice."
"Nice?" she asked, with just the slightest smile.
"Okay, now I'm sorry. No, it wasn't just nice; it was great... amazing... unbelievable... surprising... marvelous," I listed, knowing the word nice wasn't very flattering... I'd been called nice all my life, and I'd never once taken it as a compliment. Then something just popped into my head, as I tried my hand at flirting for the first time ever, by quoting Audrey Hepburn, having a couple dozen of her quotes on the wall in my bedroom, "I believe in kissing, kissing a lot."
Beth smiled then, leaning in and kissing me again with more confidence before saying, employing an English accent that was so similar to Audrey's in Breakfast at Tiffany's, "Elegance is the only beauty that never fades."
"Oh my," I said, my entire head going light.
"And you... are so elegant," she said, kissing me once more, "and beautiful," before she quoted my favourite Audrey Hepburn line, "And a woman can be beautiful as well as intellectual."
"T-t-that is my favourite quote! It's engraved on my bedroom mirror," I said, trembling as she kissed me again.
Beth continued speaking, interspersing her phrases with butterfly kisses, "I believe..." a kiss, "...every day..." another kiss, "...you should have at least one..." yet another kiss, this one lasting a little longer, before she completed another great quote from Audrey, "...exquisite moment."
"And I believe in miracles," I said, as I kissed her this time, with a lustful need I'd never felt for anyone before that moment.
We kissed for a few minutes... before we heard a door slam.
"That was the front door; my Mom's home," she explained.
"Oh, "I said, not wanting this unbelievable moment of intimacy to end. For after all, a special moment like this one alone with her, was likely no more than that.
"Let's go upstairs," she said, this time not taking my hand.
I followed her up the stairs and was introduced to her Mom, who was very sweet and nice, and indeed had more than a passing resemblance to Audrey Hepburn... so I was a little starstruck.
"We'll be upstairs brainstorming for our English class," Beth said, surprising me again by taking my hand and leading me to her room... fireworks sensations popping inside me from just her simple but affectionate touch.
Her bedroom was huge. She didn't close the door and said, "So what do you think we should springboard from?"
"I don't know," I said, a little disappointed to be now addressing the actual reason I was here. For the first time in my life, I didn't care a fig about school.
"I have an idea, but it's kind of wicked," Beth confided in a hushed voice, even though there was obviously nobody else upstairs to listen in on us, as she sat down on her king-sized bed.
"Oh?" I smiled, gaining some confidence, which was very unlike me, as I approached to join her on the bed, "As in something lesbian?"
"Actually, yes," she smiled. "We think alike."
"As I sat right beside her, our hips almost but not quite touching, I asked, "So what's your wicked idea?"
"How about Hamlet? In our version Ophelia is a lesbian, and she's having an affair with her maid," Beth suggested.
"Oh my," I gasped, this departure from Shakespeare not at all what I was expecting.
"We can create a scene where they're making out and are caught by her father Polonius, and that's what leads to her going crazy," Beth explained.
"We'll be making out in front of the class?" I asked.
"Well that's my idea, yes. But only if you're willing," she said, placing her hand on my leg again... and for the first time ever, I wished I wore short skirts like Beth and the other popular girls, so I could feel the warmth of her hand directly on my leg.
"I don't know," I said, that being a whole other level of risk. As I've mentioned, I was super comfortable speaking in front of a class about inconsequential things... and I also had an eidetic memory... which meant I could remember an entire script after reading it only once. But when I was portraying strong emotions? In spite of Beth's earlier reassuring words on the subject, if I was kissing her in front of everyone, even though I'd be allegedly playing a role, I didn't think I would be acting!
"Why don't we start writing the script and see where it takes us?" she suggested.
Taking a risk... one that was scarier than jumping off a cliff... but needing to do it... I placed my hand on her leg... her pantyhose-clad leg... and said as I did, "Okay, why not?" followed by, "Oh my, are these ever so soft!"
"They're Wolfords," Beth said as I moved my hand back and forth ever so slightly on her leg... fascinated by the sheer soft silk... briefly forgetting as I became fascinated by the pantyhose that I was attempting to flirt... not that I actually knew how.
"No way," I said, knowing they were an expensive brand. I'd done some googling about them, and they were an Austrian company, but since they had a prominent outlet on Regent Street in London, they were often called 'tights'.
"Yeah, Mom used to model for them," Beth said, and then added, continuing to shock me over and over again during this most surreal, confusing and life-altering day of my eighteen years of life, "And now I'm one of their models."
"You're what?" I blurted out with a huge exhalation. If I'd been chewing gum, it would have hit her right in the nose.
"Yeah, when I missed class last month, I was in England doing a photo shoot for Wolford," she said, not in a bragging way... just a matter of fact.
"Wow," I said.
"Yeah, so I'm now getting free Wolfords for life," she added.
"You are the luckiest girl in the world," I said, as my automatic pilot continued to move my hand aimlessly around on her thigh.
"I especially feel like that girl right now," she said, looking into my eyes.
I asked, really wanting to know what was going on between us, since there was no doubt of some sort of intent in her eyes, her gaze and her touch, "I hate to ask this and ruin the moment, but..." and then I stopped. I didn't want to ask this. I didn't want to terminate this beautiful, intimate interlude.
"But it's common knowledge I have a boyfriend," she finished the sentence for me.
"Yes," I said, trembling with uncertainty... knowing I'd just detoured our conversation into a realm that could break my heart... a bit less than an hour after I'd surrendered it to someone for the first time.
"Frank is gay," she said.
"He is?" I asked, this statement far from what I was expecting to hear.
"And I'm gay, too," she added.
"You are?" I asked, trying to process. Usually I was a quick study, but today I felt like I was constantly two steps behind events as they happened.
"Yes, you silly goose," she said, kissing me just once this time. "I only have eyes for one person in this world, and she's a girl, and she has the loveliest green eyes, and I'm utterly lost in them at the moment."
"Y-y-you do?" I stammered, "y-y-you are?" feeling my face flush, my body tremble and my vagina tingle.
"Yes, Frank and I date for appearances, since he isn't ready to come out yet, and we've been family friends since I was three and he was six," she explained, her hand still on my leg, mine still on hers... although both hands were now static, just resting in place. "And I'm not ready to come out yet either, and my having a college boyfriend who's 'common knowledge', keeps pigs like Joey from hitting on me. Or in Joey's case, it keeps him from being too much of a pest most of the time."
"Oh," I said, still processing all these truths, especially that she'd just declared how much she liked me.
"This is all likely a lot to take in," Beth said, just as my phone rang.
"Yeah," I said, reaching for my purse.
"Go ahead and answer that," she said.
"It's my Mom," I said, a ringtone of 'House of the Rising Sun' playing.
I answered the phone, and explained I was at a friend's house working on a school project. She reminded me she had to work tonight, and I'd promised to watch my younger siblings, which I'd completely forgotten, being swept away as I was by Beth. I said I'd be home soon, hung up, and told Beth I needed to go home.
Beth nodded. She said, "Look, I have no idea if you have any feelings for me."



"You don't?" I asked.
"I mean, I'm used to people admiring me, but they never see the real me," Beth said, looking vulnerable, which completely surprised me. Why on earth would she feel vulnerable? And around me? But it was there, it was real, I could see it, and she was asking. So I just went with it.
"I'm sure I see you," I told her, and I did. I saw through her beauty and into her soul... I saw a very vulnerable, and maybe even a somewhat lost soul. Which again was surprising, but obviously real.
"What do you see?" she asked, and now she was trembling. It was obvious she'd been living a superficial life where she never got deeply into someone she cared about. Nor, and more importantly, vise versa.
"I see someone very beautiful just like everyone else sees you, but you're also lost, and longing to be found," I said with utter sincerity.
"Bingo! You always were the smartest girl in the school," she smiled that warm smile at me again. I could tell she was saying something light-hearted to avoid getting any deeper into this subject for now, and since I really did need to get home, I let it slide. For now.
I gave her a hug, and she asked, still enclosed in my arms, "Are you gay?"
I chuckled softly. I let her go and admitted, "Before today, I've always been rather asexual. I didn't find boys sexually attractive, but I was assuming and hoping that was just because the boys in our town are all... as you called them... pigs, but..."
"But, what?" she asked, listening to my every word intensely and with hope.
"But when you kissed me for the first time a while ago..." I said, "...my entire body came alive."
"Mmmmmmm," she smiled, kissing me again, this time for a few seconds.
When she broke the kiss, I said, "I don't know if I'm gay or not, but at the very least I'm definitely infatuated with you."
"Infatuated, nice word," she smiled.
"And I mean the real you, inside and out," I said, leaning in, and I initiated the kissing this time.
"That means so much to me," she said. "More than you can possibly imagine."
"I want you to know that whatever this is, or might be, and whatever happens in the future, I'll always be there for you at least as a friend," I said, wanting to let her know she had a confidante, regardless of whether we established a relationship, or if this was just a one-day blip on the radar of her life.
"I appreciate that," she said, taking my hand, "and I hope maybe it can become more than just friends."
"So do I," I said, my body warming with the possibilities of what might become... in what was already becoming the most life-altering day of my life.
"I'd better drive you home," she said.
"That would be wonderful; my Mom probably assumes I've already left by now," I agreed.
She held my hand as we traipsed downstairs, she told her Mom she was taking me home while holding my hand right in front of her, and then we headed out. She confided, "My Mom knows I'm a lesbian."
"That's good," I said.
"Yeah, when I told her she just said, "Oh," and then didn't say anything about it for a few days," she said. "And then she told me I was probably going through a phase, since she's been with quite a few women herself."
"Oh," I said, unable to imagine having such an exchange with my Mom. In my head, Mom had had sex three times... getting pregnant each time,,, even though I knew biologically that was ridiculous.
"Yes, we're really close," she said. "Especially after Dad died."
"I'm sorry," I said, recalling her Dad had died in that car accident in a snowstorm three or four years ago... just a couple days before Christmas.
"It is what it is," she said, as she opened her car door for me again.
"I can't imagine," I said sympathetically, as I sat down and she looked at me... then feeling wicked, I lifted my skirt high enough to reveal I was wearing thigh high stockings.
"No way!" she gasped.
"You're not the only enigma inside this car," I smiled.
"So I'm learning," she said, admiring my leg for a moment, before closing my door and walking around to her side.
After she'd gotten in, buckled up and started the engine, she said, "Pull that dress up enough for me to feel those stockings, you bad girl."
I smiled as I obeyed her request, and feeling sexy and alive for the first time ever, I quoted, "I'm not bad, I'm just drawn that way."
"You're quoting Jessica Rabbit to me," she said, placing her hand on my skirt-less leg as she began to drive. "She's my ultimate cartoon crush."
"Betty Boop," I countered.
"Of course she is," she smiled, as she turned the radio on, which was tuned to a classic rock station instead of some lame station that only played autotune songs... the song just starting happening to be 'Born to be Wild'.
We sang it together, each of us knowing most of the words, and I couldn't help but wonder if Fate really was watching over us... the fishbowl that had started it all, our shared love for Hepburn (although hers was at least in part DNA-based), and now a song that fit our situation so perfectly... this being the wildest day of my life!
We sang together through two more songs, the Beatles' 'I Want to Hold Your Hand', where she took mine and gripped it tightly through the classic song, and then I admitted my favourite song was 'While My Guitar Gently Weeps' (I love Eric Clapton... Layla another of my all-time favourite songs), and hers was 'Twist and Shout'.
The last song was Meatloaf's 'Paradise by the Dashboard Light', which was still playing as she pulled up to my house... the wild 'Will you love me forever/Let me sleep on it' duet section going full tilt.
"Today was really special," she said.
"It was surreally amazing," I said, not wanting to get out of the car.
"You should give me your number," she said.
I gave it to her, and she said, "For the rest of today, we should only text each other questions and answers about each other and ourselves."
"Okay," I said, liking the sound of this game.
"Nothing serious, let's just have fun with it," she specified.
"I like it," I nodded.
She leaned in and kissed me just once more. "And I like you."
"I like you too," I said, some more fireworks shooting off inside me.
"Until tomorrow, then," she said, looking as sad about my leaving as I was to leave.
"Until tomorrow, yes," I agreed, and I briefly kissed her one last time before reluctantly getting out of the car.
I didn't even get into the house before I received her first text: What's your favourite 80s song?"
I responded playfully just before entering the house: You need to guess. It's a one hit wonder.
She texted again a minute later, likely paused at a red light: Our House?
I texted back, realizing she could be guessing for an eternity: That's a good one, but it's Wouldn't It be Good by Nick Kershaw.
A couple minutes later she texted: Mine is a Prince song.
I responded: That could be anything. 1999, When Doves Cry, or my favourite: Kiss.
She responded back five minutes later, while I'd been staring at my phone, waiting for it to ping: No, no and no... but after today, I may need to reconsider that last one.
I texted: What is it then?
She responded: Purple Rain, although Let's Go Crazy is a close second, but when I'm feeling frisky, you can't deny the wickedness of Darling Nikki.
I could feel my face flush again at the innuendo... Darling Nikki was a very naughty song. I responded, still feeling playful: Have you ever masturbated with a magazine?
She responded almost immediately: No personal questions for now.
As I went to type a response of apology, she texted again: Although I may have to tonight, with no magazine required : ).
My eyes went wide. My body began to sweat. My pussy again began wanting some attention. I erased the initial apology I'd begun and responded instead, taking more than a couple of minutes to decide what on earth to write, before I sent the weakest of responses: Me too!
She sent a couple minutes later: I'm home now.
Over the next few hours, we asked each other dozens of questions:
We both loved Queen, especially Bohemian Rhapsody, although she disagreed with me, thinking the 80s Queen was better than the 70s Queen.
Her favourite snack food was ice cream, and mine was cookies (any kind, really).
We both chose green as a favourite colour (she mentioned my green eyes, hers were blue). Her second choice was pink, and mine purple.
She'd traveled lots, I'd done almost none... her favourite place to visit was Italy, while that was the country I most wanted to go to... partly because of Roman Holiday, partly because I loved Italian food, and partly for the history.
She planned to major in drama; I was going for law.
Her favourite 80s movie was Pretty in Pink, and mine was another John Hughes movie Sixteen Candles, which I got away with by refusing to judge it based on today's moral standards. (The moment the Thompson Twins song 'If You Were Here' starts playing, I still get warm fuzzies all over).
Her favourite designer was not surprisingly Hubert de Givenchy, who'd worked with Audrey Hepburn... while he was a close second to mine: Coco Chanel.
We talked more about music, more movies, classes, teachers, shoes, food, and so much more... it was so much fun... so liberating, and yet so offhandedly personal.
We agreed Sandra Bullock was awesome. We both loved The Proposal, While You Were Sleeping, Miss Congeniality, and The Blind Side, even though I didn't like football at all. Our only significant difference in tastes was that I loved Bird Box, while she stopped watching it five minutes in.
It was the perfect night, and it flew by like no other one had.
Our final few texts were much more tentative. She sent: I had a lot of fun today and tonight.
I responded: Me too. Best day and night ever.
She responded: Me too. But I have to ask a favour.
I replied: Anything.
She said: I hate to say this, but for the time being this wonderfulness needs to stay between just us.
I responded, wanting to show my understanding: I agree wholeheartedly.
She replied: Thanks, Bailey.
I responded: Thank *you*, Beth.
We both said goodnight, and after I responded to a call from Jamie... who was super worried about me... until I let her know it had turned out okay... even though I couldn't tell her what I really wanted to... and then I ended up in bed... with my eyes closed... slowly rubbing my pussy.
Now I wasn't some prude... I masturbated... from time to time, anyway... although it was usually just for stress release... I'd never really masturbated while daydreaming about a person... neither male nor female.
But that night I enjoyed a slow rising orgasm while I simply recalled my time today with Beth. I didn't know what we were or weren't... although I hoped we could explore our feelings some more... and one thing was for certain, after spending one day with her, I knew what I was sexually... or I knew what I wanted to be... and even closer to what felt like the truth, at least to my truth, my lack of a sex drive now made sense. I was a lesbian... or I guess just a wannabe lesbian.
Internally, I'd felt more and stronger emotions today than I had before in my entire life. The sparks of her touches, the warmth of her looks, and the beauty of her smiles, all had brought sensations of pleasure and contentment to me in ways I'd never felt before.
I didn't know if I was in love. At eighteen, and never having had any feelings like this before, how could I know? Yet, it was definitely something special. I already missed her.
As I rubbed myself, I replayed her touch, her soft lips, the way she looked at me, the way she made me feel... and when my orgasm struck, it was unlike any of my previous ones... the rest were no more than activities for the sole purpose of getting off and relaxing my brain and my body a little (I'm told I can be a little high strung!) ... but tonight's orgasm was about someone... and thus it meant so much more.
As I lay there in the afterglow of my orgasm, I was both excited and nervous about the upcoming day... I had no idea what lay ahead, but for the first time ever, I was looking forward to school for reasons other than earning good grades and thus paving the way to get the hell out of this backwards town.
.....
The next morning for the first time ever, I couldn't decide what to wear. I always put some thought into my outfits, but only for myself, and not to impress or to be recognized by anyone at school. But today was different. Today I was dressing with a purpose... I was dressing solely to please one person... Beth.
I'd already decided what I was wearing underneath my dress or skirt... my only garter-belt with sheer beige, almost nude shade, stockings with Cuban heels and sexy seams down the back of the legs. I just knew Beth would like those, even though I wasn't sure whether she'd have any opportunities to see them... especially the garter-belt... but whether or not, I still knew that my wearing such sexy lingerie gave me a quiet inner confidence.
After thoughtfully considering nine outfits, I went with one I'd never worn to school before... a Hepburn-inspired style slim black dress that accentuated my chest in ways I never did... and although it was long enough to easily cover the lace-top stockings and garter-belt, it was a good six inches shorter than anything I usually wore to school.
I considered changing my stockings, since black seemed like a more logical choice for the black dress, but I really wanted to wear those Cuban heel stockings, and the only colour I had them in was the beige pair... so I kept them on.
I also applied a little makeup and lipstick to my face... which I never did for school.
At school... I definitely got a few looks... and when Jamie saw me, her eyes went wide.
"This is a new look," she smiled, looking me over and obviously impressed.
"You mean the dress?" I asked.
"The dress, how short it is, and the makeup," she said, Jamie having pushed me to wear more makeup ever since middle school.
"Yeah, I guess," I said, wishing I could tell her all about yesterday, wishing I could explain why I was dressed up with more pizazz than usual.
"So what's with the sexy look?" she asked.
"It's not sexy," I said.
"No? Just look around. Lots of the boys are staring at... you know," she said, as she pointedly glanced down to my big breasts, which were showcased for the first time at school ever... I normally wore outfits that downplayed my voluptuous breasts, not wanting to be judged in such a superficial way.
"Really?" I asked, as I looked around and did indeed see some boys who usually didn't give me the time of day checking me out... or my chest, anyway.
"Well, I just felt like dressing up today," I said, which was at least partly true.
"Wow, you look amazing, Bailey," Beth said, appearing with her three best friends in tow.
"Thanks," I said, feeling my cheeks going instantly red... as in fire engine red... and my heart skipped a beat at the compliment.
"See ya," Beth said, giving a wave and heading off.
After a few seconds of complete silence... while Jamie examined me closely while I resisted looking back at Beth, who was wearing a blue and black plaid skirt, mocha coloured pantyhose and a white blouse... she literally looked like she was a student attending a private school requiring uniforms... a look which I suddenly found very hot and sexy.
Taking more than a good twenty seconds to say, since she paused after every single word, Jamie intoned, "What... the... hell... was... that?"
"What?" I asked innocently... although I knew exactly what she was asking, and I wasn't much of an actor.
"What?" she mocked. "Beth going out of her way to greet you and to give you a compliment. Your flustered reaction. Your obvious struggle not to stare as she walked away. What do you mean, what?"
"I don't know," I said, now avoiding eye contact.
"What happened between you two yesterday?" she demanded.
"What do you mean?" I said, opening my locker to still avoid any eye contact with her.
"You know exactly what I mean," she said. "You're suddenly acting very strange."
"Why? I asked, as I opened my locker and stared fixedly into it. "Because I wore something a little more provocative today?"
"No, because your face went the brightest red I've ever seen because of a compliment from Beth," she said. Jamie was a very observant girl. She wanted to become a psychologist, and she was always analyzing people, although usually not me, since she already knew just about everything there was to know about me.
"I'm not used to receiving compliments," I said, which was true... so I wasn't lying.
"So you have nothing to tell me about yesterday after school or that inconsequential little exchange just now?" she demanded, looking both accusatory and a little hurt.
"No, I don't think so," I said, feeling squirmingly guilty, since we always told each other everything... but how could I tell her this, even though I was desperate to tell someone, and who'd be better to tell than her? My brand new feelings were overwhelming me... confusing me... and using her for a sounding board to bounce these feelings off of would have been super nice.
"Fine," she snarked in a way that was clearly not fine, and she stormed off.
I sighed as I closed my locker and headed to class.
My first period class was History, and neither Beth nor Jamie were in that class, since they were both in Psychology.
Twenty minutes into the class, my phone vibrated... so I slyly checked it... I seldom received texts during classes, since my friends knew I wouldn't respond; I was very serious about my studies, and my parents worked, so if they texted that was a bad sign... the last time Mom had texted me during a class was to ask me to come home instantly, whereupon I learned my grandmother had passed... so I checked it. It was from Beth, saying: So sorry to ask, but I need to see you in the cheerleader's change room right now! Please?
My eyes went wide.
My cheeks flushed.
My entire body warmed with excitement.
I shot my hand up and blurted out. "Mrs. Lloyd, may I please go to the washroom?"
"You may," she permitted.
"Thank you," I replied, before I walked out and headed towards a room I'd never been in before. Without pausing my hurried strides, I texted: On my way.
The school wasn't that large, so a minute later I'd reached the door. I looked around and saw no one in the hallway, so I furtively entered, feeling like I was breaking in... feeling both excited and terrified.
Beth was waiting for me right inside the door. She closed it behind me, locked it, pushed me against the wall and began kissing me.
I melted into her.
I kissed her back with the same urgency as she was kissing me... which was way different from yesterday's tender, tentative and intimate kisses.
It lasted a minute... maybe more... before she broke away, when I would never have broken that kiss! It had my entire body on fire...
"I'm so sorry to be so needy, but I just couldn't resist," she apologised, vulnerability all over her face and even apparent in her shoulders, "you just look so amazing today!"
"I do?" I asked, feeling overwhelmed from being targeted by such desperate attention and flattery... since the only flattery I usually received was for my brains or my charity work.



"What do you mean, 'I do'?" she questioned. "You have to know what you're doing to me!"
"No, I really don't," I said, noticing her cheeks were red too... was I making her as flustered as she was making me? Was that even possible?
"You really don't know how hot and sexy you are, do you?" she asked, seeming to get a grip on herself and realize how bewildered I was.
"Hot? Sexy? No one has ever used either of those terms to describe me," I said helplessly.
"Never? Well, that can only be because boys are shallow and stupid," she said, gripping my shoulders and pushing herself away from me slightly, so she could look me over with obvious admiration. "Although I'm sure you're about to start getting some attention, since today you've just revealed to every horny boy around that you have huge, perfect breasts."
"I-I-I o-only wanted to let you know how much I..." I stammered awkwardly, and then stammered some more, "I-I-I mean I...."
"Did you dress all sexy and mouth-watering like that for me?" Beth asked. I was still leaning against the wall, and she was once again so close to me I could feel her hot breaths.
"Yes," I trembled. "I sure wouldn't do it for any boys around here."
"Then you truly have no idea about the impact you're having on me right now?" Beth asked, trying to process her feelings just like I was.
"I'm beginning to catch on, but not really, no. I mean you're so gorgeous, inside and out... but... Please just tell me," I said, or rather begged, wanting to hear it from her... really needing to be convinced.
"I'll try," she agreed. "I mean I always knew I liked you. You're so smart, confident and sexy... but I've never felt like this about anyone!"
"Like what?" I asked.
"I don't know," she said. "I just want to kiss you, to be with you."
"I want to kiss you and be with you too," I told her, every word she was saying a mirror reflection of my own feelings... with every word, she was making me feel so desired...
And again, her lips were securely against mine.
We kissed for a few minutes... never allowing our lips to break contact.
And then when her tongue parted my lips... I replicated her actions.
Our tongues explored each other's mouths in an exotic form of dancing... an intimacy I didn't know could be found from kissing... not that I had any meaningful experience.
As we kissed, I felt dampness entering my panties... my passion so intense I just gave in to the intimacy, as my body welcomed the pleasure that resulted.
Her hands went under my dress and to my ass... where she discovered I was again not wearing pantyhose... and as her hands roamed... feeling so amazing in their meandering exploration of my body... and she also discovered I was wearing a garter.
"Well aren't you full of surprises, you little vixen." she remarked, as she broke our kiss and kissed my neck instead.
"I dressed like this for you," I moaned, as her hot breaths sent shivers of pleasure throughout my body.
"Knowing that makes me feel so hot," she said. Her lips were on my ear, and she tugged it gently.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, as she was driving me wild and making my pussy dampen even further.
"The things I want to do to you..." she said incompletely, as she returned her lips to mine and kissed me some more.
When she broke the kiss a minute later she said, "I could do this all day, but we should both get back to class."
"Yeah, I suppose," I said, knowing she was right... I'd been gone at least ten minutes... but I too didn't want this... tête-à-tête, I guess you could call it... to end.
"But I just had to see you," she said.
"I'm so happy you did," I said. I then said worriedly, "But I don't know how long I can hide this from Jamie. She noticed my frazzled reaction to your compliment earlier, interrogated me, could tell I was lying, and then she stormed off."
"I know she's been your best friend like forever. Do you trust her?" she asked with a slight look of concern.
"With my life," I said.
"Think she could keep our secret?"
"Yes, absolutely."
"I trust you," Beth said. "So if you're confident she can keep our secret until we're ready to come out, I'm okay with her knowing as much as you decide to tell her."
"You are?" I asked, realizing the permission she'd just given me implied she was willing for me to share whatever our relationship might become in the future with Jamie as well.
"Yes," Beth nodded. "I have a couple of friends who don't live around here who know my secret, so I can certainly understand your wish to share yours with your long-time best friend." I'd known Jamie since before kindergarten, and Beth almost as long, although rather distantly until yesterday, so it was no surprise she was aware of how close Jamie and I had always been with each other.
"I really do want to keep her in the loop," I assured her. "The past day, or not even a day yet, has been like a whirlwind."
"A good whirlwind?" she asked playfully.
"The best," I said.
"So may I make something official?" she asked.
"Um, sure I guess," I said, unsure of where she was going with this new tack.
"Will you be my secret girlfriend?"
"Yes!" I agreed with a girlish squeal, likely a little too enthusiastically.
"Awesome," she squealed back, fully matching my enthusiasm. She kissed me again and said, "I'll go out first to check the hallway. If I don't text you, follow me out in fifteen seconds."
"Okay," I nodded.
"Later, girlfriend," she grinned, kissing me one last time. "And I'm happy I can say that literally!"
"Later, literal girlfriend," I grinned back, the noun feeling so natural on my lips.
She left... then fifteen seconds later I left, and returned to class, surfing on a high I can't even begin to describe.
Once the bell rang, I headed to tutorial.
Jamie and I both had a tutorial period next that we were using to apply to various colleges, and to write resumé after resumé, since each school was different enough from the others that we weren't able to write any one-size-fits-all papers.
I walked into the library and Jamie breathed quietly into my face, displaying a mood that wasn't open for any discussion, "We're going to the washroom. Right. Now!"
"Okay," I agreed readily, happy she was insisting upon continuing her interrogation, since I was now allowed to tell her the truth.
Once we were in the bathroom and Jamie had set out the bathroom's Closed for Cleaning sign, which we'd done on a few other occasions when we wanted to talk privately... although all the other times it was about Jamie's relationships... sometimes good, sometimes bad.
"Spill the beans," she demanded, while she went and pushed all three stall doors open to make sure no one else was with us.
"I will. But first you have to promise you will never utter a word about this to anyone," I said in a stern voice.
"That goes without saying; you know I wouldn't," she objected.
"Ordinarily that would be good enough. But this is an entirely new level of secret," I explained.
"Okay, I swear upon my mother's grave, even though she's still alive and well, I will never, ever, 'utter' a word about whatever you're about to tell me to another living soul. So there, it's official. So just tell me already!" she said.
"Beth is my girlfriend," I blurted out succinctly.
"What?" she whisper-bellowed, this revelation likely not among the top billion possible things she thought would come out of my mouth.
"I'm sorry I couldn't tell you before, but she'd sworn me to secrecy. But now she's given me permission to share our secret with you, and only with you, so I can tell you whatever you want to know."
"All this cloak and dagger stuff sounds really serious! Is it?" she asked.
"Well, we haven't talked about going on any dates, but she did ask me kind of officially to be her secret girlfriend, I said yes, and then we kissed on it before we had to go back to our classes," I explained.
"Beth Prince," she said. "Cheerleader. Most popular girl in school. Gorgeous."
"Yes."
"Beth Prince asked you to be her girlfriend?" she asked not really as a question, but processing this outrageous news.
"Yes."
"The Beth who's already dating a college boy."
"Yes, but that isn't what it seems."
"How? When? I mean, I didn't even know you were into girls," she said. "Not that there's anything wrong with that," she hastened to add.
So I told her everything that had happened yesterday and today, including as much detail as I could recall through the near delirium I'd been experiencing.
She listened, asked a few questions for clarifications, and once she was up to date with the lengthy makeout session in the cheerleader's dressing room and the details of how Beth had made us 'official', she asked, "And it never occurred to you that all this might be some elaborate setup to humiliate you or something?"
"Yes," I admitted. "I mean the possibility did cross my mind for a moment, but you know Beth well enough to agree with me that she's never been involved in any of the silly shenanigans other people have gotten up to."
"Who uses the word 'shenanigans' anymore?" she said, always teasing me for using words that nobody still used in this century.
"That's the only question you have after hearing all that?" I asked.
"No, I really want to know: how do you feel about all this?"
"Overwhelmed, confused, excited, bewildered, confused, apprehensive, and swamped with feelings I've never felt before!"
"The word you're looking for is horny," she smiled wickedly.
"Well, she definitely makes my body feel all hot and bothered," I admitted, feeling so grateful to be able share all this with my best friend.
"I can tell."
"You can?"
"Your cheeks are all red," she pointed out. "I mean they were earlier this morning in the hallway when I called you out on it, but also right now."
"Oh," I said.
"Well, I'm so happy for you," she said.
"Thanks."
"And if she breaks your heart, I shall kick her ass," she added.
"I wouldn't expect anything less from my badass bestie," I laughed.
"So it turns out my best friend is a lesbian," she said. "Cool."
"Or maybe I'm bi," I mentioned.
"I don't know about that," she said. "You've always loved fish, so I guess I should have put two and two together."
"What does an entrée have to do with anything?" I asked... fish indeed being my favorite main course.
"You really are that sweet and innocent," she smiled fondly.
"Says the utterly worldly woman. You've had sex with what... one guy?" I pointed out.
"I blew another guy once," she bragged.
"Yes, you're a truly experienced sexpot," I said, just the idea of sucking a dick always grossing me out.
"Well, I understand pussy is supposed to taste like fish," she said.
"Really?" I asked, oddly the thought of tasting a pussy having never popped into my head during this entire wild less than twenty-four hours. I mean... if I was a lesbian... if I was dating a girl... which it appeared that I'd soon be doing... would I be required to lick her pussy? Would I want to? Would I be able to? Would she lick mine? Suddenly I was a rattled mess.
"I just terrified you, didn't I?" she said, knowing me too well.
"I never even thought of that!" I said, I imagine my face going pale white.
"Thought of what?" she asked playfully, knowing full well what I meant.
"What lesbians do besides kiss each other," I said. "And I suppose... fondle."
"Well, just imagine you're kissing her lips... just her other lips," Jamie suggested.
"You're not helping."
"Then just slide your tongue between them like you did with her mouth," Jamie continued, clearly enjoying teasing me.
"Oh God," I moaned, and not in a good way.
"If you do it well enough, she'll scream those exact words," she added.
"I hate you," I said, hitting her shoulder, suddenly feeling overwhelmed. Had Beth ever licked a pussy? She might have... she seemed so experienced. What if she wanted me to do that? And then what if I was no good?
"Don't worry, Bailey," Jamie said. "You just landed a girlfriend less than an hour ago; I doubt you're moving on to cunnilingus all that quickly."
"Cunnilingus?" I asked, that a five dollar SAT-sounding word I hadn't heard before.
"It has a few synonyms. Eating pussy, munching twat, carpet munching, boxed lunch, muff diving, licking the bean..." she listed off. "And my favourite: Eating your vegetables."
"Oh my God!" I repeated, by this time exasperated.
"I think I might watch too much porn," she admitted.
"Ya think?" I said sarcastically.
"And you should probably start watching some," she added.
"Suddenly I feel I'm in way over my head," I said.
"Head is another term for it; or face sitting, jewel munching..." she continued.
"Please stop," I said, my head spinning.
"Okay, okay," she said. "This is just too much fun."
"I'm happy you're having so much fun at my terrified expense," I said.
"Don't worry," she said. "I'll get serious if you like. If Beth really likes you, she'll take everything at whatever pace you're comfortable with."
"I hope so," I said.
As we were getting ready to leave, I asked, "Does it really taste like fish?"
"According to many websites, yes," she said.
So instead of working on a college resumé, I used the rest of the period to research oral female sex on my iPad.
I discovered that every woman has a smell down there which like fingerprints, was probably unique. Very few of us smell like fish, which was a term that mostly men described it as, and most women thought very little of them for doing do.
The more I read, the more I learned that for a girl with a 1580 SAT score, there was at least one fascinating subject I knew almost nothing about.
Labia (the singular term being 'labium', which is seldom used, since they always come in pairs) come in all shapes and sizes.
There were various types and textures of pubic hair, and many women actually shave it all off... which I couldn't fathom being other than excessively painful.
Many women are only able to reach orgasm through cunnilingus. (Or Australian kisses, or whistling through the wheatfield, or... Jamie, get out of my head!)
Most women are self-conscious about their own scent and taste.
The clitoris, or clit, is a part of the pussy that is very sensitive, and it can trigger intense pleasure... (I'd never touched mine in any serious fashion during any of my masturbation activities.)
Most women take 25-45 minutes to reach orgasm when they're with a partner.
I read that you can spell out the alphabet with your tongue to stimulate and tease.... Although that likely won't get a woman off, since most of us need repetition, at least near the end, to reach an orgasm.
I read that treating a pussy like you're licking an ice cream cone can be very effective... which made me smile, because I liked ice cream, and felt I was quite capable of doing that.
The bell rang, I reluctantly stopped researching, and Jamie asked, "Learn anything?"
"Yeah, I knew absolutely nothing about this," I confessed, as if she hadn't known already.
She smiled, "But I'm sure you'll be an expert by tomorrow."
"You know me," I smiled, since there was no doubt I'd be researching cunnilingus all night. I wasn't sure it was something I'd ever do for real... or ever even want to do... but I was determined to be ready if the situation ever arose. I was not someone ever to do anything half-assed, not even if it was for the first time.
.....
At lunch, I glanced over at Beth on a few occasions, and almost every time she was already looking at me.
Jamie whispered, "She can't take her eyes off of you; I think she likes you, she really, really likes you."
"Shut up," I said, even though I was giddy with excitement that she indeed did 'like' me just as much as I 'liked' her.
.....
In English class I glanced at Beth a few times, she caught my eyes a couple of those times, and I caught her once, too. With twenty minutes left in the period, Mr. Parker gave us some time to work with our 'Fated Partners', his description of our pairings now, so we could decide on our literary works... which Beth and I had done yesterday.
Beth asked, "Mr. Parker, may Bailey and I go to the library to discuss our project?"
"Certainly, Ms. Prince," he agreed, people rarely refusing Beth anything.
I followed her out, and we proceeded to the library. She led me to the back, and we sat down on opposite sides of a somewhat secluded table.
"How did the conversation with Jamie go?" Beth asked right off the bat.
I was surprised she opened with that, and that she even knew I'd already had the conversation. "It went amazingly."
"She was okay with... us?" she asked, looking a bit worried.
"At first she was skeptical, which I understood," I said, looking around to make sure there was no one within eavesdropping range. "She pointed out I'd never once mentioned having any interest in girls, which was true, and she brought up a concern that you might be cruelly setting me up for a fall, and we quickly agreed that just wasn't who you are. And then once I'd told her everything and she saw how happy I was, she was very happy for me... congratulatory, even."
"Good," she nodded. "I understand why she was skeptical. I mean I did kind of just start kissing you right out of the blue."
"I'm still processing all this, to be honest."
"Like processing as in coming up to speed, or questioning whether this relationship is heading someplace you want to go?" she asked, sounding worried. Witnessing such vulnerability and insecurity in a girl who could get any boy she wanted, and was likely able to convince many girls to explore a same sex romance, actually relieved me, even though that's exactly what she'd just done with me. But if I had any reservations about Beth's sincerity, and frankly I did have just the slightest doubts deep down, since this was all a little too Lifetime Channel convenient, they dissipated from the look in her eyes and the tone of her voice.
"No, it's not that," I said, shaking my head. "It's just..." I wasn't sure how to put what I was feeling into words.
"Go ahead, you can tell me anything," she assured me, while still looking a little nervous.
"Well... I... I don't know anything about being a lesbian," I said.
Her face changed, as her concern melted into a warm smile. "There isn't anything to know. You just feel how you feel."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Well, being a lesbian isn't any different from being straight, except for who you're attracted to," she explained.
"It isn't?" I asked, my logical mind objecting that there were quite a few very obvious differences.
"Well, of course there are some devils in the details," she admitted. "But in essence, everyone is the same. Lesbians find some women attractive, while straight people find some members of the opposite sex attractive."
"Well, obviously," I smiled.
"Feelings are feelings, whoever we are," she said. "It's true that some hetero people will judge us because we don't fit into the traditional 'one man one woman' box of expectations passed down from older adults, religion and past beliefs. But I can't control how much or how little I like girls or boys. I can't ignore my feelings for you, because then I wouldn't be true to myself, and I'm through pretending to be something I'm not. Or more accurately, I'm almost through with that, since I don't yet feel brave enough to come out to everyone about who I am."
"I understand that, and I agree wholeheartedly," I said. "And when you do feel it's time, I hope I'll feel brave enough to be standing right next to you and holding your hand. But what I'm struggling to come to grips with right now is the extent to which my feelings about you are consuming me, since I'm not used to that kind of roller coaster."



"Speaking clinically, what you're experiencing is either infatuation or lust," she said. "Although categorizing things that neatly probably doesn't help you one whit."
"Maybe," I said. "I guess what I'm trying to say is that twenty hours or so ago I was straight, and now I'm not, and that's more than a little confusing."
"Were you straight, or were you nonsexual?" Beth asked.
"What do you mean?"
"Well, straight means you like or liked boys. Some boys or men would make you feel the way I made you feel yesterday," she explained. "Has a boy ever gotten butterflies fluttering in your stomach?"
"No, never," I admitted.
"Has a boy ever made you melt?" she asked, her foot suddenly rubbing my leg under the table.
"No," I trembled, just her touch making me flush.
"Has a boy ever gotten you all flustered like you are right now?" she asked, her foot moving up my calf ever so slowly.
"No," I admitted again.
"So maybe you were never straight at all," she concluded.
Maybe that's true," I said, her logic actually making lots of sense. I had concluded the reason I didn't like any boys around here was because they were all insipid fools... but I never got excited by male celebrities either, and all my favourite actors were actresses. Only now were the puzzle pieces all coming together... maybe I'd never been straight!
"How's it going?" Mr. Parker asked out of nowhere, startling both of us.
Beth's foot moved away from me, although it was unlikely he could have seen it from the direction he was approaching us.
"Good," Beth answered for us.
"What work have you chosen?"
"Hamlet," Beth answered.
"Good choice," he said. "Any idea of a plot?"
"Oh, we don't have any dialogue on paper yet, but we have something delicious planned," Beth said, her foot brazenly returning to my leg.
"I can't wait," he said.
"It will be epic," Beth promised, and I assumed she'd decided we were going forward with the lesbian idea she'd described yesterday, even though I'd expressed some reservations about the idea, which by now had grown some.
"Cool," he said, like only a young teacher could get away with.
He left, and I asked, "Are we really going to do what we talked about?"
"Why not?" she shrugged.
"Oh, I don't know; how about complete humiliation?" I said.
"I don't think it will be like that at all," she said. "I think it will be the two of us triumphantly claiming our sexuality."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, if you still feel about me the way I feel about you," she said, her foot now resting on mine...once again that vulnerability showing up in her tone... "Let's come out as a couple during the performance."
"Really?" I asked, two polar opposite emotions instantly going to battle in my head. On the one hand, she was willing to out herself as a lesbian and as my girlfriend in front of the class, and thereafter be my girlfriend in public. Which could indeed be triumphant. But on the other hand, although I'd always told myself I didn't care about what other people thought about me, and especially my peers, coming out as a lesbian in this small and judgemental community was fraught with risk.
"If you're uncomfortable, we won't do it," she said, sensing my apprehension.
"Well maybe I am too uncomfortable, but maybe I can get past it; so let's not rush into this decision. But to be clear: you're saying you'd be happy to reveal to the entire school that we're a couple?" I asked, the idea that I could hold her hand in public, that I wouldn't have to hide my feelings anymore (since today had been exhausting), was very appealing, and I could quite possibly override my fear of being judged for it, which after only a few seconds was already fading... since I couldn't afford to bow to what other people thought, if I wanted to be me.
"Yes, I'd be very happy to do that; it would be scary, but worth it," she nodded, her eyes shiny with just the hint of welling tears.
"So I'm not the only one who'd find it challenging. That's reassuring, actually. But what about your boyfriend?" I asked.
"Frank will understand," she said. "Neither one of us is emotionally invested in the other, we're just long time friends, like I said. And I can't pretend to be someone I'm not any longer. I won't."
The bell rang.
"Well, think about it," she said, as her foot moved away and she stood up.
"I will," I nodded. "And very seriously, too. I'm not taking this at all lightly."
"I'll text you tonight after practice," she said, since she had cheerleading practice after school.
"Okay," I said, as she headed out, leaving me once again with my head spinning in confusion. One day with Beth, and everything was different.
A single kiss yesterday had been all it took to put the ball in motion, and my heart spinning.
A single touch had confirmed my feelings, and sent my emotions into turmoil.
And a single day later, I understood how my life until yesterday had been one of living in the shadows, focusing only on my academics, and dying just to get out of here... but now my black and white world had turned into a swirling rainbow of bright colours. It was just as scary as it was exciting.
A day ago my life was simple, and now it was complex.
A day ago my life was boring, and now it was exciting.
A day ago I was straight, or at least I'd thought I was, and now I was a lesbian, or at least I thought I was.
Living in chaos wasn't an idea I'd ever been comfortable with... it was way too... complex, exciting and... unpredictable.
.....
That night after supper, just as I was finishing my homework... I received a text from Beth. And for the next hour we texted back and forth, continuing getting to know each other. Not playfully like the previous night, although there were some really cute moments, but somewhat delving into both of our deeper feelings, or at least to the extent we were each able to face up to our own demons and type them into a keyboard. Everyone has major blind spots about themselves, and we both realized we were no exceptions to that, so it would take us some time and some mental effort for us to arrive at where we wanted to go.
She also repeated that if I wasn't comfortable, we wouldn't out each other in class or anywhere else, and she was fine with our taking it slow if that was what I needed. She also admitted once again how she too was looking at our coming out as a challenge, so her offer might not be 100% selfless if she was being honest with herself, which she was trying to be.
I told her I appreciated all of that, and that I thought I just needed some time to process everything, and then I could see where I ended up. We both agreed, somewhat tearfully on both of our parts I believe, that ending our burgeoning relationship wasn't an option.
She eventually wished me a good night, which made me feel warm all over, and once I was done texting her... as well as putting the finishing touches on my homework... I resumed my research on being a lesbian.
I first took a quick-ten quiz called 'Am I Lesbian, Bi or Straight', where to my surprise, I scored as bisexual.
The next test said I was a lesbian, and that I 'prefer to be in the company of people of the same sex'.
In another quiz I scored 83% homosexual.
I was also labeled a 'coffee shop lesbian', whatever that means.
The second test said I was 'Definitely a Lesbian' with the two words capitalized. It then added: 'And it's probably not a phase. You're clearly not attracted to men, and it's almost certain you never will be, if you're not by now.'
A couple other quizzes also confirmed I was a lesbian, or maybe just lesbian-curious... which since I was researching about whether I was a lesbian or not, made sense.
I returned to the website I'd looked at briefly at school, doing what I always did when I didn't know enough about something... I researched it.
This time I was researching how to eat a pussy.
First step it said, was to understand the anatomy... which, oddly considering I was female, I didn't know as much about as I'd thought.
For example, I had no idea the clitoris was the most important location when going down on a woman, since it's very sensitive, and it transmits pleasure to the entire body.
The labia are hit and miss aspects of the vulva. The sensitivity of the labia varies from woman to woman. For some women their stimulation can drive them wild, and for other women it has little or no impact on their pleasure.
I was a little overwhelmed when I discovered the anus has an enormous amount of nerve endings that can be quite pleasurable for a woman (or a man). This shocked me to the core. Anal sex could be pleasurable? Really?
I was learning a lot, and unlike many learning curves, many of the facts I was uncovering made instant sense. As I read about the g-spot, I became even more fascinated. It's a complete enigma. For starters, it's inside the vagina. Plus, if one touches it properly, it accesses the clitoris internally. How is that even possible? To make things more complex, it isn't easy to find, and similar to the clitoris itself, it only feels pleasurable if the woman is already aroused.
The overwhelming complexity of the inside of a vagina continued when I read about the cervix. The cervix is also very sensitive, but it can have very different reactions in different women. Some women love having their cervix stimulated, while others actually find it painful.
As I continued learning (and thus generating more and more insecurity about whether actually pleasuring a woman was too complicated for me to ever succeed at)... I learned something else new: there was something called an A-spot. (I wondered if there were B C and D spots too.) The A-spot was deep inside the vagina and would likely need a dildo to reach (or one of those freakishly endowed porn stars), since it was so deep inside.
As I continued reading, the next part made much more sense to me. To please a woman fully, you needed to build her up. Start slowly... with kisses... soft touches... kiss her breasts... slowly explore your way down her body... trying to visit as many of the woman's many erogenous zones as possible.
When you arrive at the woman's pussy... continue taking your time. Kiss her thighs. Tease her. Make her want it. Make her beg.
Tease her some more by teasing the clit over the panties... use both your tongue and your fingers.
Okay, this section was far more encouraging: I wouldn't need to do this perfectly while remembering all those anatomical elements, I'd only need to do it well. It wasn't rocket science, just a highly nuanced playground. Not intellect so much as following my instincts, and being sensitive to the woman's (hopefully Beth's) tells.
As I continued reading, I focused on the two principal versions of oral stimulation. I felt I was being rather presumptuous to assume I would one day be performing oral sex on Beth, yet if and when the time came, I wanted to be prepared.
The two versions were called The Pancake and The Vortex. The geek in me enjoyed these choices, since pancakes were my favorite breakfast, and vortex was, of course, a scientific term.
I studied The Pancake first.
It was quite simple. Stick out your tongue, allow it to drape over your chin, and relax. Then simply make it wide and flat, just like a pancake, LOL.
I kept reading. Start at the bottom of the vulva, making sure your tongue is covered with saliva, then slowly move your head upwards until the tip of your tongue passes gently over the clit.
That seemed eminently doable. Focus on using your head instead of your tongue. Repeat over and over.
By keeping the tongue wide, you can cover a wide expanse of the vulva... thus delivering maximum stimulation. You can do this fast or slow, depending upon your inclination at the moment... a long, slow burn, or an aggressive attack leading to a quicker (but possibly less intense) orgasm.
Then I read about The Vortex, which was a completely different strategy. Make an 'O' shape with your lips that's slightly larger than the clit (which is almost always tiny). Be sure your lips are covered in saliva, and place your lips around the clit. Then gently suck on it.
The easiest way to do this is to maintain a constant level of suction. But you may also provide a variety of sucking and releasing.
I figured I could do that... and then I discovered there were dozens of other techniques available. I read through them all.
I was fascinated, but also returned to feeling overwhelmed.
Use a finger.
Find the g-spot.
Tease her anal orifice.
There were so many variations, each of them being particularly favoured depending upon the woman being pleasured.
I then read a few of the many mistakes men make. Such as using some weird alphabet thing (which in an earlier article I'd read had been lauded), not listening to the woman (which was the most important aspect of all: paying close attention to her words, her moans, and how her body was... or wasn't... responding), being too rough (unless the woman wanted that), and hurrying: not taking his time.
After all my reading, I googled lesbian porn, and watched it for over an hour... with headphones on of course, since my parents' bedroom wasn't all that far away from mine. The first one I watched was a crazy one where a girl was blindfolded... apparently it was her birthday... and girl after girl went down on her for a minute or so. It was wickedly hot, and it quickly had my pussy dripping.
After a couple videos that just seemed not authentic at all, I tried watching some amateur ones that I felt were more authentic called 'I just ate in our new apartment', 'Girlfriend eats my pussy until I cum' (the idea of having Beth sitting on my face very intriguing), 'Eating her pussy from the back' (another intriguing position), 'Best friend goes down on me putting her mouth all over my wet pussy', 'eating my best friend while her boyfriend makes a store run' (watching the girl being eaten holding the other girl's head and moving her hips around was very hot, as were her moans).
Then I found some 'best lesbian eating pussy compilations', which I watched for another hour while getting homier and hornier but resisted touching myself while I absorbed tons of mental research. Watching how the women ate the pussies, and also how the various women reacted to being pleasured, I felt more and more confident that I too could do some version of this when the time came.
I orgasmed hard when I finally touched myself, focusing on my clit, and enjoyed an amazing orgasm.
I had no idea when I might have the opportunity to do any of this... but I felt more prepared... and more excited to do it. If and when, of course.
.....
Over the next week, Beth and I discreetly spent some time together every day... after the weekend that is, while she was gone with her Mom on a trip to visit her grandfather. That said, we texted all the time, and she sent me a selfie of herself at a mall wearing a new pair of thigh high stockings.
It made my pussy tingle.
On Monday we made out in the cheerleader's room for over half an hour before school started. Her hand even went under my skirt, but instead of touching my desperately fevered pussy, she just rubbed my nylon-clad legs.
On Tuesday she drove us to her house again, where we wrote the entire script for our scene. It did indeed include a makeout scene (PG-rated), and we practiced it... a lot... and to make it more interesting, I played Ophelia and she played the maid... who was quite dominant in their relationship... just as I imagined ours might be if we ever got to that point.
I'd been watching and reading a lot of lesbian porn and erotica, and while lots of it was a little too intense for me... the idea of Beth taking control, making all the first moves, was definitely how I imagined us proceeding.
On Wednesday I had a doctor's appointment, so I needed to leave school at 10:30. (My Mom was stopping by the school to drive me there.) Beth told me to tell my teacher it was actually 10:00, and we took the opportunity to meet in the cheerleaders dressing room again for a thirty-minute makeout session. Beth even went so far as to open my blouse, unclasp my bra and suck on my nipples... but it only lasted for a few seconds of burning lust, while I discovered my nipples seemed to have a direct connection with my pussy... when suddenly we heard a key opening the door to the hallway.
I frantically did my blouse up, Beth tucking my bra in her handbag, and we were mostly respectable when the cheerleading coach walked in. "Oh my... Beth, Bailey."
"Good morning, Coach Lane," Beth said, while I stood there speechless, with my cheeks as red as the fires of hell, and painfully aware that my hard nipples were poking against my white blouse.
"What are you two doing in here?"
"Practicing our scene for our skit in English class next week," Beth said, which could be true, since there was a makeout scene in it. (Without any nipple sucking.)
"I see," Coach Lane said, studying me with an all-knowing look. "Well, I suggest you two thespians head back to class, and that you give Bailey her bra back."
"Yes, Coach Lane," Beth agreed, and she handed me my bra right in front of the coach.
"Have a good day, ladies," Coach Lane said, and she walked past us and into her office.
"She already knows I'm a lesbian," Beth explained, as I put my bra back on, feeling completely humiliated.
"Then she knows I'm one too," I said.
"She's probably drawn that conclusion, yes," Beth said. "But she won't say anything to anyone. She understands how difficult it is to be gay in this town."
"She does?"
"She's gay too."
"Oh."
"She has a girlfriend who's a lawyer in Toronto," Beth said, and I was now properly dressed.
"Cool," I said, which I meant.
"Yes, and on another note, you're just so fucking hot I can't stop thinking of all the things I want to do to you," Beth said, with a lustful look in her eyes.
Since someone up above must hate me, my phone rang, even though my heart was beating a million beats a second, "It's my Mom. She must be outside, ready to pick me up"
"Tomorrow, then," Beth said, kissing me hard, just once.
"Tomorrow," I agreed.
That night, all I did was watch lesbian porn and read lesbian erotica. I didn't touch my homework. I didn't talk to anyone, although I'd managed to say enough to my parents over supper to be polite. I just focused on learning how to become a better lesbian... since the look in Beth's eyes and the words she'd said had strongly implied we could soon be advancing past first base... or had her sucking my nipples been second base?
This, of course, made me google lesbian bases. According to the Urban Dictionary, we'd reached second base today. First base was, as I expected, kissing; second was at least one of us feeling up the other. Third base was passionate kissing here and there on the body. A home run included various possibilities: using a strap-on, scissoring, fingering or oral. Or, I assumed with an inner giggle, all of the above. I knew what all those terms were except scissoring, so I googled that too. After looking at some images, I realized I'd indeed seen that in a couple of porn videos... although I wondered whether it was an effective way of getting off, or just something that looked good for the camera.
Another orgasm... which I'd managed to delay for three hours... cascaded through me while I lost myself in the selfie Beth sent me on the weekend in a bra, panties and thigh high stockings... with the caption 'thinking of you'... God, she was perfect in every conceivable way!
On Thursday we asked to go to the library again when the class was given more time to work on our scenes, and Beth surprised me after slowly caressing my legs and even wandering higher up my thigh with her nylon-clad foot, before moving her foot directly onto my pussy, making my eyes go wide and an uncontrollable moan to escape me.



I gazed helplessly into her eyes, filled with both bewilderment and excitement, as her hypnotic blue eyes never left me, staring back at me as she ever so slowly moved her toes in a circular motion. It instantly had my revved up libido (which was constantly revved up these days) on fire.
Beth didn't say a word... she just looked at me intently... the slightest smile on her face... as she bestowed this secret, gentle pleasure upon me.
When Mr. Parker arrived, unlike before, Beth didn't remove her foot, nor did she stop what she was doing while he asked, "How are you two doing?"
"Amazingly," Beth answered, speaking for us both, which she often did, and which I never minded her doing.
"Almost done?" he asked.
"The script is done, but we're still ironing out a few details in our interpretation of it," Beth answered, her toes still driving me wild.
"Great," he said. "So you two will definitely be ready to go on Tuesday."
"Yes, and we'd like to go first," Beth offered, making my eyes go wide again.
"Are you okay with that, Bailey?" Mr. Parker asked, noticing my surprise at the offer.
"No worries about that," I said, and then feeling brazen and horny, a dangerous mix for a normally shy girl like me, "and we're going to rock your world."
"You have me very curious," he said.
I don't know why I said this next bit... horniness... shock value... to inform Beth I was up for whatever she had in mind..."I'm quite curious too..." I turned to Beth with a purposeful smile before turning back to Mr. Parker and continuing, "...to see what our audience thinks of our version of Ophelia's deep, dark secret."
"She has a deep, dark secret, does she?" Mr. Parker asked.
"Don't we all have some?" Beth asked, as she pressed her entire foot against my wet, panty-clad crotch and rested it there.
I let out a soft moan, which had Mr. Parker's eyes darting to me with concern. "Are you okay, Ms. Patterson?"
"Actually, I've never felt better in my life," I answered, as Beth ever so slowly moved her foot up and down.
"Well, I'll let you two get back to work," he said with just a hint of perplexity in his expression.
"Yes, like I said, we're still working out the details to make our scene as authentic as possible," Beth said mysteriously.
"Okay," he nodded, looking at me one more time before leaving.
Once we were alone again, I said, "Oh my God, I can't believe I said what I said."
"Your pussy is really wet," Beth pointed out.
"Golly, I wonder why," I smiled, since she was still slowly teasing me.
"Is it the obvious... because I'm giving you a foot job under the table?" Beth asked playfully.
"It's that, but also because all I want is be with you," I blurted out, and then worried I'd said too much. We'd only been secretly dating for just over a week... but only kind of, since we hadn't yet gone out on any dates... yet it felt like we knew each other inside and out by now... and that as far as I was concerned, she was the one for me.
"I feel the same way," she said, as she moved her foot away... leaving me at a fevered pitch... then stood up and walked around to me, briefly looked around, and then leaned down to kiss me thoroughly for an all-too-brief interlude. When she broke the kiss, she said, "I'm completely intoxicated by you, Bailey."
"Ditto," I said, borrowing from a Demi Moore movie I knew she loved, from an earlier text exchange.
.....
Friday was a home basketball game... apparently the league final... although I had no clue, having never attended even a single basketball game. (I'd gone to a couple of football games so Jamie could admire the football players in their tight pants.)
But for obvious reasons, I couldn't miss this one. Beth and the other cheerleaders were wearing their uniforms... all day at school... all including pantyhose... which hadn't been the case all the other times... and I had to assume that was Beth's doing.
Before Beth I'd noticed the outfits, but that was it. I just didn't care. I wasn't really a school spirited person. But now... I definitely noticed.
Unfortunately, or perhaps fortunately, given my desire to maintain my cool, I had two tests that day, so once I was at school I focused on them.
Beth and I barely crossed paths, and in English class we watched a video... well, Mr. Parker played a video while I was rereading Beth's recent text: Come watch me at the game today, and then come back to my place? PS: My Mom won't be home!
I responded Yes without hesitation, but was pondering the implications of what the night might bring. More kissing, just hanging out, schoolwork, some more second base perhaps, then maybe third base and maybe, just maybe, some variation of a Home Run. I was riddled with anxiety, mixed with excitement. I couldn't explain why, but I felt ready to explore our relationship at a deeper level. Or not, depending upon Beth's inclinations, which by now I felt very contented about trusting.
I glanced over at Beth a few times during the video, but only caught her eye once. She smiled... which got my entire body warm. Just her smile made me melt.
I told Jamie I was going to the basketball game after school, and she smiled and said all sing-song, "Of course you are."
"Just supporting the school," I said.
"Sure, sure you are," she smiled knowingly. "I'll just come along to keep an eye on you, shall I?"
I agreed that of course she could, although I'm pretty sure she knew as well as I did that I wouldn't be paying her much attention.
During the entire game... which apparently we won with a last second basket, although I didn't see it because... I was watching Beth. Although all the screaming, the hugging and people going crazy all around me told me we had indeed won.
Each time she looked towards me, seeming to be looking directly at me every time, and perhaps she was, my entire body warmed up.
"You two lovebirds won't be keeping your secret much longer if she keeps looking at you that way and you keep going all red every time," Jamie warned.
"No one but you and I know she's looking at me," I replied.
"I don't know," Jamie said. "She's looking in this direction a lot."
"What can I say?" I shrugged feeling a raw, sensual power I'd never felt before. "I'm irresistible."
"Yeah, yeah," Jamie said, smiling widely, "one crush, and you get all confident."
The game over, I realized we didn't actually have a plan for how I was getting to Beth's. I had my license, but no car.
I was watching the celebrations from the sidelines, apparently this was a big win or something, with guys hugging guys, cheerleaders bouncing all around with their pom poms, and people leaving the bleachers to crowd onto the court.
Then Beth turned directly at me from the court, and beckoned me down.
"Your princess beckons," Jamie said dryly (but not unkindly).
I stood up.
"Don't do anything I wouldn't do," she teased.
With no one around us, since everyone else had gone down to the court, I said wickedly, feeling giddy with anticipation and confident in my newfound sexuality, "That depends. Would you eat a pussy?"
"Bailey!" she gasped.
"Or maybe do some tribbing?" I added with a wicked smile.
"I didn't think you even knew that word. What's gotten into you?" Jamie continued her teasing, shaking her head, but with a broad smile on her face.
"Not a strap-on, that's for sure," I said, feeling free and brazen... my anticipation for what could lie immediately ahead leading me to say things (for Jamie's ears only) I never imagined I would.
"At least now I know what to get you for your birthday," she said, "and fair warning, you'll need to unwrap in in private," as I began to head for the court, where compete complete excitement and chaos reigned.
I arrived at the court, whereupon Beth grabbed me, hugged me and kissed me. On the lips. And not a peck, but a lingering, five-second kiss. In the middle of a crowd of people, most of whom knew us.
Joey gasped loudly, "Holy shit!"
"I can't hide it anymore," Beth said. "I'm done pretending."
And with peers, teachers, parents, and seemingly half the town crowded around us in the packed gym, I said loudly and distinctly, as I looked teasingly at Joey with his stunned expression, "Oh, just you wait until we get back to your place!"
"No way," Joey groaned disappointedly (as if he'd ever had a chance at Beth), as I leaned in and kissed Beth in return.
Some other people noticed, including Coach Lane who just gave me a happy smile, and a few cheerleaders, who seemed completely unfazed.
Beth said, "Let's go, then."
'You're not coming to the victory party, Beth?" Deidre, a fellow cheerleader asked pointedly, as Beth took my hand in hers... which felt as good as the kisses had.
"We may be arriving a bit late," Beth smiled.
"Hmmmmm-mmmmm,' Deidre smiled knowingly.
Jamie blurted out, startling me, "Don't you dare hurt my best friend."
"Never," Beth said, giving my hand a squeeze as her fingers intertwined with mine... my entire body warm with acceptance, my head light with love, and my pussy tingling with anticipation... all based on my assumptions of what might be about to happen... and my hours of 'researching' lesbian porn and erotica.
Twenty minutes later we were inside her house, having held hands but said very little during the drive home, just sang along to the pop songs playing on the radio... and when Katy Perry's 'I Kissed a Girl' came on, we both roared with laughter, and she kissed me at the next stoplight.
When we'd arrived in her house, she'd closed the door and pushed my back against it, kissing me with an urgency nobody could fake. She wanted me as much as I wanted her. Her hands roamed over my hips, while mine grabbed her ass and pulled her even closer to me.
"I need you," she whispered, as she broke the kiss for a heartbeat.
"I need you too," I replied, wanting to be with her in every possible way.
After a couple more minutes of kissing, she pulled back, looked directly into my eyes and said, "You're just so beautiful, Bailey."
My entire body was hot with passion and lust, and I said, "Nobody has ever told me that before."
"Then nobody has ever seen the real you," she said, as she reached her hands to the bottom of my dress and pulled it over my head.
I shivered as I said, "I don't think I've ever seen the real me before. I didn't even think such feelings were possible."
Beth smiled as she slowly moved down my neck, "Nothing is impossible. The word itself says 'I'm possible'!"
"You sly minx," I trembled, as I now stood before her wearing only my bra, panties, garter-belt and stockings. "Quoting Hepburn while you're seducing me."
"Am I the one who's seducing you?" she asked, as she reached behind my back and unclasped my bra. "It seems to me more like we've been seducing each other."
"I didn't think I was doing a very good job," I said, as my bra came off and my firm tits and hard nipples were suddenly free, visible, and confirming my excitement.
"Not true; you've been all I can think about," she said, as she planted her face within the valley of my flesh.
"Ditto," I said.
She splattered the inner slopes of my breasts with butterfly kisses as I trembled and felt the heat of passion coursing through my very being. Nothing had ever felt this good. My feelings usurped any of my academic successes... which seems obvious, but until my discovering Beth, that was where I'd found all my happiness.
"Are these hard because of me?" she asked.
"No, I've really got the hots for Joey," I joked.
"You brat," she accused sweetly, as she swirled her tongue around my left nipple, without actually making contact with the needy nub.
"You're a brat too," I moaned, wanting to feel her lips and tongue on my hard nipple... knowing the ability my nipples had to zap pleasure directly into my needy pussy.
"Me? A brat?" she asked, progressing to my other nipple and replicating the teasing swirl.
"Yes, my nipples are dying to be sucked by your luscious lips," I said with an urgency bordering on desperation.
"My lips are luscious?"
"You have perfect lips," I said. "For beautiful lips, speak only words of kindness," I added, another Hepburn quote.
"Mmmmmmmm," she said.
"And suck my nipples until I'm burning with lust," I added, not part of the original quote.
Beth smiled and joked, "I think Audrey would agree with that sentiment. And I'm sorry for talking dirty."
"I hope so," I said. "Because that's definitely what I want to see those ruby red lips doing to my nipples right now. The sucking part; not rubbing sediment on them, thank you very much."
Beth placed her tongue under my nipple and pancake-like, rolled it over it... making me moan loudly and tremble.
"Oh, you liked that, did you?"
"Like is far from a strong enough verb," I replied.
"I love your breasts and nipples," she said, cupping them both, and taking my right nipple between her lips.
"Oh my God, that feels so good," I whimpered, as I moved my hand gently to the back of her head, just under her blonde ponytail.
"I want to make you feel good in every possible way," she said, as she thoroughly worshipped my nipple.
"Ditto," I replied weakly, her lavish treatment of my nipple sending wave after wave of pleasure through me...pleasure that easily surpassed anything I could ever do to myself.
For two, maybe three minutes, or perhaps a few eternities, since time was standing still, she worshipped both of my nipples, bathing them with lustful love, transforming me into a fevered, desperate woman.
When she backed away, she looked at me and asked, "Did you dress in this sexy lingerie for me?"
"For you and me both," I answered, loving the lustful, admiring look she was awarding me.
"Just like everything else about you, it's perfect," she said.
"Says the perfect woman," I replied.
"Oh, I'm not perfect," she said. "I'm just constantly judged on some superficial beauty."
"No," I said, moving to her, putting my hands on her waist, planning to take off her cheerleading sweater, "I'm looking at the real you, and you're beautiful inside and out."
I pulled her sweater over her head, and she trembled ever so slightly. "I know this is probably going to sound ridiculous, but I need to say it."
"What do you need to say?" I asked, as I dropped her sweater to the floor and looked into her vulnerable eyes.
"I think I love you, Bailey," she said.
The words warmed me to the core. I couldn't explain why I had such intense feelings for her, how just being anywhere near her made me flush... it had to be more than sexual attraction... and as she revealed her heart, it brought clarity to my own feelings. I smiled warmly and said, "I love you too, Beth. I wasn't certain about it until this very moment, but that's what's been growing inside me since the moment of our very first kiss."
She pressed her lips against mine again, and after a minute of passionate kissing, our tongues dancing inside each other's mouths with lustful exploration, she took my hand and said, "Let's go to my bedroom."
I wordlessly followed her lead, just allowing whatever was about to happen to happen.
In the bedroom she pulled her skirt off, leaving her in just her bra and pantyhose, and to my surprise, no panties, her amazing ass showcased perfectly in the sheer, gleaming hosiery.
As she went to grab my hand, I protested, "Hey girl, why are you still wearing a bra?"
"You mean this bra?" she asked, and she pulled it over her head, it being a sports bra, and tossed it at me.
"Yes, this bra," I smiled, tossing It haphazardly over my shoulder as I stared at her amazingly firm tits... which revealed her own excitement, her erect nipples beckoning me in.
I moved to her, reached for her tits, and said, "And of course these too are perfect."
"As are yours," she said, and as I bent down I didn't tease her like she had teased me... I just had to suck on that inviting nipple without delay. I sucked it between my lips and heard her moan... a sound that was the sexiest thing I'd ever heard... and knowing she was moaning because of me was incredibly fulfilling.
"Oh yes, Bailey," she moaned. In porn sometimes it's soft and sensual, sometimes passionate and intense, sometimes verbal and dominant and, of course, a wide variety of all of those... and each version turned me on for different reasons... but at the moment all I wanted was intimacy... to explore every part of her body... to literally make love to her. "That feels so good."
Encouraged by her reaction, I slid my tongue across her breast, to between her valley of flesh where a little sweat lingered, whereupon I mindlessly licked up the salty sweetness, licked my way up her other mountain slope, and took her other nipple into my mouth.
"Bailey," she moaned, as she brought her hand to my shoulder.
"Yes?" I asked, as I sucked her nipple gently between my lips, and lathed my tongue across her nipple top.
"You're getting me all excited," she said.
"You've been getting me all excited since Day One," I said.
"I have?"
"You rocked my world that day," I said, looking fiercely into her eyes... you made me feel things I'd never felt for... well... never before. You awakened a longing that's been driving me wild ever since the first moment your lips touched mine."
"If I've been doing that well already..." she said, taking my hand, leading me to her bed, and playfully pushing me backwards onto it, "...then let me really rock your world!"
She hopped onto the bed, and we resumed our passionate kissing... although this time our hands roamed all over our almost-naked bodies. I squeezed her ass, and she squeezed mine. Our hands roamed down each other's legs and over each torsos... our eyes were closed, but we were curious explorers, using our hands and bodies to navigate each other's contours.
I have no idea how long we remained in this intense and ever-changing, undulating embrace, before I was lying on my back with her knee pressed against my pussy, and I was moaning into her open mouth. I opened my eyes when she broke our most recent kiss and I saw her staring down at me. She said, "I want to taste you."
"I've never done anything like this before," I said, even though I was sure she knew.
"I know you didn't do it deliberately, but thank you so much for waiting, so I could be your first," she said, and her hands went to my panties, and she slowly pulled them down and off.
"I'm thrilled you're the one to be my first. On the other hand, I've been imagining our doing things like this a lot lately," I said, parting my legs a little wider, without even realizing I was doing it.
"Ditto," she smiled, as she took my left foot into her hand and brought her lips to my toes.
This I wasn't expecting, as she took my pinkie toe and sucked it between her lips. It was so sensual, I let out a moan. "That feels nice," I said.
"Just nice?" she asked, as she moved to the second toe.
"It feels amazingly sensual," I corrected.
"That's better," she smiled, as she moved to each toe and replicated the soft wet kisses and licks.
She then silently moved her way up... kissing my ankle... my inner calf... my knee... my thigh... until I could feel her hot breath just above my pussy. I thought she was going to lick me then... which I badly wanted her to do... God, I was so horny... but she skipped over to my other thigh and then progressed down my leg, kissing her way down to my other foot... where she replicated her sensual focus on my toes.
"You're driving me wild," I moaned.
"That's the point," she smiled wickedly as she licked the sole of my foot... which tickled just a little.
She lay between my legs... ventured up to my face and kissed me... just once. Then slithered her tongue down my body between my tits... kissed my belly before her face was again inches away... less than that, really... from my desperate pussy.



"Please," I said, as I felt her hot breath directly on my pussy... making my legs twitch.
"Your pussy is so perfectly pretty," she said as she admired it.
"And you've set it on fire," I said.
"Then I guess I'd better do something about that," she said, and then she leaned down and... at last... I felt her tongue parting my pussy lips.
"Oh my God!" I said rather loudly, since even though I'd imagined this moment, had read passages describing what it felt like to have your pussy licked... nothing can remotely prepare you for the actual sensation... it was somehow intense and sensual simultaneously.
"So delicious," Beth purred, as her tongue went up and down without touching my clit.
"I've never felt anything like this," I said, and I could feel my orgasm rising the instant her tongue made contact with me.
"Oh you just wait, baby," Beth promised as she wiggled her tongue between my very wet pussy lips.
"Ooooooooooooh," I moaned.
"God, I could eat you all night," she said.
"Then I take it we aren't going to the victory party," I said, as I enjoyed the powerful pleasure of her tongue.
"Mmmmmmmm," she responded, as she licked and licked me... the pleasure sending pleasure to places inside me I didn't know could even feel pleasure.
Shamefully, it wasn't even a minute before I could feel I was going to come. I warned, "Sorry, but I'm going to come."
"Then come for me, my sexy girlfriend," she allowed, as she brought her lips and tongue to my clit and shook her head left and right repeatedly while licking with her tongue.
"Oh my God!" I screamed, thankful her mother wasn't home, as I imagine my scream would have been heard in every room of the house, as my legs stiffened, my back arched, and I came so intensely I think I passed out for a few seconds... pleasure coursing through every crevice of my body... from the soles of my feet to the hair on my head.
She kept licking as I just came and came and came... so much wetness leaking out of me that I thought she might have broken my pussy.
My orgasm lasted longer than Beth had been pleasuring me, and I could feel a second orgasm already rising, even as the first one eventually began to dissipate.
"Oh Beth, it's my turn," I said.
"I can't wait, but I'll have to, since I'm not done yet," she said, and she slid two fingers inside my pussy and pumped her fingers in and out while licking my pussy and flicking my clit.
"Oh God, Beth, fuck!" I moaned, even though I usually never swore out loud.
Beth didn't say anything... she just fingered me... licked me... sucked on my clit... and as a second orgasm rose during the next few minutes... and it became imminent and inevitable... she found the elusive g-spot, and she tapped on it, and instantly I came again!
"Yessssssss!!" I bellowed, while it seemed she was extracting not only all my come, but every vestige of energy in my body!
She pulled her fingers out, and lapped up as much of my cum as she could, while it flooded out of me.
"Jesus," I said weakly a minute or two later, as euphoria had swirled through me like a tornado touching down and refusing to leave.
"Fuck, Bailey, you taste so good," she said, as she kept licking and licking.
"That was really intense," I said, which was a major understatement, my head still light and feeling a little dazed.
Beth's face finally appeared above mine, her lips shiny with my pussy juice, and she gasped, "You really are amazing."
"Ditto times infinity," I said, which didn't make a lot of sense.
Her face... was it disembodied? I couldn't tell... drifted down and kissed me... while I tasted myself ever so slightly... and I didn't taste at all like fish... more like persimmons, maybe? And for a couple of minutes we just kissed. Finally, I broke the kiss for the first time ever and said, "now I want to go down on you."
"You don't have to," she demurred.
"True, but I want to," I said. Then I corrected myself, "No, I need to."
I pushed her off me, flipped her onto her back so that now it was my face gazing down upon hers, and for a period of time I just admired her. Then eventually, I spoke, saying, "You're just so beautiful."
"You know, I've been told that hundreds of times... lots more than that, probably... and yet for the first time ever, I believe it when you say it," she said.
"Maybe that's because I mean it with all my heart," I said, pondering how everyone, regardless of their levels of beauty and wealth, is looking for the same thing... validation, and someone to love them unconditionally... which is what we all should deserve and receive.
"I know you do," she said, looking so gorgeous in her vulnerability.
I kissed her. Gently. I then kissed her neck here and there several times. I moved down and took my time on both nipples. I swirled my tongue around her belly button, and kissed her firm tummy. I moved on to her pantyhose-clad pussy, brought my lips to hers, and kissed her through the silky fabric.
"Oh," she moaned, before I moved up a tad and sucked her clit through the sheer pantyhose. "God!" she added.
I wanted to dive in... I wanted to try one of the strategies I'd read about... but I also wanted to worship her entire body. So I moved down and kissed every inch of her left inner leg all the way down to her red painted toenails... where I copied what she did to me... sucking each toe through the sheer, sweaty, salty hosiery.
"You don't have to do that," she said. "I did it because I kind of have a foot fetish."
"There are lots of delicious things I don't have to do to you, but I still want to do them," I said, and I sucked and licked each individual toe, and then moved to her other foot. Five toes later, I worked my way back up her other leg, splattering her with over a hundred kisses.
Reaching her pussy again. I kissed it again. And I sucked on her clit through the pantyhose again.
Then, a wicked idea forming in my head, I surprised her by flipping her onto her stomach and massaged her ass.
"Oh my, Bailey," she said, surprised I think, by my sudden and atypical aggressiveness.
"Such an amazing pantyhose-clad ass," I said. "Surely you know by now I have a pantyhose fetish."
"We really are perfectly compatible," she said, as I bent down and licked between her ass cheeks... her salty sweat tasting so tantalizing on my tongue.
"You bad girl," she moaned.
"I want to be your bad girl," I said, and I licked and kissed her entire ass while I moved my hand beneath her to slowly rub her pussy as well.
"You're driving me crazy, Bailey," she moaned.
"Glad to hear it. What do you want me to do next?" I asked.
"Please lick me, if you're willing," she asked tentatively, and there was that touching vulnerability again.
"Mmmmmmm," I said, flipping her back over and looking downwards into her eyes.
"I've never been so turned on in my life, Bailey," she said, looking up at me lustfully.
God, I loved when she said my name. I spread her legs, and in a rash moment of impulsiveness, I found the seam of her pantyhose and ripped it apart.
"Oh my," Beth gasped.
Filled with a rush of adrenaline and on fire to please her, I dove between her legs, forgetting everything I'd read, and just did what came naturally.
I licked.
I probed.
I explored.
Her outside lips.
Her inside ones.
Tracing my tongue around her clit.
Flicking it.
Listening to her moan.
Her taste was indescribable. Subtle. Just ever so slightly fruity. Wet.
"Don't stop, Bailey," she moaned, and her hand went to the back of my head, and just like in many of the porn clips I'd watched, she clutched me deeper into her wetness. Taking that as a request to become more aggressive, I took her clit between my lips, and I licked and sucked it with authority.
"Oh yes, Bailey, yes... that's it," she moaned, her hands frantically quivering on the back of my head... as she lifted up her ass... so I slid two fingers inside her, and before I even had time to try to find her g-spot, she declared, "I'm coming, dearest," and then wetness gushed out of her, and I pulled my fingers out and drank the sweet cum that artesian welled out of her.
"Oh my God," Beth groaned a minute later, during which I'd never stopped licking. "Get up here, you. Now!"
She pulled me up, and we kissed passionately, while she wrapped her legs around my waist.
When she broke the kiss, she said, "That was fucking amazing."
"Good, because I really had no idea what I was doing," I said. "I mean I read how to go down on a girl, but all that knowledge disappeared from my head the moment I was down there."
"There's nothing like active learning," she smiled, kissing me again.
A minute later her phone rang. "That will be everyone wondering where I am."
"Then you should answer it," I said.
"I'm only going if you come to hold my hand, and... do whatever," she stipulated.
"I've already come twice," I joked.
"And after the party, we can come back here and you can sleep over, and we'll add to that number," she said.
"Well, I do owe you at least one more," I said.
"Oh, you'll be doing that a lot from now on," she smiled, "we both will," kissing me again before reluctantly getting off the bed and picking up the phone. "Yeah, yeah, we're on our way," she said without any preamble.
I admired her in the afterglow of her orgasm, while somehow she was able to look even more beautiful.
When she hung up, she said, "We'll go and just stay for a while."
"Whatever you want is just fine with me," I said, and knowing I was about to go to my first high school party, in the company of a girlfriend who was the most popular girl in the school, was pretty wild.
"Be careful what you offer, my wants are pretty wild and free," she warned.
"And my desire to please you is pretty intense and far out there," I shot back.
"Mmmmmmm," she said, coming back to the bed and kissing me.
We got dressed. She kept the ripped pantyhose on even though the damage was obvious, and just put her cheerleading outfit back on over them.
And hand in hand, we headed out and walked to the party, which turned out to be only two blocks away.
I wasn't sure how I'd be treated there... by her friends... by the jocks... by my peers... but it was surprisingly a lot like the movie Say Anything... where the main character discovers at a grad party that everyone at school is actually pretty cool... and while I didn't learn that... all the boys were still jerks... I learned that no one really minded that Beth and I were a couple... although a couple of guys joked how that was why they'd struck out with Beth. Beth, of course, playfully pointed out lots of personal flaws as to why else they'd struck out.
We held hands all night.
Kissed a couple of times.
I played beer pong for the first time ever. Since it's just physics, I was very good at it.
I discovered I kind of liked rum... and I hated beer. So very soon I was playing rum pong instead.
And for the first time in my life, I felt that I fit in... which wasn't something I'd ever cared about... but in the moment I felt at peace... and smiled as I thought of another Hepburn quote: 'Life is a party. Dress like it.' Which was exactly what I was doing.
....
That night I gave Beth three more orgasms, and she gave me two. I'd insisted we finish with equal counts.
We cuddled together, and we both drifted off to slumber in each other's arms, at peace with who we were, with each other as our lovers of choice, and with a future of endless possibilities, as I pondered how this had all started because of the Fate of a fishbowl.
THE END
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Love in an Elevator

Katrina (who went by Trina) and Mi Ko (who went by Miko) weren't getting along. Miko assumed it was a race thing, since she was Korean and Trina was black.
Their friction stemmed from a moment last November when Miko was carrying a heavy load of laundry to the elevator in their apartment building's basement, and saw Trina already inside it. She called out for Trina to hold the door for her as she rushed towards her with her load, but Trina only stared worriedly at her while she hastily pressed the button to close the door instead of keeping it open!

So Miko was pissed. To make it worse, she dropped the basket, and all her clean and neatly folded clothes fell into untidy heaps on the floor.

That had been three months ago.
Since then, neither had spoken to the other... Miko either glaring at or giving cold looks to the bitch, while Trina just avoided eye contact. To cheer herself up, Miko even treated herself to a new hairdo, including having it dyed to somewhat startling new colours.
Then fate intervened, and they both shared the elevator for the first time since their altercation, since if one saw the other heading to the elevator, she held back and waited for its next arrival, since they lived on the same upstairs floor, although at opposite ends.
But around 7:00 pm on February 15, Miko was waiting for the elevator with both of her hands filled with shopping bags, when the door opened and Trina was standing inside it leaning against the wall with, ironically, a basket of clean clothes on the floor next to her, having just been in the basement. Meaning that this time Miko couldn't wait for the elevator to complete a cycle without openly snubbing the irritating woman, which she was loathe to do.

Trina quickly looked aside as Miko stepped in, her usual pleasant demeanor instantly ripped away.
They stood on opposite sides, Miko with various shopping bags of clothing and other items in the corner next to her, still fuming over something that had happened three months ago. She was twenty-three, with medium length bright blue hair with yellow tips braided around her head (unlike three months ago when her hair had been mostly black). She was 5'6" and just over 110 pounds, with shapely c-cups. She was a complex young woman. On the outside she was fashionable and tending towards sweet and innocent, but her inner self was a completely different story. Underneath her bright red form-fitting dress, she was secretly wearing a black lace bra and matching black stockings, and no panties... she hardly ever wore them... crazy on a day unseasonably hot (but not unheard of in San Diego) of over a hundred degrees... not her lack of panties, but that she always wore nylons... even at college, where everyone dressed down instead of up... and even on a day when everyone else was wearing as little clothing as possible. Her next secret: she was a lesbian. And yet another secret was she used her innocent persona to seduce pretty girls, and especially older women... it was her secret gift. Yet another big secret... her nipples and various places in her torso were pierced. (Of course the gem-topped studs in her ears weren't a secret to anyone who cared to look, but taken by themselves they were more fashionable than remarkable.) Lastly, although many people would assume she was submissive like many women in her culture tended to be, she was invariably dominant in all her sexual encounters. For example, no one could possibly imagine she owned six strap-on cocks of varying sizes, all of them used frequently.
Trina on the other hand, was a little older at twenty-five, had short, pixie-cut platinum hair, was 5'5" (an inch shorter than Miko), 135 pounds of muscle (or 25 pounds heavier than Miko) with 36d big tits, and an amazing big black booty you could bounce a quarter off of (but only if you dared). She exuded a strong persona, and she exercised it on the volleyball and basketball courts, where she was always the best player on the team.
But then, shortly after the doors closed and the elevator began ascending just like it always did, it came to an abrupt halt!
"Fuck!" Miko cursed immediately, knowing a delay of any length would make her late, since she'd committed to a Valentine's Day blind date. She hated being late for anything, especially if meeting a pretty stranger might lead to having sex with her.
Trina asked, looking up, since she'd been trying to avoid looking at or speaking to Miko, but suddenly feeling concerned, since she was very claustrophobic, "What just happened?"
"Obviously, you idiot, this old ass elevator stopped working," Miko said, pointing an accusing finger and shaking her head disparagingly at the stupid question, whereupon Trina raised her hands defensively.

"I'll call Mr. Ramos," Trina said as mildly as possible while she pulled herself together, knowing how much Miko disliked her, plus it hurt to be called an idiot.
Miko sighed, looking at her phone, "I doubt you'll get any signal in here, we're surrounded by steel. And shit," she added, realizing this could become a long night, "It's Wednesday, Mr. Ramos's poker night. He's likely not even in the building!"
Trina began losing it again, and said, "Fuck! I hate confined spaces!"
Miko shrugged, seeing that unsurprisingly there were zero bars on her phone, inside this elevator always being a dead zone, but then contrarily thinking if she was clever... and started behaving nicely for a change... this awkward situation could turn amusing, "It looks like we could be stuck in here for a few hours."
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Trina cursed, checking her phone, and seeing it too didn't have any bars. She tried texting, of course to no avail.
Silence fell and remained for thirty minutes, but finally Trina complained, sweating profusely, "Fuck, it's like a sauna in here!"
"Yeah, today it was over a hundred degrees outside, so it wasn't the best day for us to get stuck in an enclosed space like this," Miko agreed, not at all snarkily. It was obvious that her companion was in distress.
"I'm getting really stressed out," Trina admitted, her anxiety really beginning to build, thinking what a terrible day to get stuck: in the middle of a pre-spring heat wave!
Miko, seeing her companion becoming rather agitated, said with a sudden friendly smile, pulling a water bottle out of one of her shopping bags, feeling some empathy for the woman, who was obviously afraid, and maybe wasn't such a bitch after all, "Here, you could probably use some water."

"Thanks," Trina said, feeling so dehydrated she downed half the bottle in just a few gulps. She handed it back, "I'm sorry, I guess I was really thirsty."
"No worries," Miko said, downing half of the water that was left. "Keeping ourselves hydrated is important."
"Which is exactly what I constantly tell my clients and teammates," Trina replied with a smile of her own.
Miko's unexpected polite gesture and their pleasant interchange seemed to break the ice, and over the next half hour they chatted pleasantly, although they both avoided mentioning that horrid day three months ago.
Miko admitted she didn't have much of a social life since she was pre-med, but she worked as a bartender to pay the bills... not mentioning she worked at a notorious lesbian bar called Le Château Club.
Trina shared that she was a culinary student, and she worked at a local gym as a fitness coach.
"I can't keep this thing on anymore," Miko said eventually, also sweating profusely, as she pulled her dress up to her waist to reveal her sparse bush, as well as her thigh high stockings.
"Whoa! Trina gasped, astonished to see Miko so brazenly exposing herself.

Unconcernedly, Miko finished stripping off the dress and tossing it onto the floor near her shopping bags, thus revealing that her only additional article of clothing besides her stockings and heels was a sexy, lacy black bra. And nobody would guess while she was fully dressed, even somewhat revealingly for a heat wave, that she'd have several tattoos, some of them large and colourful, as well as a few piercings at various locations on her body.
Trina was surprised to see her wearing such sexy lingerie, what there was of it. She always seemed so nerdish and shy. She couldn't help but stare.

"Sorry, it's just too fucking hot in here," Miko explained, noticing Trina's staring, although she couldn't tell if it was because she was shocked at what she'd just done, or impressed by what she'd revealed.
"No, I get it," Trina nodded. "Like I said, it's a sauna in here."
"Why don't you take off some clothes too?" Miko suggested.
"I don't know," Trina said, a little self-conscious after seeing what Miko was wearing... really sexy lingerie... while she was wearing a sports bra and what many would call little girl panties because they were just comfy, and when she'd put them on she hadn't expected anyone to see them.
"You'll sweat to death in that outfit," Miko warned her.
"Yeah, I guess it wasn't a practical choice for the weather today, but my apartment was nice and cool, with the air on full blast," Trina said, feeling her workout outfit sticking to her.
"You'll be lots more comfortable," Miko advised, before adding as she posed seductively, she knew she had an amazingly toned body, one that tempted the straightest of the straight, "I sure am; I feel downright liberated stripped down like this."
"Fuck it," Trina said, thinking if this shy nerd could strip down, so could she. So she removed the garment with the sleeves.
"There you go," Miko said, admiring the big tits contained by the sports bra.
"This does feel much better," Trina agreed.

"Why not get rid of those joggers too?" Miko suggested.
"I'm not dressed as sexy as you are underneath them," Trina pointed out.
Miko shrugged, "I always dress sexy underneath my outer garments, even at school; it's my own little secret defiance."
"Against what?" Trina asked, beginning to see her nerdy-looking neighbor in a whole new light.
Miko explained, "People's perceptions. They think they know me, but my appearance is deceiving."
"So I'm learning," Trina said, impressed by the girl's gumption; and shit, she really pulled it off. "Well, you look amazing."
"Thanks," Miko said, then lied, actually loving her firm and largish tits, "but I wish I had nice big tits like yours." And it was true: nobody would call Miko's tits small, but Trina's were noticeably larger, yet just as firm.
"They have their own perks, but also inconveniences," Trina said, knowing that most guys checked out her large tits and bountiful ass before even noticing anything else.
"I can imagine," Miko nodded, but then added, wanting to see the rest of this black girl's body, thus giving her just the slightest bit of tone, "now get those pants off."
"Not an order I ever imagined receiving in an elevator," Trina joked, as she first removed her shoes, before pulling her comfortable joggers down to reveal some short pantaloons she often wore for sleeping.
"Then you don't get out enough," Miko smiled, having twice gone as far as having actual sex in an elevator, both times with a woman going down on her, one of those a fifty-year-old attending her daughter's wedding. Like she frequently said, her day-to-day appearance was deceiving.
"You bad girl," Trina smiled.
"Ya think? I can be very bad," Miko said, her tone less subtle than last time, as they now both stood facing each other in their undergarments (that is, if Trina's sports bra and jammies counted as such).

"I have sexier underwear right here in my lingerie basket," Trina said, not wanting to look pathetic compared to her sexy companion. "I promise."
"I'm not judging," Miko said, wondering if she could turn this girl right here and now. "But I bet you would look sexy in some bikini panties or a thong."
"I really do," Trina said, actually reaching into her basket and pulling out a red thong. "See?"
"If you have it handy, then you should put it on," Miko urged. "You wouldn't want to get caught wearing those pubestranglers if the elevator doors opened suddenly and someone looked in. It's kind of like always putting on clean underwear before you get in a car crash," she added jokingly.
"Yeah, good point. Far better to get caught half naked in more flattering attire," Trina agreed with a laugh, pulling her pantaloons off, sliding the red thong on, and turning around to show it off.

God, what a nice ass, Miko thought to herself. It was quite large, but it obviously didn't have an ounce of fat in it... it was obviously an athlete's gluteus maximus.
She then asked bluntly, dying to know, and figuring this was the perfect time to clear the air once and for all, "So what happened that day when you refused to hold the elevator for me? I've always thought that was really shitty of you, but today you seem really nice! Maybe I've been wrong about you?"
"Shit!" Trina said, knowing exactly which incident Miko was referring to, and her spirits deflating instantly from hearing the question. "I was afraid you were going ask me about that! I've regretted doing that for three long months!"
"So what happened?" Miko asked, hoping she was wrong about it being racist, since they both belonged to minorities in an ofttimes racist world.
Trina said sheepishly, looking downwards to avoid any eye contact, "I'm sorry. I truly am."
"I'm certain I can find it in myself to forgive you, but first I need to know: why would you be so mean?" Miko asked, not letting the embarrassed girl off the hook, even while she wondered what it would be like to fuck her.
Trina mumbled under her breath, too quietly for Miko to hear more than, "Okay, okay, I..."
"You what?" Miko asked, really needing to know.
Trina just blurted out, she was so completely humiliated, "I farted. Ok? I didn't let you onto the elevator with me that day because I'd just farted, and I didn't want you to smell it in this closed-in space. Are you happy now?"
Miko paused for a second... and then she roared with laughter, "So you're telling me you wouldn't hold the door for me because it stank in here?"
"Yes," Trina admitted.
"Well, that's lots better than the reason I assumed."
"What did you think?" Trina asked.
"Because I'm a gook... a Korean."
"What? No, I would never," Trina said desperately, hating to hear Miko had thought for all this time she was racist. "I've received my own share of racism over the years; I would never judge you because of your race. Never!"
"I'm so glad," Miko said, letting out a sigh of relief.
And then they both burst out laughing together.

But shortly after their laughter died away, another wave of anxiety washed across Trina, since the longer they were stuck in this elevator, the more stressed she couldn't help becoming.
"You're claustrophobic, aren't you?" Miko asked, even though it was obvious to her.
"Is it that obvious?" Trina asked.
"To me, yes; I'm in med school," Miko explained. "Take some deep breaths."
"Okay," Trina nodded and tried to, but she was still panicking and hyperventilating.
Miko, who'd learned about this condition in her training, offered, "Stop thinking about being stuck in an elevator. Think of something else. Something that makes you happy."
"I'm trying," Trina said, but nothing was working; she felt the walls were closing in on her, and it was obvious to Miko she couldn't breathe properly.
"Do you trust me?" Miko asked.
"Y-y-yes, I guess I do," Trina agreed, although she was really getting stressed out.
"Turn your back to me and sit down," Miko instructed, and helped her to do just that while she removed her shoes and sat down as well, with Trina between her nylon-clad legs.
With her arms wrapped around Trina's waist, Miko whispered into her ear. "I want you to rub your hands up and down my nylons. Feel how soft they are."

Trina was trembling as she mindlessly obeyed, running her hands over the surprisingly soft material. Trina had worn nylons only twice... once as a bridesmaid, and again at a funeral... and both times she'd found them completely uncomfortable... hot... sticky... scratchy... but these ones were completely different. She fell into sudden awe from the lack of friction against her hands, and from just how silky sheer these nylons felt.
Miko asked, knowing her distraction was working, since Trina's breathing was beginning to stabilize, "How do my silky sheer nylons feel?"
Trina breathed her next words in a bit of a mindless tone, so captivated by the nylons, "They're just so soft."
Miko asked, "And how do you feel?"
"A little better," Trina realized, as she continued gliding her hands up and down this woman's legs, which was somehow soothing her.
Miko said, her voice now seductive and sexy, having decided she was going to seduce this pretty chocolate girl right here and now, "Soon I'm going to make you forget all about your fears."
Trina agreed without even thinking about it, just completely captivated by the nylons, "Okay, if you can."



Miko reached for another water bottle, opened it, and slowly poured some of the water down the middle of Trina's chest, letting the cool water drizzle down between her chocolate breasts.
Trina moaned in the softest and sexiest of ways, "Ahh, that feels so nice!"
Miko asked, "Shall I continue?"
Trina was completely drawn in by what was happening, as she continued stroking her hands up and down Miko's legs, as the water cooled her down and the nylon legs simultaneously soothed her, "Yes, please."
Miko drizzled a little more water down her chest, moving the bottle back and forth this time to create a wider stream, some of the trickles rolling across Trina's nipples poking through the sports bra, and then ever so slowly she pulled Trina's bra completely off, and began rubbing her breasts and her very hard nipples skin to skin.

Trina asked in a stammer, suddenly realizing what was happening, even as she continued rubbing those soothing nylons, "W-w-what are you doing to me?"
Miko didn't answer the question, but instead asked, as she playfully pinched each nipple, "Are you still hyperventilating?"
Trina realized she wasn't. "No, not at all."
Miko asked again, wanting the pretty black girl to give herself willingly, always loving the thrill of a new submission, "Do you want me to stop?"
Trina was confused. She had "Yes...I mean, no. I mean... I don't know."
Miko said, rolling her fingers over Trina's nipples in a slow, smooth way, "You're so sexy, Trina! Has anyone ever told you how incredibly hot you are?" After she said this, she gently nibbled on Trina's earlobe, knowing this would drive the horny girl into a frenzy.
"Not in a long time," Trina moaned, the double pleasure on her nipples and hot breath in her ear churning her into a muddled mess, her hands still never leaving Miko's legs. Truth was, she was called sexy all the time at the gym, but only by guys wanting to fuck her... and this was somehow different, even though it seemed likely Miko wanted to do the same thing. She was so confused! Miko's soft touch was stimulating her in ways she hadn't expected, yet she knew this was wrong. For one thing, it certainly wasn't straight!
Miko continued her sly seduction with an abundance of flattery, as she moved her hand to Trina's thong-covered pussy. "Well, I think you're the most beautiful thing I've ever laid eyes upon. And I bet you even taste as good as you look!"

"Oh God," Trina gasped, as she felt a woman touching her pussy for the first time. She knew she should stop what was happening, yet her body was melting into Miko's touch.
"I'll make you feel so good," Miko whispered, and continuing her sexual onslaught of enhanced pleasure, she slid her finger past the gauzy thong, and then continued rather easily into Trina's dripping pussy, but only lingering there for a few seconds.
"Oh, God," Trina repeated, as her hands squeezed Miko's legs through those heavenly nylons, the pleasure inside her slowly rising while she was unable to do anything but allow these liberties to continue.
Miko knew the power of the tease as she fingered Trina for just a few seconds, just enough to rev Trina's engine, before she pulled her finger out and brought that finger, now glistening with wetness, to her mouth and sucked it dry. "Mmmmmm, yummy, I was right; you do taste delicious!"
"Miko," Trina moaned, bewildered by what was happening and how she was feeling, melting both physically and emotionally. She wasn't even sure what words she was planning to say next: stop, or please don't stop... both were in her head, but neither of those opposing thoughts escaped her slightly trembling lips, which matched her slightly trembling body.
"Ssssssshush," Miko whispered, as she discarded her own bra, then drew them both to kneeling upright, grasped the back of Trina's head, and kissed her.
Trina's eyes went wide as another girl kissed her. She hesitated just for a moment before returning the kiss. A kiss that was so intimate, Miko's lips so soft and tender, and it just felt so natural.

They continued kissing for a couple minutes before Miko broke gently away and said, "I'm going to make you feel really good, Trina."
"I can't believe we're doing this... this... whatever this is," Trina said, as Miko guided Trina's body around to face her, and then crawled between Trina's toned dark chocolate legs. Which looked even darker now with all her perspiration, as did Miko's body.
"Do you want me to stop?" Miko asked, kissing Trina's inner thigh.
"No, please don't," Trina begged without hesitation; she needed this. She hadn't been laid in weeks, and other than a vibrator that no longer vibrated since the batteries had corroded inside, she hadn't had much fun at all for some time.
"Good, then I have your permission to continue," Miko said. "I'm going to make you feel very good, Trina."
"Okay." Trina watched in awe, accepting this was happening, suddenly wanting this to happen, and warm sensations coursed through her just from feeling Miko's hot breath and wet lips on her inner thigh.
"But as a matter of fact," she added, "I want to give you more than just permission to do certain specific things. In my work as a personal trainer I'm always in charge, and when I'm on a basketball or volleyball court, I'm always the captain of my team. So while you and I play with each other sexually, I'd like you to be in charge... just take for granted that unless I object to something, you have my permission to do whatever you like with me. I believe by now you've demonstrated your knowledge and ability to handle the responsibility. Would you do that for me?"
"I can most certainly do that for you... it's who I am, actually! So right now you can help me to get this wretched thong off," Miko said, bringing her hands to it.
"You just urged me to put it on," Trina joked, as she lifted her ass up and allowed the cute and maybe not so nerdy Korean to pull it off.
"At the time I wasn't planning on eating your pussy," Miko smiled, as she carelessly tossed the thong aside. And while we're at it, I want you to put these on," she added, reaching into one of her bags for a new pair of stockings. "These are exactly like the ones I'm wearing... just as soft and comfortable."
She watched while Trina smoothed them onto her sweaty legs, and then leaned down and kissed Trina's other parted lips.
"Just so you know, I've neverrrrrrrrrrr..." Trina's began before she felt Miko's lips on her pussy, "...been with a girl!"
"No? Then I think you'll discover I can give you pleasure in ways no boy ever can," Miko promised, having always been able to make a girl come like crazy, whether she started out straight or otherwise. At med school she'd learned all about female anatomy, and (not in class of course) she'd practiced her oral technique on dozens of women in the past few years, but had gone cold turkey during the past few months while she focused on her academics. As she parted Trina's pink pussy lips, so perfectly contrasted against her chocolate skin, she was reminded how much she always loved the taste of pussy... she also loved turning a straight girl or woman; many of her sexual encounters had been with older women (teachers in high school, three professors so far, two of them actually physicians, and more than a couple of MILFs at the freewheeling Le Château Club). (Yes, sometimes when things were slow at the Club, the staff was allowed to play with the customers.) She could be submissive to the right woman, but more times than not she was both the seductress and the dominant.

"Miko..." Trina moaned, although she wasn't sure what she planned to say next, the sudden tongue exploring her pussy in ways no man ever had... slowly... sensually... teasingly yet pleasingly, and it had her mind literally going blank.
Miko, having listened carefully to Trina's soft moans and total acceptance of what was happening to her, explored every crevice of Trina's wet pussy, which, of course, made it even wetter. "You taste even better than chocolate," Miko purred, not meaning it in a Trina-is-black way, but sharing a truth that she preferred the taste of pussy to chocolate way.
"I've never had anyone eat me like this," Trina said, the pleasure growing inside her unlike anything she'd ever felt before. "You're just so good at it!"
"Oh, if you like what I'm doing now, just wait... I'm only getting started," Miko promised, as she brought her lips to Trina's hard nipple while sliding two fingers inside the sopping wet pussy.

"Oh, God," Trina, who went to church every Sunday and usually didn't use the Lord's name during sex, felt her entire body burning with lust and desire.
"Prepare to have your world rocked," Miko said, knowing that 99% of straight women had never experienced a g-spot orgasm... but Miko had the magic touch, and as she sucked the clit between her lips while also licking, she found Trina's g-spot and tapped it like a rock and roll drum solo!
"OH... MY... GOD!!!!!" Trina screamed, as her legs stiffened, her mind went completely blank, and she collapsed onto her back, as she experienced the most intense orgasm of her life... discovering hands-on, or more accurately fingers on, the crazy power of a g-spot orgasm.
"Mmmmmmm, that's it, come all over my face," Miko encouraged, hungrily lapping up her favourite treat... pussy cum.

"Too good," Trina moaned weakly, as her entire body felt incinerated in the afterglow of her euphoria.
Miko, who wanted to give Trina the time of her life, and perhaps even to win her over into becoming her girlfriend, reached over to feel around in her bag of groceries while still lapping up the flowing juices, until she found a cucumber. She struggled to get the plastic wrap off of it, and when she succeeded, she slid the thick, makeshift fuck toy inside Trina.
"Oh my God, what is that?" Trina gasped, sitting up to see the green vegetable mostly inside her pussy.

"It's important to get your daily greens," Miko smiled at Trina as she began slowly fucking her pussy.
"You're so wiiiiiicked," Trina moaned, as she watched herself getting fucked, and her first orgasm lingered on while a second wave quickly grew inside her.
"Guilty as charged, and you don't even know the half of it," Miko smiled... yes... wickedly, before a truly wicked idea popped into her head. The cucumber was about fourteen inches long. Fourteen divided by two was seven, which was effectively a decent-sized cock, especially since it was so thick. So after a minute or so of fucking Trina, she decided she should multi-task, so she kicked off her heels and then scissored Trina and requested, "Can you hold the cucumber steady for me, baby?"
"Uh, sure," Trina agreed, her eyes going round as she realized Miko's intention. She held the cucumber steady as Miko lined her pussy up to it and slowly slithered even closer, as half of it disappeared inside her own wet pussy. Slowly but surely the entire cucumber disappeared, until the two girls' lower lips were kissing. "Oh, my," Trina moaned, as her half of the cucumber filled her.
"I'm certain you've never done this before, and neither have I," Miko shared, as she slowly began grinding.

"Feels really good," Trina said as she reached for Miko's nylon-clad ankle for support, and for some reason felt the urge to lick the sexy, silky sole.
"Oh, I love that," Miko moaned, having found a couple of women, both of them MILFs, who loved to suck on her nylon-clad toes. Her former high school English teacher Mrs. Walker had used to fuck herself to orgasm on her nylon-clad foot, and then to lick her own cum off of it. That had been so hot!
"I just feel compelled to lick it," Trina said, surprised by the sweet salty taste of the nylon, mixed with the natural foot sweat.
"I hope you'll feel compelled to lick something else later on," Miko teased, as they both slowly fucked themselves by grinding against each other.
"You might convince me to do that," Trina said coyly, the idea of licking another girl's pussy having visited her head on some very rare occasions, having twice walked in on two girls engaged in lesbian activity at the gym, once being invited to join (she'd declined), but now she was feeling a far more compelling level of curiosity.
"I'll keep you to that," Miko moaned.
"I only said might," Trina teased.
"But earlier you said I was in charge."
"Touché!" Trina giggled. "Then do whatever you want; I'm sure I'll love it, whatever it is."
For a couple minutes Trina licked both of Miko's feet, switching back and forth while they slowly fucked each other, and as they both got more fevered they became more aggressive, which led to their abruptly breaking the poor cucumber in two!
"Fuck!" they both cried out in unison.
"They just don't build cucumbers like they used to," Miko joked, as she backed away and pulled her half of the cucumber out of her pussy. She brought it to Trina's lips and said, "Here; taste a sample of your next meal."
Trina opened her mouth and sucked the pussy-juice-coated cucumber until it was clean.
Miko thought that was one of the hottest things she'd ever seen, and she'd witnessed some hot encounters. From being eaten by a mother under a table at a friend's house while the friend was oblivious, to finger banging a mother of five in a church bathroom, to the thrill of being given a front-of-the-line pass to eat Big Rosie at her most recent birthday party at Le Château Club after having eaten a dozen other women straight, and then being told she could have any woman she wished between her legs, and choosing the legendary Mistress Megan, whose pet Jenny had long since become one of Miko's intimate friends, to go down on her. God, she could already imagine taking Trina to that no-holes-barred lesbian club.
Trina had enjoyed the salty sweat of the Korean girl's nylon-clad sole, but the sweet, tangy taste of her pussy juice made her taste buds really spark! The task was so sexy, so taboo, so kinky, and yet it felt so natural. Trina's submissive persona allowed Miko to take control easily.
Miko pulled the cucumber out of Trina's pussy, the slippery thing presenting her with a bit of trouble, and then she asked, "Do you know what my favourite number is?"
"Twenty-three?" Trina guessed with a wicked smile, after Miko had pulled the other half cucumber out of her mouth.
"No silly, it's...." Miko began, surprised the answer hadn't been obvious.
"How about times three?" Trina added.
"Oh, you teasing bad girl," Miko smiled, as she straddled the gorgeous black goddess.
"Yes, please sit on my face," Trina urged, so infatuated with Miko by now and so enthralled with this moment, and so excited to taste Miko directly from the source... the cucumber having been just a teasing sample.
"Do you want to eat my pussy, Trina?" Miko asked as she lowered her invitingly pungent pussy onto her face.

"Yes, you've won me over; what I really want to do now is whatever the hell you want me to do with you," Trina said, feeling sexually alive for the first time in a long while. A dozen failed relationships with insensitive men had jaded her, but this wild walk on the other side felt so different, and so right!
"Whatever I want? Then sweetheart, do I have some delightful surprises in store for you," Miko said, then joked, "you'll particularly like what's behind Curtain Three," as she lowered her head between Trina's widespread legs.
Trina leaned her head up a little and began to lick, the strong, exotic scent of Asian pussy enveloping her in this position.

Miko moaned when she first felt Trina's tongue on her pussy. She'd imagined this moment many times during the past three months, but had always visualised it as a hate fuck in revenge for the perceived injustice. But now that she knew the explanation and had enjoyed a good laugh about it, she saw Trina as something more. "Oh, yes Trina, that feels really good!" She knew from experience the importance of encouraging a novice pussy licker, who'd feel insecure about doing a good job.
"You taste so good," Trina said, in awe of the taste of a woman... this indeed being the most delicious of all forbidden fruits.
"I know," Miko said, knowing her pussy was quite addicting. Once women tasted it, they'd often hurry back for more. Wishing to continue surprising Trina, instead of resuming licking her pussy in this renamed 23 times 3 position, she rolled Trina on top of her, spread her tight ass cheeks apart and gently probed her puckered asshole with her tongue.

"Oh my," Trina said, never having had her ass eaten, nor had she allowed any guy to sodomize her, although many had tried to coax her into it. She was naturally submissive and had allowed guys to do many things to her that she shouldn't, but she'd steadfastly maintained her ass as an 'out only' hole... she'd just never fathomed a dick in there feeling remotely pleasurable. But this tongue now licking her asshole had sidestepped any suppositions about how it might feel, and it undeniably felt very, very good... sensual even!
"You have such a cute little asshole," Miko praised as she swirled her tongue around it.
"That feels weirdly good," Trina said.
"An ass like yours deserves to be worshiped," Miko said, as Trina continued licking her pussy.
"Well then, worship away," Trina said awkwardly, even though this wasn't anything like the kind of worship she was accustomed to.
For five minutes, Trina licked Miko's pussy and Miko licked Trina's asshole.
Then Miko, her orgasm rising, and wanting to get Trina off again too, grabbed Trina's ass firmly and rolled her onto her back, continuing the 69, but once again burying her face in Trina's pussy.

There was no more talking.
Just licking.
And then fingers probing as well.
Soon both girls were finger banging each other while hungrily licking away.
"Come for me," Miko said, as three fingers slammed into Trina.



"Come for me, too," Trina moaned, close to coming, but also desperately wanting to get Miko off.
"Oh yes, I'm close, shove your entire fist inside me," Miko demanded, being fisted always making her erupt very quickly.
"Really? Okay, then fist me too!" Trina rebutted, as she shoved her entire fist inside Miko, feeling so desperate to come and to taste her cum.
Miko duplicated the black girl's efforts, and soon they both were fisting each other and sucking on each other's clits.
In seconds, maybe thirty, no more, both girls screamed in unison, "Fuck!"
Both pulled out their fists as they came simultaneously, cum spraying everywhere, as they both squirted like broken faucets!
Both girl's faces were soaked as they hungrily lapped up as much of each other's cunt cum as they could, before they collapsed onto their backs, allowing the intensity of their mutual orgasmic euphoria to cascade through their bodies!
Neither spoke for a couple minutes, before Miko rolled over and kissed Trina very tenderly. And for a good five minutes, they just wrapped their arms around each other and kissed.
Then unexpectedly, the elevator began to move.
"Fuck!" they both cursed, and urgently grabbed for their clothing, but it was too scattered.
"Here! Just wrap this towel around yourself," Trina offered, and she wrapped another one around herself. Then more leisurely, they gathered up their clothing willy-nilly and tossed it all into Trina's laundry basket. They were more or less presentable by the time the elevator opened on their floor.
Thankfully, no one was there to witness their mutual dishabille, for they both looked not only well and truly fucked, but exhausted.
They left the broken and bruised cucumber behind for a future elevator passenger to ponder, and Miko stated, "You're coming to my apartment first; we need to share a nice, cool bath with each other."
"Sounds great!" Trina agreed, thrilled to know this wild adventure wasn't over.
Miko kissed her once more and said, "I'm glad you like the idea, my unexpected Valentine, because this night is just beginning."
.....
.....
.....
Epilogue
After Miko had phoned her blind date, explained what had happened (the stalled elevator, not the sex) and had begged off, she and Trina shared a bubble bath, and Trina discovered some new benefits of a showerhead.
Two nights later, Trina discovered the pleasure of a strap-on dildo... or rather a strapless one. As she explained to Trina, "I simply lube up the smaller end of it and insert it in my pussy to anchor it. And then the rest of it's all for you!"


Two weeks later, Trina discovered the pleasures of anal sex.



Three weeks later, on Trina's 26th birthday, she discovered Le Château Club, where she fully explored her submissive side during a night where she was blindfolded and used by over twenty women to get off, and of course, tasted the best birthday pie ever (birthday pies always served instead of cakes at the club, of course)... when she waited in a queue outside a bathroom before losing herself inside Big Rosie's exquisite one-of-a-kind pie. (No, she wasn't actually drawn inside Big Rosie's pussy like people got sucked into the African goddess known as The Queen in 'American Gods', but she kind of felt like she'd been.)



Three months after that, they moved in together (figuring why pay two rents when Trina was sleeping in Miko's bed every night anyway).
On their one-year anniversary... another Valentine's Day of course, they got the elevator stuck on purpose, and recreated their first night together... cucumber and all. Except this time Trina too was wearing sexy lingerie with no panties beneath her bright pink dress.
And then that same night, once again at Le Château Club, they played with Miko's 'gal-pal-with-benefits' Jenny and Jenny's girlfriend Ashley. (Miko had arranged for all four of them to arrive in matching outfits, except in four different colours.) First of all, Trina was introduced to Miko's intimate friends...



...and then they discarded their sexy but cumbersome capes and their bras, stepped onstage together, and celebrated Valentine's Day just the way you'd expect four lesbians to do at Le Château Club.



And then after some discussion Trina, Jenny and Ashley put on a display which wasn't actually sexual, but it was definitely sexy, which they could pull off because they were all athletes.

Then four years later than their original hookup to the day, Miko now an MD and Trina the owner of an upscale restaurant, got married on yet another Valentine's Day... at Le Château Club, of course. The two brides wearing white... insofar as they were wearing anything at all... with Jenny and Ashley serving as their sexy bridesmaids.

The officiant was a mostly bare-breasted High Priestess from the Order of Syndom. She had a huge, glowing phoenix tattoo on her chest with ink that almost looked like it was actual flames, with similar flames emblazoned on her forehead.



Fate. It's a funny thing. Their initial distaste for each other had blossomed into love in the most unorthodox way... apparently by chance in the middle of an unseasonable heatwave on Valentine's Day, while trapped together in a sweltering elevator.
In the end, the Aerosmith lyric seems to perfectly capture the relationship of these two happily fated lovers: "Love in an elevator. Living it up when I'm goin' down."
THE END
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Summary: Pledges engage in an all-out Hunger Games sex fight with toys.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Afsar.
Note 2: This is part three...
In part one, a sorority of longstanding great prestige (if only secretly, since its many wildly successful alumni tend not to reveal their affiliation), continues its annual tradition of inviting four MILFs to accept full ride scholarships, and to undergo Pledge Week (which lasts five days). The story focuses on two mothers of current sorority members who happen to be longstanding best friends, and their sorely needed sexual awakenings. Day One of their pledging includes their first time eating pussy, first time getting ass fucked, first time worshipping nylon-clad feet, and their first time riding Sybians. The two previously straitlaced friends finally share a 69 (each lightheartedly pretending the other is talking them into it) in their shared bedroom in the sorority house. (Yes it's a wild story, and if you haven't read it, you really owe it to yourself to do so!)
In part two, the pledges are required to suck five cocks to completion at gloryholes, with the last three to finish punished with a bukkake followed by a cum walk. Both Mary and Zarima are among the bottom three (although Mary only because she spent too much time fucking a huge black cock she simply couldn't resist).
In part two, the pledges have to suck five cocks at a gloryhole, the last three being punished by a bukkake and a cum walk. Both Mary and Zamira end up bottom three (although Mary because she ended up fucking a huge black cock she just couldn't resist.
Now Day 3....
Sorority MILF's Day 3
Early the next morning, Afaf and Amy snuck into their mothers' shared room in the sorority house, each of them naked except for their ubiquitous stockings: Afaf's were black and Amy's white, since Afaf was a Senior and Amy a Junior.
"I can't believe they're making us do this," Afaf whispered.
"No worries, it'll be fun," Amy reassured her, always up for any kinky challenge Josie or any of the other Seniors in the sorority came up with for her. After two days of watching both of their mothers performing some very kinky acts, this one seemed quite tame.
"My Mom is going to freak out," Afaf worried.
"Yes, but not in the way you're thinking. She'll be screaming in ecstasy when I'm finished with her," Amy assured her friend since childhood.
"Then I'd better do the same for your Mom," Afaf said more confidently, as they crawled to each other's Mom's beds... both of the MILF pledges still sound asleep.
"Ten bucks to whichever of us gets the other's Mom off first?" Amy challenged.
"Better yet, loser is the other's pet for a week," Afaf countered, confident in her proven ability to get a woman off quickly.
"You're on, you sexy slut," Amy said.
"Takes one to know one," Afaf shot back. In spite of her natural timidity, her competitive side often got her in trouble, especially since she'd joined this wild sorority three years ago.
Amy winked and crawled onto the bed where Afaf's mother Zarima was sleeping; Afaf crawled onto the other bed, where Amy's mother Mary was sleeping... each of them beginning their tasks by very gently parting their assigned MILF's legs without waking her.
Afaf slowly began licking Mrs. Watson's pussy; Mary slowly licked Mrs. Rafi's... both of them knowing you couldn't just attack a sleeping woman's pussy... which could lead to a rather extreme involuntarily response from a woman so abruptly and intimately startled out of her slumber.
No, you had to awaken the sleeping beauties slowly. With slow, gentle licks, almost undetectable at first. Gentle, gradual teasing. Supreme patience was the key, at least at first.
Mary was in the middle of a dream... it wasn't a wild sex dream... no, it was a languid one. She was slowly licking a pussy... she didn't know whose... but it was delicious, and she was savouring every single lick.
Zarima was in her own slumber, where she was experiencing a dream of floating on a cloud... drifting in a content state she'd never entered before... experiencing a state of sublime tranquility, one of supreme peace... a state where the universe was inhabiting her in a fashion she wasn't accustomed to, but which was lovely.
Afaf slowly glided her tongue up and down Mary's warm crevice... up and down... slow and methodical.
Amy too traced her friend's Mom's pussy lips... drifting her relaxed tongue ever so gently over the clit.
Mary moaned ever so softly.
Zarima moaned equally as softly.
Moans now being heard, the two sorority sisters responded by gradually increasing the intensity of their respective wake-up calls. Afaf swirled her tongue around her assigned hole, which was beginning to show moist signs of being stimulated. Amy wiggled her tongue between the other mother's pussy lips.
Mary felt a warmth in her sweet dream. Was the licker being licked? How wonderfully appropriate!
Zarima felt a lightness in her universal cloud. She gradually became aware carnality was a feature of her universe. How wonderfully appropriate!
Afaf's tongue stirred up a slow tornado inside Mary's awakening pussy.
Amy created slow waves for Zarima, as if they were ocean ones lapping at her shore.
"Oooooooh," Mary moaned, beginning to wake up.
"Oh," Zarima whimpered.
Afaf continued her circular tongue action, but she now concentrated her tongue into a shaft, also pumping slightly in and out, but delivering increased pressure and pleasure to her subject.
Amy leaned up and flicked her subject's clit... knowing it would accelerate Zarima's awakening.
"Mmmmmmmm," Mary moaned, becoming conscious enough to realize this wasn't a dream... but rather someone actual was between her legs licking her.
Zarima moaned too, and although she wasn't quite as awake as her friend, she was beginning to feel a warmth coursing through her that was more physical than spiritual.
Mary opened her eyes a crack, and glanced over to see that someone appeared to be under Zarima's sheets too. She smiled as she closed her eyes, and just allowed whoever was enjoying breakfast between her legs to dine away.
Zarima's eyes fluttered, as she too began to wake up.
Afaf, knowing her sexy MILF was waking up, swirled her tongue increasingly up and down, now grazing the clit.
Mary's orgasm was rising quickly, and she invited, "That's it, whoever you are, eat my pussy."
Afaf, now confident she was going to win, attacked the clit.
Amy sucked on Zarima's clit, and the Muslim MILF sat straight up, suddenly very awake, spying the shape of Amy's body under the covers and between her legs. "What the...?"
Mary looked across the room and said, "Just enjoy, Zarima; it's the best way ever to be awakened."
"But who is it?" Zarima asked.
"I have no idea, but I'm happy to say I've got one too," Mary said, as she closed her eyes again and allowed her own orgasm to rise inside her. "But does it matter who our benefactors are? Just enjoy your gift."
"Ooooooh," Zarima moaned, as the mystery girl under her sheet attacked her clit suddenly and aggressively.
Afaf heard her mother's load moan, so she doubled her own aggression, sucking Mary's clit solidly between her lips, shaking her head back and forth.
"Oh yes, suck my clit," Mary moaned, as she placed her hand on the back of the head of whoever was so delightfully waking her up.
"Yes, don't stop," Zarima demanded, now completely onboard with this experience, as her pleasure increased exponentially.
Each coed hungrily licked her friend's mother with eager lust, each wanting to win the bet, but also completely enjoying herself.
"Oh, fuck yes," Mary screamed, as whoever was under the sheets brought her to an intense morning orgasm.
Amy sighed as she continued licking Zarima, realizing she'd lost the bet, but she was still enjoying her morning breakfast treat, and she received her own full flood just a few seconds after her own mother had come.
"Yessssss," Zarima screamed, as her own orgasm struck.
"And who is this delightful wake-upper under my sheet?" Mary asked, pulling the linen aside and looking into Afaf's eyes. "Well, this is a pleasant surprise, you darling girl!"
"Hi, Mrs. Watson," Afaf smiled from between the legs of the woman who'd been her next door neighbor and the mother of her best friend for most of her childhood.
"Afaf?" Zarima gasped, hearing her daughter's voice, even while she was coming on another girl's tongue.
"Hi, Mom," Afaf responded, as Zarima lifted her own sheet and saw her best friend's daughter licking up her flowing cum.
"Hi, Mrs. Rafi," Amy greeted, "I hope you enjoyed your wake-up call."
"Amy, did you just eat my best friend's pussy?" Mary asked, hearing her daughter's voice.
"Josie instructed us to welcome you to the sorority," Afaf said.
"Then please thank her for me, and tell her I feel very welcome," Mary said.
Zarima was speechless, as she looked at her daughter between Mary's legs, and then at Amy between hers.
"Well, have a great day," Amy said, kissing Zarima's lower lips before getting out of her bed. "You're in for a wild one."
"Yes, Mom and Mary, today will make your first two days look tame," Afaf added, licking up a little more of Mary's cum before getting out of her bed.
The two daughters left, and Mary said, sitting up, "That was unexpected."
"It was beyond awkward," Zarima said, feeling so embarrassed.
"I didn't feel that way. They've already watched us doing much worse," Mary said, having already completely accepted her situation, and now feeling no shame at all about her daughter watching her engaged in sexual activities, or watching her daughter performing sexual acts... but she knew Zarima's nature was far more restrained and demure.
"I know, but this was really different," Zarima said.
"Really different would have been our waking up with our own daughters between our legs," Mary pointed out.
"Gross," Zarima gasped, having never even thought that might happen.
"I'm just saying," Mary said, getting out of bed. "I'm starving."
"I'm sorry, I can't right now," Zarima begged off, still rattled by what had just transpired.
"I mean for real food," Mary said. "I don't only want to eat pussy, you know."
"I'm sorry," Zarima said, not meaning to offend.
"No need. I do like to eat pussy, especially your pussy, so you could easily have been correct," Mary smiled, as she also thought of eating the Sophomore Cassie, and hopefully she'd soon get permission to do Josie's.
"You're insatiable," Zarima laughed, shaking her head as she too got out of bed.
Amy came back in and handed the two women today's attire. White blouses, plaid skirts and pink thigh highs. And nothing else, not even shoes. "This is today's pledge attire."
"Sure makes those what-to-wear-today decisions a lot easier," Mary smiled.
"Sure does," Amy smiled, kissing her Mom on the cheek and leaving.
The two MILF pledges put on today's kinky attire... the plaid skirts not even remotely covering the thigh high stockings.
"My husband would die if he saw me in this scandalous outfit," Zarima said, looking in the mirror.
"Perhaps, but only out of horniness," Mary said, Zarima looking amazingly delicious in the sexy schoolgirl outfit.
"I doubt it," she said, although looking at herself in a mirror, she realized how sexy she looked.
"You look really sexy," Mary said.
"I really do," Zarima nodded, admiring herself.
"There you go," Mary said, "I love seeing that confidence."
"I wish I could be as carefree as you are," Zarima said, noticing her own hard nipples and dark areola were clearly visible through the white button-down blouse.
"I think you're making wonderful progress! You've already let go of most of your inhibitions, Zarima," Mary said. "My advice is just to let go and let whatever happens happen."
"I'm trying," Zarima said, finding her constant rise and fall between the two polar opposites of extreme pleasure and extreme guilt was mentally and physically exhausting her.
"I know you are," Mary said, coming over and gently kissing her lips.
Zarima always melted whenever Mary touched her. Her kisses always felt so intimate, when kissing had always been something she'd hated doing with her bearded husband... like rubbing sandpaper against her soft and sensitive face...but kissing Mary was like kissing soft satin pillows.
"Let's go down and have breakfast," Mary said, taking her friend's hand and leading her out of their room and to the cafeteria.
They had breakfast, which as always was hearty and delicious, and headed out to their classes. Other than the usual stares and glares from a decreasing number of prudish other students, and a couple gusts of wind that flashed both women's uncovered pussies to the world at large, the day was uneventful for Zarima.
Mary simply allowed the wind to do its thing... actually enjoying the breeze on her pussy and people's sudden glances. Then later on as a class ended, Professor Lane strolled over to Mary, who was writing down a couple of final notes, and asked, "How did you enjoy last night?"
"Glorious," Mary smiled, enjoying her witty response, recalling the glory hole and the cocks she'd sucked and fucked.
"I thought so too," Professor Lane smiled," catching the pretty woman's witty answer.
"Yeah, every night seems to be dedicated to checking off improbable bucket list items," Mary said.
"I agree," the Professor said, finding something particularly intriguing about this spirited woman... something drawing her to her.
"Do you still have any bucket list items you'd like checked off?" Mary asked, standing up and speaking in a flirtatious tone that wasn't remotely subtle.
"A few," Professor Lane admitted.
"Like?" Mary asked, recalling the delicious taste of the Professor's pussy from that first pledge night.
"No, not here. But why don't we go to my office and chat a bit?" the Professor suggested.
"That sounds like a great idea," Mary said, admiring her Professor's pretty smile, her blue eyes, and long legs encased in shiny mocha-coloured nylons.
Three minutes later, they were in the Professor's office, which to Mary's surprise was tiny: containing only a bookshelf, a smallish desk, a nice swivel chair for the Professor, and two less comfortable-looking chairs for students and other guests.
The Professor closed the door and locked it. She'd had many women in this office over the years, and certainly many of them came to discuss her class or their papers... but many others came to eat her pussy, and on some occasions for her to eat theirs.
The Professor, instead of going around her desk and sitting down in her chair, sat on top of her desk.
Mary said, coming close to her Professor, "I'm really enjoying your class so far."
"I'm happy to hear that," Professor Lane said as she stood up, wrapped her arms around her older student, around her own age, and pulled her in for a kiss.
Mary melted at the Professor's touch. The kiss began tenderly, but Mary's entire body was instantly on fire. She loved sex, rough sex, oral sex, fucking... but she also loved kissing. This kiss became more intense as they both progressed beyond a relatively tentative start, to bringing their hands to each other's asses and squeezing.
Kneading.
Caressing.
Professor Lane, after a few minutes of kissing plus, lifted her right knee up and pressed it directly against Mary's very wet pussy.
"Ooooooooh," Mary moaned into the Professor's mouth, as the Professor slowly but forcefully rocked her knee back and forth.
"You're so wet," Professor Lane acknowledged.
"Oh, that feels so good," Mary moaned.
Professor Lane said, "I've been looking forward to our getting together ever since you got me off the other night."
"So have I," Mary said.
The Professor dropped to her knees, flipped up Mary's skirt, and said before she buried her face in Mary's very wet pussy, "I've been looking forward to doing this, too."
"Ooooooh, Professor," Mary moaned, astonished to see the Professor licking her pussy, since she'd assumed she'd come here to lick hers... not that she was complaining!
"Such a delicious pussy," Professor Lane said, hungrily licking Mary's pussy.
"That feels so good," Mary said, loving the action of the Professor's tongue.
For a few minutes, the Professor licked Mary's pussy... and soon Mary was close to coming, but in her awkward standing position, she just couldn't get off. She said, "I'm so close, but I can't come while I'm standing like this."
The Professor stood up, lifted the pretty woman up, set her onto her desk, spread her legs and asked, "Is this better?"
"Yeeeees," Mary moaned as the Professor dove back in. After just thirty seconds in this new position, her hands braced behind her on the desk for balance, she was about to erupt. She warned, "I'm going to come now!"
"Then come for me, sexy," Professor Lane purred, as she attacked the clit for its final eruption.
"Yesssssss," Mary screamed, but then hastily covered her mouth, not wishing them to get outed. She didn't know, but she thought there might be regulations against professors and students getting it on, regardless of their respective ages.
The Professor hungrily lapped up the sweet fruits of her labour as it gushed out, going mostly down her throat, but also soaking her face.
"So good," Mary said, as she enjoyed her second amazing orgasm of the day. As she did, she pondered how a single decision had changed her life so completely. A couple weeks ago she wasn't having two orgasms in an entire month... not even by her own hand. But now she was not only having the best, wildest sex of her life, she was having orgasms at such a rapid pace she couldn't keep count, and they were principally powerful ones, superseding anything she'd ever experienced during her marriage, or even back in her youth.
"Agreed," Professor Lane agreed, Mary's sweet taste dancing on her taste buds.
"May I return the favour, Professor Lane?" Mary asked, "please?" that being the reason she'd come so hopefully to this office in the first place.
"How can I resist such a sweet, heartfelt offer?" the Professor asked, standing up, leaning in, and kissing Mary again.
Mary kissed her back, loving the powerful intensity of these kisses, shared with an intimacy very different from her sorority tasks... and she enjoyed both extremes for different reasons. The sorority ones were wild, raw and taboo breaking... she loved being just a slut pleasing any cock or pussy available; but these current ones with Professor Lane, however she'd categorize them, were also raw, and she supposed taboo breaking too, but they focussed her attention on a single person, one she almost felt she was falling in love with, or perhaps it was only hero worship, and she couldn't really describe what she felt, but in the heat of their mutual lust there was an intimacy there... an intimacy she'd yearned for back when she was married. And had that only been a week or so ago? Everything was so wonderfully different now!
"But please, except in class or when we're around other students, you must begin calling me June," Professor Lane said.
"June!" Mary exclaimed. "What a perfect name for you!"
"You're so sweet, "June said.
"I know, I tasted myself on your lips," Mary responded with a smile, as she hopped off the desk.
"You really are a witty one," June laughed as the two swapped places. The Professor, now sitting on her desk, spread her legs, revealing her crotchless pantyhose.
"I didn't even know such hosiery existed," Mary said, admiring the tempting pussy, so perfectly framed in the mocha-coloured hosiery.



"It's very convenient," the Professor smiled.
"Very," Mary said, "especially right now," as instead of diving right in, she removed the Professor's five-inch left heel, placed it carefully on the desk, and brought June's manicured red painted toenails to her mouth. "I hope you don't mind, but I want to worship every part of you, Professor."
"It's June," the Professor moaned, "and no, I certainly don't mind," as Mary sucked her pinky toe into her mouth.
"Mmmmmm, such a sweet, sweaty, salty taste, June," Mary said, as she sucked on the sheer fabric, loving the silky feel in her hands and in her mouth.
"That feels so nice," June said, surprised by what was happening. It was sexy as fuck, a little kinky too, yet also erotic and intimate. She was accustomed to sorority sisters and occasionally alumni coming in for a quick lick, a kinky come and go, yet this was something completely different, and it added to her confusing inner feelings... feelings that this was more than just sex... although she couldn't yet describe, even to herself, just what it was.
Mary sucked each toe into her mouth one at a time, before drawing her tongue all the way down and then back up the Professor's left sole.
"Oh, that feels so good," June moaned, not having ever before considered her feet an erogenous zone, and yet at the moment that certainly seemed to be the case... as the gentle licking and sucking on her foot sent pulses of pleasure directly to her needy pussy.
"Your foot tastes so good," Mary said, as she licked and kissed her way in an expanding exploration up, down, and around June's left ankle, calf, knee and thigh.
June was excited to watch this pretty woman now begin moving her head up towards her fevered pussy, but yet was also a little disappointed her right foot hadn't received the same dedicated attention her left foot had... June was always about equilibrium... balance.
Mary's wandering exploration finally reached the appealing pussy, whereupon she licked it once right up the middle with some serious pressure, before beginning to lick and kiss her way down June's right leg, meandering towards her other foot.
"You rotten teeeeeease," June moaned, the pleasure from Mary's ministrations sending chills up her spine and trembles through her body.
"I can't do my lovely mentor the disservice of worshipping one foot and not the other," Mary said, kissing the inner thigh.
"Well of course not," June agreed playfully, in awe of how well this woman understood her.
Mary kissed her way down the leg, before finally reaching the previously neglected foot, removing the heel with equal care to before, and replicating the same lengthy, thorough worship from before. Each toe was individually cared for, the sole of the foot lavishly cleansed, before she finally advanced upon June's by now very wet and glistening pussy.
"Did that turn you on, June? Mary asked.
"Can't you see the puddle you created on my desk?" June retorted.
"So you liked it?" Mary asked teasingly, another wicked idea popping into her head.
"Yes indeed; even though I didn't know it would be something I would like," June said.
"Then what if next I do this?" Mary asked, as she sat down on a chair, extended her left nylon-clad foot to the Professor's pussy, and began rubbing.
"Oh my," June moaned, this something else she hadn't had done to her... two kinky new experiences in ten or so minutes... unheard of after all her years of belonging to this kinky lesbian secret society.
"I've never done this before," Mary said. "It came to me just now."
"It feels so good," June said, as Mary stroked her foot up and down, and in a circular motion, over her pussy.
"You're so wet," Mary said, enjoying being somewhat of a seductress, especially to this woman who'd created such a powerful impression on her.
"Don't stop," June said, an orgasm already rising from being masturbated by a foot.
"I want you to come all over my foot, Professor," Mary said, preferring to call her Professor during this raw, sexual act, since it was a bigger turn on, and calling her June when they were being intimate... although this moment was a mixture of both.
"That's going to happen very soon," June promised, her orgasm rising quickly.
Mary, feeling wicked and wild, plus kinky and adventurous, raised the foot she'd been using to get the Professor off up to June's mouth, replacing it with her other foot, which resumed rubbing her pussy, and ordered, "Taste yourself, Professor."
The Professor in a lustful daze, leaned forward, took the pink, wet, stocking-clad foot into her hands and licked at her own wetness.
"Good girl," Mary purred, watching the Professor mindlessly obeying her, which was a major turn-on.
"Don't stop, Mary, make your slut Professor come," June moaned, sensing that Mary would respond well to the taboo student-dominating-Professor plot line. But only occasionally; Mary wouldn't want that all the time!
"Oh, I'm never going to stop until you come all over my foot and soak it with your cunt cum, Professor," Mary said, this kinky sex play a real rush. As was watching the Professor's cheeks going red as she approached orgasm, while licking her student's foot.
"Oh fuck, Mary," June moaned, her pleasure rising and rising.
"Come for me, Professor," Mary ordered softly and sensually, "come all over my nylon-clad foot."
"I will, so long as you don't stop," June begged, "so please don't stop!" as Mary frantically rubbed her foot up and down, knowing the Professor was about to erupt.
June's face was plastered into Mary's wet sole as she screamed into it half a minute later, "Fuuuuuuck!!!"
"Good girl," Mary purred, as she continued her frantic foot rubbing, while she felt her sole getting soaked with wetness.
"Ooooooooh," was all June could muster, as the intensity of the orgasm took her breath away, usurping all the energy from her.
"You look so fucking hot when you come," Mary said, almost coming herself, just from the sight of the pretty Professor writhing all over her foot in orgasm!
"So good," June replied mindlessly, wanting Mary to know how good she'd made her feel.
Mary, suddenly hungry, and not for food, flung both of her feet to the floor, so she could springboard herself forward to bury her face in the Professor's pussy while it was still flowing.
"Oh God, Mary, I'm still coming," June moaned, as Mary was now attacking her clit aggressively.
"This is your have one orgasm, get a second one free deal," Mary said, "available only to my preferred customers," knowing her whimsical sales pitch didn't really make much sense, while she lapped up the cum from the first orgasm, determined to bring the hot Professor to a second one.
"You're relentless," June moaned, feeling like her body was floating on an ocean of pleasure, as one orgasm flowed into the next, just like breakers crashing onto the shore.
"And you're fucking delicious," Mary said, every pussy being delicious, but each of them offering its own unique variations to entice her with.
"I may never allow you to leave this office," June joked as she enjoyed Mary's amazingly eager tongue.
"Mmmmmmm," Mary purred, "and I may never attempt to leave," her voice sending vibrations through June's body, as her second orgasm continued to rise.
For three... four... perhaps five more minutes, Mary licked, probed and devoured June's pussy, until she was rewarded with a second flood of tasty cum, which she was able to drink down this time.
"Oh God," June moaned weakly, as this new orgasm cascaded through her.
"So delicious," Mary repeated, as she lapped up this sweet nectar of the Godesses. As she did, she decided God simply had to be female. No way would a male God have given men that salty brine-tasting cum, and women this delicious fruity beverage.
"Get up here," June ordered.
"Yes, Professor," Mary complied instantly, her lips wet with cum ready to share, as the Professor pulled her in for a long, intense kiss.
The kiss lasted a full ten minutes.
It was raw.
It was passionate.
It was intense.
Then oddly, it mellowed to tender and sweet... the reverse progression of most makeout sessions.
At long last, June broke the kiss and said, gazing into Mary's single eye (because their faces were so close to each other's), "Wow."
"Wow back," Mary said, the lengthy makeout session having distilled feelings that were much deeper than lust inside her.
"You felt that too?" the Professor asked.
"Yeah," Mary said bluntly, unsure of how to describe what she'd felt, and not knowing what else to say.
"Good," June said succinctly, perhaps suffering from the same poverty of ideation, so simply leaning in and kissing Mary again. Just once.
Mary was speechless. She still couldn't explain what she was feeling.
"That was amazing," June said, getting off the desk.
"Yeah," Mary said just as brilliantly as before, in a bit of a daze.
"Are you okay?" June asked, suddenly concerned. Was she not feeling what she was?
"Yeah, um yeah," Mary said, shaking her head in an obvious daze.
"Penny for your thoughts," June said.
"It's just... that..." Mary began, and stopped.
June gazed into Mary's confused eyes. She sensed Mary was feeling exactly what she was feeling. June said, hoping she was reading Mary's reactions correctly, "I felt it too. Although I'm no more able to place a label on what 'it' was, than you seem to be."
"You did?" Mary asked. "Something... imponderable?"
"Yeah, something indescribable, but definitely more profound than only raw lust," June said.
"Yeah," Mary nodded.
"Something intense."
"Yeah."
"Yet intimate."
"Yeah."
The Professor smiled. "I like you."
"Well if we're going for understatements, then I 'like' you too," Mary said, even though her feelings and the sudden bundle of nerves inside her felt like something a lot more than liking someone... it felt very like the moment when she'd realized way back when that she was falling in love with her husband. Yet that couldn't be it. At least not exactly.
"I know you're finding this Pledge Week completely wild, and if you remain in the sorority it will continue being wild for years to come," June said, "but without placing any restrictions on whatever you do or feel with anyone else, going forward, I'd love to explore whatever this is with you."
"So would I," Mary said, warmth coursing through her body.
"And just to be completely clear, I know you'll be eating a lot of pussy, sucking a lot of dick, and getting fucked a lot by both plastic and meat cocks in the next few days. And I hope you'll throw yourself into all of that completely, and have the time of your life it's supposed to be, just like I've been watching you do so far," June said, breaking the intimate moment with a dose of reality. "And whenever I'm allowed to witness it, I'll be your biggest fan and cheering you on! For instance you completely stole the show yesterday evening when you fucked Big Kuba! That was wild!"
"Yeah? If that's your attitude, I hope you will be there. But I don't even know what's happening next," Mary said. "My daughter's bestie only said that today will make the first two days look tame, whatever that means."
"It will be a rebirth and some really crazy shit,' June said. "You'll love it!"
"It's already been quite a ride, just two days in," Mary laughed.
"And like your friend told you, it's just getting started," June smiled, kissing her once again. "But again, I'm hoping that throughout your pledging and whatever follows, you and I can explore whatever is growing between us."
"I'm definitely up for that," Mary said.
"Good," June said, kissing her again. "I'd love to explore some more right now, but I have a faculty meeting in twenty minutes."
"And I have class," Mary sighed.
"Yeah, stupid life always getting in the way of our fun," June smiled, bestowing one more kiss upon her... whatever. "I'll see you tonight."
"You will?"
"Yeah, tonight's event is the one many of us alumni never miss!" June said enthusiastically.
"But you'll just be there to watch?" Mary asked playfully.
"Yeah, just watch," June nodded.
"What's going to happen?" Mary asked, curious.
"That is a secret I'm not allowed to share," June said, wishing she could participate in the wild night ahead.
"Okay," Mary said, this time she being the one initiating a kiss with the Professor. She just couldn't get enough of June's soft lips.
They kissed for a few more minutes... no more, no less. Just tender intimacy.
Mary broke the kiss eventually and said, "Well, I should go."
"Yeah, me too," June said, feeling a little sad. Maybe things would work out for them in the long run, maybe they wouldn't... but there could never be another first time like this.
"Bye," Mary said. "I really enjoyed everything we did together."
"So did I," Professor Lane smiled, as she walked around her desk and sat down in her actual chair this time.
Mary walked out, her head spinning with so many confusing feelings. Lust, certainly. Raw passion, of course. But there was something additional, and it felt a lot like love.
.....
That night after dinner, Mary and Zarima were freshly showered and wearing the outfits that had been left on their beds, which were simply pantyhose. Red.
They put them on, Mary joking, "These seem too pure for whatever they have planned for us tonight."
"What do you think we'll be doing?" Zarima asked, nervous about whatever lay ahead.
"All anybody will say is it will be wild," Mary said, hoping it was something really wild. Mixed emotions had been percolating around inside her ever since her wild encounter with the Professor.
"I hope it won't be," Zarima said glumly.
"You say that now, but once you get into the action, you always become a sexy slut," Mary smiled.
"Yeah, that's what every Muslim woman wants to be called," Zarima said, shaking her head. but smiling. On a couple of occasions today she'd yet again considered leaving the sorority and going home. Since arriving here, she'd sinned in ways she'd never even imagined sinning, and guilt continued eating at her. Yet even though she knew she'd sinned, knew what she was doing was wrong, she couldn't bring herself to leave. She wanted more of it. She craved the submission. All day her pussy had been wet with anticipation for whatever lay ahead tonight.
"Don't even try to pretend you're not excited," Mary said, going over to her and placing her hand directly on her friend's pantyhose-covered crotch.
"Mary," Zarima gasped, but she didn't move away or push the hand away.
"Why are you already wet?" Mary asked, as she rubbed her friend's pussy. "And I'm not judging, I'm as wet as you are."
"Ooooooh," Zarima moaned, having been horny for the last couple of hours... ever since Belinda had delivered the pantyhose and told her she couldn't wait to see her black ass in action tonight. For some reason being sexually objectified that way really excited her... at first she hadn't known why... but once she thought about it, she figured it out... it was because of the years when she'd been objectified as no more than a sexless Muslim wife, completely hidden away behind all those smothering garments.
Mary dropped to the floor and sucked her dear friend's big black pussy lips through the sheer red pantyhose.
"Maaaaary," Zarima moaned, just as the door opened.
"Sluts, stop what you're doing, and let's go," Belinda said boisterously.
Mary smiled, looking up at the coed, not at all embarrassed to be caught on her knees with her face in her friend's pantyhose-clad pussy, "Hi, Belinda."
"You really are a slut," Belinda said, not disapprovingly, looking down at the pretty MILF.
"So I'm discovering," Mary said brightly, briefly sucking Zarima's clit into her mouth through the pantyhose and making her expel a loud moan, before standing up.
Zarima shook her head, her pussy on fire, and followed the coed and Mary out of the room and downstairs to, and then through, the scene of their first night's crimes.
Once they'd continued down into the basement, the two MILF pledges saw an authentic wresting ring set up in the middle of the large room, and the rest of the space filled with a large crowd of women sitting in the folding chairs surrounding it.
Mary smiled, "Well this looks like fun."
"Climb up into the ring, you dumb sluts," Belinda ordered, slapping both their asses.
"Yes, Mistress," Mary said, obeying the forms, but giving the coed an irrepressible wink. Belinda talked tough, but Mary was pretty sure it was only because she was a natural submissive hiding behind that plastered-on bitch face.
Mary took Zarima's hand and led her up the short flight of diamond plate steel steps and into the ring, along with all the other pledges. In the middle of the ring was piled a large collection of sex toys, accompanied by Josie with a microphone.
"Welcome, pledges, sorority sisters and alumni," Josie began. "Tonight is Sigma Epsilon Chi's Annual Battle Royal Wrestling Match for Pledges."
Cheers and clapping from the audience.
Mary looked around and saw June in the front row, looking right at her. Mary grinned at her excitedly. June smiled back encouragingly.
"So pledges, here are the rules for tonight's match," Josie continued, dressed all in a black leotard and looking like a goddess. "Actually, there's only one rule. The only one of you who doesn't come, wins."
"That's it?" a pledge asked.
"Well, yes. Except that your team is awarded a point for each pledge that you make come," Josie explained. Mary noticed that besides the red she, Zarima and four more girls were wearing, there were three other colours being worn by her fellow pledges: aqua, purple and green. Mary was happy she and Zarima were teammates this time.
More clapping from the audience.
"The winning team will then have the right to sexually use or abuse members of the team that finished in last place, in any fashion they wish short of bodily harm, for the rest of the evening," Josie explained, "while the individual winner of the night will have her name permanently inscribed on the 65-year-old trophy (but, I'm sorry to say, in extremely tiny letters), and will be awarded a thousand dollars in cash from the Elegance Stockings online store."
"No way," someone gasped.
"So you're each allowed to work with your team, or you may work as an individual, and you may make use of anything you find in the ring," Josie explained. "Mary, you still have your pass from your Day One victory; do you wish to use it today?"
"Fuck no," Mary said. "This looks like way too much fun."
Josie smiled, "You really are a trooper."
"Oh, I'm a lot of things," Mary smiled, first at Josie, and then slyly at June.
"All right, on three, ladies," Josie said, as she went to a corner of the ring.
"Stay close to me," Mary muttered to Zarima, whose eyes were as large as headlights.
"Okay," Zarima agreed.
Josie counted, the alumni and sorority sisters joining in, "One, two, three! Have at it, sluts!"
The alumni and the sorority sisters clapped and cheered boisterously as Mary looked around... assessing her competition as well as her allies, while most of the other girls rushed for the toys. But Mary had already figured out the toys weren't necessary, or even very helpful, at the beginning. Positioning was the key. Mary led Zarima into a corner where they couldn't be grabbed or attacked from behind. She then looked around and noticed a very tentative Asian girl in Aqua stockings standing nervously nearby.
Zarima watched, still in a daze, the other twenty-two pledges, all of them in a Hunger Games style scenario, except the only deaths would be what the French call la petite mort, 'the little death' of an orgasm.



Mary pounced, tugged the Asian to her, ripped her pantyhose at the crotch, and brought her hand forcefully to her pussy.
The Asian, named Henna, tried to pull away, but she was too weak against the strong woman. "Noooo!" she protested.
Zarima stared at the action suddenly happening right in front of her.
Mary slid two fingers inside the pretty coed and sucked on her nipples, as she listened to the pretty Asian moaning even as she tried to fight Mary off.
Zarima was in a daze. She looked around and saw a fellow red-legged girl with someone sitting on her face, while another one in green stockings fucked her with a strap-on.
Three girls in purple were all over one of her fellow MILF pledges (but not a teammate) wearing green stockings, while a collection of others were wrestling chaotically, trying to get the upper hand on whoever they could.
"Just come, slut," Mary ordered as she finger banged the Asian girl.
"Please, no," Henna pleaded, feeling her orgasm already rising within the first minute of the competition.
"Don't resist me, slut," Mary demanded, as she aggressively dominated the slight young woman.
"Oh, God," Henna said, ceasing her weak resistance as the pleasure inside her became more intense and overwhelming.
Zarima watched, still untouched by anyone, since Mary and Henna's struggles were acting as a barricade, and she felt her pussy burning at all the sexual carnage nearby. She loved watching Mary's dominance, as well as a lot of those other girls dominating other girls... and she wanted to be one of those... what were they called?... oh yes, 'top bitches'.
"Come, you sexy fucking slut," Mary ordered, really going to town on the Asian's small tits and wet pussy.
"Fuuuuuck," someone screamed in a high-pitched voice, the very first one of many to fall.
A few seconds later, Henna became the second casualty, as the older Mary used her the way she liked to be used... rough. "Damn iiiiiiiiiiit," Henna moaned, as her orgasm came and went.
"One for Carol, Team Green; and one for Mary, Team Red," Josie declared into her microphone. By now she was safely outside the ring but still standing on the apron, where she had an excellent view of everything taking place.
Mary kissed the Asian and said, as she pulled her fingers out of the leaking girl, "Thanks sexy, that was fun. I promise to be gentler with you the next time, when we aren't at war."
"Purple is now on the scoreboard with, a triple teaming of poor Angie," Josie announced. "I'm awarding Gemma the point, since she was the one with her fist in Angie's cunt."
"Who's next?" Mary said, in an adrenaline rush from her first point.
"We should go help that girl," Zarima said, as one Red was already eliminated, and another one nearby was being double teamed.
"Yes, let's," Mary nodded, heading over to her teammate, who was being fucked by a dildo while her arms were being held by a pretty blonde... both girls on Team Purple.
"Mother fucker!" someone cursed.
"Another point for Team Green, and Ashley is now on the board," Josie declared. "And our four teams have lost one member each."
"Come, you dumb slut," the girl fucking Mary's teammate growled, sensing she was about to erupt.
"Get off of her," Mary growled right back, pulling the pretty blonde off of her teammate, who was moaning loudly, and had been saved just in the nick of time.
"Let's do this one instead,' Mary said, since Zarima had pulled the other girl off of her teammate.
"No, get off of me," the blonde said, as Mary grabbed the dildo from the other Purple's hand, and shoved it into the blonde girl's mouth, while shoving a knee directly into her crotch, recalling the efficacy of knee pressure from earlier today with Professor Lane. "Noooooo," the girl protested, her voice muffled by the dildo in her mouth, while she wiggled like crazy to escape her predicament, but was only succeeding in increasing the pleasure being inflicted on her pussy.
Zarima felt hands on her tits pulling her onto her back, thus breaking her grip on the girl she'd been holding onto.
"Hannah scores the first point for Aqua," Josie declared, "and Purple is down to four sluts."
"Come for me, slut," Mary ordered, as she pulled the dildo out of the blonde, grabbed her narrow hips with both hands, and vigorously rubbed her knee up and down in her crotch.
"No, no!" Zarima cried out, since she now had someone's hands on her tits, and someone else was spreading her legs.
"Oh, you're going down," Carol said, deciding to weaken Mary's chances by taking her teammate out of the game. She positioned her strap-on cock next to the Muslim woman's pussy, while two of her Green teammates held Zarima helplessly in place.
"Oh fuck," Zarima moaned, as the redheaded Carol ripped her pantyhose and slammed into her, while a teammate held Zarima's arms over her head, and another one sucked on her big, sensitive nipples.
"Back to back points for Aqua, as Samantha scores her first point, and Red loses their second member," Josie announced.
Mary heard that, and cursed as she really ground her knee against the pretty blonde, who was moaning loudly in protest, but unknowingly assisting Mary, by continuing her attempts to wriggle herself free, which only stimulated her pussy even more. "Come, you dumb slut," Mary demanded.
Zarima was also trying to break free, while desperately trying not to come, as the pretty redhead really fucked her good. Unfortunately she was being plowed the way she'd always dreamed about being plowed. Hard and fast.
"Oh God," the blonde moaned, desperately struggling not to come, especially not from the efforts of a woman more than twice her age, and in such a humiliating fashion.
"And Purple has scored a second point, with Gemma on a roll, having achieved both Purple points so far," Josie announced, "and Aqua has joined Purple and Red in being down to four participating sluts."
"No, no, noooooo," Mary's blonde victim screamed, as her orgasm struck, and she too was out of the competition.
"And Mary scores her second point for Team Red," Josie declared. "Purple has now lost half of its original roster."
Mary was taking a moment to watch the blonde, who was still coming, when someone yanked her away and rolled her onto her back. A big boned Latina in purple stockings was doing her best to pin her down.
Meanwhile, "No, no, no," Zarima cried, doing everything she could not to come.
"I'm your future, slut," Carol bragged. "I own this cunt, and you're going to be my MILF cunt-licking fuck toy for the entire school year."
Mary looked over, finally to see the predicament her roommate was in, and using all her might, she flipped the big girl off of her and crawled over to try and save Zarima. But the Latina grabbed her foot, and held on tight.
"Zarima, no," Mary groaned helplessly.
Zarima looked to Mary, but the hard fucking, and the nasty threats from the pretty redhead, had rendered her unable to suppress her orgasm any longer. "Sooooooorry!" she apologized, as she stopped struggling and allowed the pleasure that had been rising inside her for several minutes, to dissolve her resistance, allowing her entire body to burn with euphoria!
"Dammit," Mary cursed, slamming her hand violently on the mat, and turning on the Latina who'd prevented her from saving her best friend and teammate. Now filled with rage, which of course boosted her adrenaline, she attacked the Latina with irresistible force.
"And Green takes the lead at three," Josie declared, "while Carol earns her second point to tie with Gemma and Mary, and Red loses its third member."
"You think you can take me down?" Mary demanded, as she forced the larger girl onto her back, spread her sturdy legs apart, and dove into her pussy, sucking her big clit into her mouth right through the still intact silky sheer hosiery.
The Latina, whose name was Rita, squeezed her legs around the older woman's head, while her teammate Gemma reached for a toy.
"Fran has pulled the Reds into a tie with Green for the lead with her first point, having eliminated Kara from Team Aqua in a wild 69 finger bang test of endurance," Josie announced, although Mary couldn't hear any of that, her ears obstructed by Rita's thick thighs. "This is still any team's match, with two teams at three points each, and the others at two."
Mary felt her pantyhose being ripped, and seconds later a toy sliding inside her, while she continued to suck and tug on the Latina's fat clit. She was grateful she'd already come a couple of times today, hoping it had desensitized her enough to resist her currently rising tide. If she could first conquer Rita, then she could address whoever was literally fucking with her own cunt!
"Fuck that MILF pussy," someone said, as Gemma rapidly pumped her toy in and out of Mary.
"Oh God, fuck," Rita moaned, as Mary's mouth really drove her wild. She tried to push the intrusive head away, but Mary wasn't budging, even though she was being fucked from behind by Gemma's vibrator.
"And Hannah has made it a four-way tie for the individual lead with her second conquest, and has given Green their second loss, taking Ashley out with a rough fist fucking," Josie announced. "Thus we now have a three-way tie for the team lead at three, with Purple trailing by a single point."
Mary had no idea what was happening around her, only that she needed to get this bitch off asap, if she wanted to avoid coming from whoever was fucking her... her own orgasm beginning to rise. She sucked the girl's clit into her mouth through the hosiery as far as she could, and shook her head aggressively... and it worked!
"No, no, no," Rita moaned, desperately trying to contain her imminent orgasm.
"Don't you dare come, you dumb bitch," Gemma demanded of her Purple teammate, as she worked Mary's MILF pussy over good.
"No, no, nooooooo," Rita screamed, as her orgasm erupted through her, feeling guilty for letting her team down.
Mary growled, "And now for you," as she flipped end for end, Gemma's toy still vibrating in her pussy, using her feet to push another Purple girl onto her back.
"Both the three-way tie for team first place and the four-way tie for individual first place were short lived, since Mary somehow resisted her temptation to come, and she got Rita off even though she was stuck in a headlock between the Latina's massive thighs," Josie reported. "Fucking crazy! So the Reds are now in the undisputed lead with four points, Team Purple is down to two sluts, and Mary has taken the individual lead at three. Also, we're down to twelve active contestants out of the original twenty-four."
Across the ring from Mary and Zarima, Hannah accosted a chubby Green Team member named Rosemary, who didn't stand a chance against the athletic Aqua girl. Which soon led to another announcement from Josie.
"Hannah is really doing herself proud: she's scored yet again! She's eliminated Rosemary, bringing the Green Team down to three, tying Aqua for the lead with Red at four, and tying for the individual lead with Mary at three!"
"Try getting me off face to face, bitch," Mary snarled, as she bounced on the brunette.
"You're on," Gemma accepted the challenge, knowing there was only her and someone else left alive for Team Purple.
"69?" Mary challenged.
"Sure, old lady," Gemma smirked smugly, which got ooohhhs and aaahhhs from the audience, which because of a sophisticated sound system, could hear every word spoken in the ring.
"Old lady? You're going to regret saying that," Mary threatened, as she flipped her body around, straddled the bitch's smug face, and dove into her shaved snatch, the Purple's pantyhose already ripped.
Hannah said, "Let's take the other Purple out," and she and Samantha went after the shy Wanda, a cute Hawaiian girl who complained, "Girls, come on, that's not fair!."
As Samantha, a track star, grabbed the petite Hawaiian, Hannah disagreed, saying, "All's fair in love and elimination orgies."
Gemma sucked on Mary's clit, and slid two fingers in her pussy.
Mary moaned as those fingers slid inside her, and as she sucked Gemma's clit into her mouth.
"Here," Fran, a Red Team member offered, handing Mary a vibrator which was already running at full tilt.
"Thanks!" Mary slid the aggressive toy inside her newest opponent, one of her two closest competitors except for Hannah, trailing her only by a point, as she kept her lips on Gemma's clit and her tongue dancing all over it.
"Ooooooh, you bitch," Gemma moaned, as the fresh vibrations instantly had her orgasm rising.
Hannah, now wearing a strap-on, was now fucking the petite but big-tittied Hawaiian girl Wanda, who was close to eruption.
Meanwhile, Carol earned her third point for Green when she took another of Mary's teammates down with a strap-on fucking, with some help from her own teammates.
"And Carol ties Hannah and Mary for the lead at three with a good hard fucking of poor Desiree, as Green reaches their fourth point to tie with Red for second place, but Red is down to only two fuckers remaining," Josie announced.
"You biiiiitches!!" the sexy Hawaiian screamed, when getting her tits sucked and her pussy fucked in tandem became too much, and she came hard, leaving Gemma behind as the lone Purple, who was in the battle of her life with Mary.
"I can barely keep up with the scoring, as Hannah now takes the undisputed lead with her fourth point, while her Aqua Team also leads with five, while Red and Green trail by a point, and Purple with only two points, is down to only Gemma still competing," Josie declared, loving that she was the narrator for this wild competition.
"And you're about to join all the rest of your fallen teammates in utter defeat," Mary warned Gemma, as she fucked the bitch with a toy while attacking her clit with her mouth, confident that in her current position, she herself wouldn't be coming anytime soon.
"Never," Gemma said, even though her defiance sounded pitiful as she struggled to finger and lick Mary simultaneously, while the opposing pleasure growing inside her grew exponentially.
Mary kept up her double attack on the Purple coed's pussy, knowing she was about to score her fourth point of the evening.
Hannah, the ad hoc captain of her posse of the three remaining Aquas, eyed the three remaining Greens, who were now working over Fran, the only remaining Red-wearing beauty besides Mary. Carol was trying to get her cock inside her, but Fran was fighting back hard, even while the other two Green members were doing their best to hold her down.
"Oh fuuuuuuuuuuuck," Gemma cursed, as after desperately fighting off the orgasm growing inside her, she let out a primal scream while pleasure consumed her.
"That was way too easy, you pussy," Mary smirked, as she got off of the coming coed after she got her off, and looked around, spying her last remaining team member getting fucked, and sorely beset.
"And Mary leads her team back into a tie with Aqua for first place at five, and ties Hannah for individual first place at four," Josie said. "And to do so, she vanquished the only remaining Purple Team member. Which means the Purple Team is officially the loser, and a bit later on those six girls will become the slaves of whichever team ends up winning this Battle Royal."
Mary hurried to her moaning teammate, arriving just as the Aqua Team, not wanting Green to score and thus make first place a three-way tie, had pulled two of the three remaining members of that team off of her.
The three Aquas went after the two Greens while Zarima's nemesis Carol, the third remaining Green, continued fucking Fran, who was trying to wriggle herself out of her predicament.
Mary pulled Carol back and out of Fran, sat on her face and said, "Fran, tit for tat. Come over here and fist fuck this arrogant bitch."
"Thank you, Mary. Great idea!" Fran said, very red-faced as she crawled to Carol, who'd crossed her feet together while she thrashed around frantically beneath Mary.
Hannah was now fucking Georgette, part of the Green Team, while one of her Aqua teammates Sarah assisted in the French coed's immobilization while reaching for a nearby vibrator. Meanwhile the remaining Aqua and the other Green were engaged in a leg wrestling tussle right next to them.
Carol was really fighting the two Reds, and Fran was still weakened following her recent struggle against the three Greens, so she wasn't getting anywhere.
Mary suggested, "Okay, you come and sit on her face."
"Okay," Fran said, as she went behind Mary, who pressed her hands against the redhead's firm tits and quickly moved off of her head to place all her weight on Carol's legs, while Fran replaced her. Despite her current weakness, Fran was certainly able to contribute to her team's efforts as a dead weight!
"Harder, fuck her harder," someone called from the audience, as Hannah really pounded Georgette, a pretty brunette. "I can't hooooold back much looooonger," she moaned, as the cock slammed into her, while the vibrator was now being held against her clit.
Mary forced her hands between Carol's legs, and then squeezed in one of her own legs, until Carol couldn't keep her ankles locked together any longer.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaah," Georgette screamed, as her orgasm ripped through her.
"Hannah with her strap-on cock is on a rampage, as the Aquas take the lead again with six, and she leads Mary again by a single point with five," Josie declared, as she watched the brunette quaking from all the intense fucking and clit vibrations. "And the Green roster has been winnowed down to two sluts."
"Let's help Michelle," Hannah suggested, as she and her partner in crime Sarah saw their other team member in quite the wrestling match, where neither girl could achieve any real advantage.
Mary ripped the pantyhose apart as Carol continued squirming aggressively, even while being sat on. She wasn't an easy conquest!
Carol's only remaining teammate suddenly found herself in a three against one fight and thus at a serious disadvantage, as Hannah attempted to wedge her strap-on cock into yet another coed.
Mary continued battling with Carol, who was putting up a great fight, but she eventually managed to stuff her fist inside the defiant bitch, and the writing was on the wall!
Mary began fist fucking the writhing Carol... with Carol still fighting for her life, but Mary was heartened because she knew, although not first hand until now, the irresistibility of an entire fist inside someone.
"Hold her down," Hannah demanded, as Carol's only remaining Green teammate was also fighting desperately for survival.
Fran pinched Carol's hard nipples while her Red teammate Mary fisted the fiery redhead as if her life depended on it.
"Come for me, slut," Mary ordered, as she pumped her fist inside the redhead, feeling so pumped up with adrenaline from this wild night.
Zarima watched, in awe of her bestie's wonderfully aggressive nature, wishing she could have lasted longer. When she'd climbed down the steel stairs from the ring she'd been totally distraught, so her daughter Afaf had rushed to her side, led her to a pair of adjacent empty chairs, and just silently held her in her arms, both of them ignoring that Zarima was essentially naked. Zarima found that an enormous comfort. So all this time later, Zarima was continuing to watch this sexy and chaotic spectacle with her head resting on Afaf's shoulder, and with her daughter's arms still wrapped around her.
"Nooooo," the other Green girl moaned, as Hannah's cock finally slid inside her... but not into her pussy... in her ass!
"If you won't let me into your pussy, I'll use your asshole," Hannah growled, as she began fucking the whimpering girl's butt.
"Get the fuck out of my cuuuuunt!" Carol demanded as she bucked her ass up, which made Mary's fist go deeper inside her, but it did make Fran fall sideways.



"Good luck with that," Mary smirked, as she was wrist deep in the girl's cunt, and wasn't going anywhere unless she decided to open her fist and pull her hand out.
Fran dropped her body over Carol's stomach and breasts to keep the Green somewhat under control, as her teammate retained her own control.
"Oh God," the other Green girl moaned, now getting fucked with both a vibrator in her pussy and a strap-on in her ass, while the third Aqua girl was sucking on her nipples.
Fran relocated her right hand and began rubbing Carol's clit, while Mary continued fisting her.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!!" the Green girl screamed, as she was overcome by the throes of an intense orgasm.
"I'll give half points to Hannah and Samantha for that Aqua point," Josie said. "And the Green Team is down to only Carol still in the match."
"You bitch!" Carol screamed, as she could no longer resist the intense fist fucking, although the added pressure on her clit and Fran also slapping it was her tipping point.
"And all the Greens are now eliminated, point to Mary and her fisting for the Reds," Josie declared, while out of kindness, Mary fisted the redhead throughout her lasting orgasm. "And with only two teams left, it's Aqua seven, Red six, Green four and Purple two. Hannah has five and a half points, and Mary five. This will be an interesting finish."
Mary relaxed her fist to pull her hand out of Carol, and she licked some of the wetness off of it. "You taste good, slut."
"I'll be sitting on that face later," Carol said, still trying to be defiant even in her defeat.
"I'd like that," Mary said, standing up and pulling Fran up.
"So it's three Aquas facing two Reds," Josie summarized, as the three Aquas stood side by side by side.
Mary whispered to Fran, "We can do this."
Hannah, a pretty and athletic blonde, still with her strap-on around her waist, smiled and said, "This is going to be fun. Janice, go and take out the young one, while Sam and I take this cougar."
"Just remain strong," Mary said sotto voce, as the Aquas stalked towards them.
"Just let me fuck you," Hannah said.
"Any other time, I'd be delighted to let a fine piece of tail like you to fuck the shit out of me," Mary said. "But right now, I have a team to represent."
"It's three against two," Hannah pointed out, "you don't stand a chance," as the two teams now stood about two feet from each other... in a kinky lesbian version of a Western showdown.
"So you can count to three," Mary answered smugly, "well done," which got a chorus of 'ooooooos' from the audience.
"You bitch," Hannah snapped, as she walked right up to Mary's face.
"Takes one to know one," Mary countered without much originality, not even sure where her ballsy competitive side was coming from. She did enjoy winning, she did enjoy impressing Josie, and she wanted to put on a show for the alumni, her soon-to-be sorority sisters, and especially Professor Lane.
"Let's do this, ladies," Hannah said to her team, "let's teach this frail old biddy a lesson."
"I can't wait for you to try," Mary smirked, as Hannah and Samantha both grabbed her.
Janice and Fran both grabbed each other, and the end game of this epic wrestling match began.
For the next three or four minutes there was only wrestling. Janice and Fran were equally matched and thus engaged in quite a battle, with neither of them taking control.
Mary was holding her own in her two against one... 'frail old biddy' indeed... but was now lying on her back with Hannah between her legs and Samantha straddling her chest, but the latter seriously struggling to remain seated. Although truth be told, Mary was getting tired. She was still fighting, though... not making this at all easy for the younger girls. Realizing she'd lose with her stamina fading unless she rearranged the playing field, Mary challenged, hoping to manipulate the younger and inexperienced Hannah's pride, "Look bitch, why don't we make this more interesting? I'll spread my legs and allow you to fuck me without resisting, if your number two here will sit on my face so I can eat her out."
"Sure," Hannah said, so confident it didn't occur to her this was a trap.
"Hannah..." Samantha tried to caution.
"Just do it," Hannah ordered. "I'll have this octogenarian..." Foul! Mary was only about half that old!... "coming like a bitch in heat in no time!"
"Okay, if you say so," Samantha agreed doubtfully, as she straddled the pretty MILF, worried that she'd come pretty quickly, since she'd already been fingered pretty excitingly earlier, right before she'd earned her first point.
"Just don't fucking come," Hannah ordered.
With the pussy immediately poised above her like hanging fruit, Mary accommodatingly parted her legs for Hannah while she began licking the coed's pussy, hoping she could conquer the coed above her before Hannah conquered her.
"I'm going to fuck the shit out of you," Hannah declared, loving to be the center of attention, as she slid her cock into the woman's pussy.
"Then you're in the wrong hole," Mary quipped, hoping she could manipulate the smug coed into fucking her ass instead.
"You want it in the ass?" Hannah asked, stopping deep in the MILF's pussy.
Mary pulled a Brer Rabbit, feigning distress as she pleaded, "Please no, not my ass!"
"Just keep fucking her hole," Samantha pleaded the same, but sincerely.
"Shut up and don't come," Hannah snapped, hating her decisions being questioned. "This bitch wants to take it in the ass, so I'll give it to her in the ass."
Hannah pulled out as Mary smiled slyly, although no one could see with her mouth concealed by the pussy, as she pleaded, "No, not my ass, I'll do anything!"
"Oh, you're getting it in the ass all right," Hannah sneered as she positioned her cock against the bitch's unresisting asshole.
Mary kept licking the coed's pussy, as she felt the cock slide into her ass. She faked discomfort while she kept licking, "Noooooooooo!"
"You two in the sideshow, since neither of you are getting anywhere, take the double ended dildo and fuck yourselves on it," Josie ordered.
Fran took the dildo and warned her opponent, "You'll come first."
"Only after you have," Janice retorted, as they both positioned the dildo inside themselves.
"You're going to really like this, bitch," Hannah said smugly as her cock disappeared into Mary's ass.
"Please stop," Mary fake whined, concentrating on attacking the pussy above her.
"Fuck her," Samantha moaned, "and hurry!" as the older woman was really working her pussy over.
"Oh, fuck," Janice moaned, as the fourteen-inch dildo had now completely disappeared, and the two girls' pussies were kissing each other while they both were grinding like crazy... each of them striving to control their impending orgasm while also trying to get the other girl off.
"I am fucking," Hannah quipped, as she began fucking the Red MILF hard.
Mary moaned as she sucked on the clit above her... needing to get her off in a hurry.
"Take it all, slut," Hannah growled intimidatingly (she wished), as her entire cock disappeared inside the MILF's amazing ass.
"Fuuuuuuuuuck," Janice screamed as she came, and Fran quickly backed off, since she was moments away from coming too.
"And Red ties for the lead at seven, while Aqua is also down to two girls," Josie declared, impressed by what she was witnessing.
Mary heard that, and it gave her another rush of adrenaline as she doubled down her attack on the pussy above her while she was being roughly ass fucked.
"No, no, Hannah, get her off; get her off now!" Samantha pleaded, her orgasm about to burst.
"Get off of her now," Hannah countermanded, seeing the look on Samantha's face displaying her imminent climax.
Mary held onto the coed for dear life while Samantha struggled to break free, just as Fran arrived and pulled Hannah backwards and out of Mary.
"No, no, nooooooo!!" Samantha screamed, as her orgasm exploded through her.
"You useless bitch!" Hannah yelled, as she watched her last teammate coming while she pushed Fran off of her.
"Mary takes the lead by half a point, and Team Red takes the lead by a full point," Josie announced, in awe of Mary's brilliant manipulation of Hannah's pride... she couldn't have done better herself! "It's now two Reds versus Hannah, the lone Aqua."
"Not for long," Hannah said, as she fingered a still very weak and exhausted Fran, who was close to coming.
"No you don't," Mary denied, pulling Hannah away from her last remaining teammate and saying, "Fran, grab a vibe."
"Okay," Fran said, rolling over and reaching for a vibe that was still buzzing, all alone on the mat.
"Help me hold the bitch down," Mary said, as the opportunity to win by taking this bitch down had given her immense stamina and Hulk-like strength. [Author's note: Do I mean Hulk Hogan or The Incredible Hulk? You make the call.]
"No way," Hannah growled, shoving the MILF back.
And for a couple minutes Hannah fought valiantly, but the two Reds eventually got the upper hand, with Mary sitting on the petite bitch while she had Fran fuck the girl's pussy and Hannah kicked her legs frantically but not very effectively, since Fran was managing to stay away from them.
"No, get off of me," Hannah desperately tried to break herself free, as the pleasure inside her was growing.
Mary, with some struggling, extracted the cock that was most recently in her ass from Hannah's harness, quickly spun around on Hannah's chest and shoved it into her mouth, to begin fucking the bitch's mouth with it. "Shut the fuck up!"
Hannah shook her head violently, disgusted to have a cock just in someone's ass in her mouth, but that effort, even though it was momentarily successful, had weakened her resistance down below. "Keep that filthy thing out of my mouth!"
"What? You're not a fan of ass to mouth?" Mary smirked, "you should really give it another try, since all the best sluts love doing it!" as she shoved it back in.
Fran furiously fucked the last remaining Aqua Team member's pussy, and also began slapping her clit, which sent Hannah ballistic! "Fuuuuuuuck!!!"
"Point to Fran, and we have our winners," Josie declared. "Team Red by two orgasms, and Mary by half an orgasm... whatever that would look like!"
Mary rolled off of Hannah, who was still trembling wildly, and cried out, now desperate to come since it wouldn't cost her, "Team Purple, get your losing asses in here and worship Fran and me."
"Go ahead, losers," Josie backed her up. "Since Mary inflicted the most orgasms, she's in charge. But you other Reds, come on up as well to share in your victory!"
A cute brunette with purple stockings crawled between the exhausted Mary's legs and began licking her.
"No, that's way too gentle. Finger bang me!" Mary demanded, desperately needing to come.
The brunette did, while also hungrily eating the impressive MILF's clit.
"Yes, yes, yeeeees," Mary screamed in less than thirty seconds, as she finally exulted in her long-resisted orgasm!
Nearby, Fran screamed a few seconds later, as she came too.
Over the next thirty minutes, Mary pampered herself with four orgasms, three of them oral, and the other one from a wild double penetration fucking worship by Team Purple, none of whom showed any resentment, but they all (except for Hannah) seemed very impressed by Mary's valiant victory.
Zarima received her second orgasm of the evening from Gemma, who she'd chosen after being attracted to her rough aggression in the battle royal.
As Mary lay collapsed on the mat completely spent, Josie announced, "Well everyone, that's all for tonight."
Josie strolled over to Mary, who was still lying on her back giving her pussy a breather from her final orgasm, "That was brilliant, you know."
"What was?" Mary asked, looking up at the extraordinarily pretty sorority president with whom she hoped to share a bed at least once in her life.
"Tricking Hannah into fucking your ass instead of your pussy," Josie said.
"It was a last ditch attempt at survival," Mary said, loving that Josie had caught on to her strategy.
"It was brilliant," Josie smiled, helping the triumphant but exhausted MILF to her feet.
"Thanks," Mary said.
"Stop by my room tomorrow after your classes," Josie ordered. (Well no, it sounded more like an invitation!)
"Yes ma'am," the older woman said to the younger.
"See you then," Josie said, as she left the MILF, returned to her private bedroom, and had one of her Junior pets bring her to multiple orgasms while she watched a recording of the entire wresting orgy on her large screen, focusing her attention on Mary... who was undoubtably the most interesting pledge ever...
Professor Lane strolled over to Mary and said, "That was quite the performance."
"It was survival," Mary smiled.
"I could see that. It was also hot," June said.
"The orgasm you gave me earlier today certainly helped," Mary said with a broader smile.
"Always happy to help," June smiled back, wanting to kiss her right then and there, but not wishing to alert other people to their secret relationship... if it could be called a relationship yet, although she had hopes, and she was certain Mary did too. "I'll see you in class tomorrow."
"Sounds good," Mary said.
"Go get some sleep," June said, walking away.
"You were amazing," Amy approached her mother and said.
"Did you do this when you pledged?"
"Yes, but I sure didn't win. I scored only one point, and our team came in third."
"I need to get to bed," Mary said, her pantyhose ripped and her body sore.
"I can tell. I'll help you get there," Amy said, supporting some of her mother's weight as she led her off the mat, up the stairs and to her bedroom.
Mary didn't even notice Zarima wasn't there. Amy helped her out of her ruined pantyhose and she collapsed into her bed, her daughter tenderly draping a blanket over her naked body.
Amy waited a moment until she heard soft snoring, and she headed out.
Zarima meanwhile was getting fucked by Hannah, who was trying to regain some self esteem after her humiliating loss.
"Take that, you dumb slut," Hannah berated her as she fucked the Muslim MILF hard.
"Yes, fuck me, fuck your dumb slut," Zarima moaned, humiliated by what she was saying, by what she was allowing to happen, and yet feeling the fires of pleasure rising inside her again and again... the more she allowed her carnal lust to lead her, the more alive she felt... the more she felt like the woman she'd always secretly longed to be... a liberated woman, just like her daring and courageous friend Mary.
THE END of Day 3
Coming someday maybe:
Day 4: BBC Heaven @ The Pit
The pledges party at The Pit and experience the power of BBC.
Day 5: Sorority Orgy
The final day of Pledge Week... a full fledged orgy, and if Mary's really lucky, she might even end up sharing a bed with Josie, so keep your fingers crossed for her.
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The Training of Cecelia Ch. 3
Summary: Proud woman begins complete submission tasks for Master.
Note 1: Thanks to TigerSir for suggesting this novella and many of its themes, and for pushing my limits a little.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and TigerSir for editing this ambitious story.
Note 3: This is part three of what I'm certain will become a lengthy novella. Also, although it contains a lot of typical silkstockingslover themes, this one digs deeper into BDSM than I usually venture.
In part one, Cecelia, a CEO with a major ego, is put in her place by a company fixer who sees past her strong-willed female persona to her natural submissive nature, and he begins training her to be a completely submissive slut.
In part two, Cecelia has spent the night at her Master's house, and the next morning she learns the pleasures of bondage, delayed orgasms and anal sex. She also agrees to fulfill seven (as yet unrevealed) tasks over the next seven days for Master Paul.
And now... after her anal submission, she deals with going back to work as a completely submissive slut, ready to fulfill task 1.
I arrived home early on Sunday afternoon... exhausted from the wildest, wickedest and sexually charged night and morning of my entire life!
I stripped down to my stockings, went straight to bed and crashed hard... emotionally, mentally and physically drained.
When I woke after a three-hour nap... feeling surprisingly refreshed and relaxed... even though it followed my gross series of humiliations of the past evening and morning, along with my mindless submission... a major highlight of which was willingly giving up my ass to Master Paul... and it all came flooding back.
Ultimate pleasure unlike anything I'd ever experienced.
The ultimate thrill of my complete and mindless obedience to the first man ever who understood my needs... not just sexually, but also psychologically, and I'm certain in many other ways as well.
The ultimate humiliation of my being bound, used and sodomized with no questions asked... at least not verbally... about what I could or couldn't endure.
Recollecting what had happened made my pussy tingle yet again... even while guilt washed over me.
I'd not only cheated on my husband Joseph... but I'd given another man my unconditional obedience and total access to my body, and especially to my virgin ass.
As if through my guilt God was glaring down at me, my phone buzzed... my ringer was still turned off, I realized. I hustled out of bed, snatched up the phone, and saw my husband was the one calling.
"Hey," I answered, a fresh wave of guilt washing through me.
"You really are taking a serious reprieve from technology," he observed, sounding very concerned.
"Yeah," I agreed, yawning slightly. "I've also been sleeping all afternoon," I said, which was also true.
"It's almost four."
"So it is," I said, glancing at the bedside clock.
"So you're okay?" he asked, sounding genuinely worried.
After a lengthy pause, unsure of what to say, I answered honestly, "I'm a lot of things, but I'm not certain okay is one of them."
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing and everything," I answered, probably sounding like a nut job.
"You're not making much sense."
"I know," I said. "Maybe it's just menopause, but I'm an emotional wreck right now."
"I'll be home tomorrow," he said. "I hope that will help."
"Good, and I think it will, because we need to talk," I said... words I know every man dreads coming from his wife or his woman.
"I'm not sure whether that's good or bad."
"I'm not either; I suppose it depends on how you look at it," I said, knowing I was to blame for all the decisions I'd made, for better or worse... but another factor was his ongoing lack of understanding of me and my needs, since that lack had helped to make me vulnerable enough to make my recent bad decisions... or perhaps they were good ones... I no longer knew which. One puzzle was that while I was talking with Joseph my regret for my sins didn't feel as extreme, yet it wasn't completely gone, either. Which seemed ludicrous; it was probably just my subconscious trying to evade my guilt, but maybe... just maybe... my sexual submission to Master Paul could... dare I even to think it?... save our marriage.
"You're still not making a lot of sense."
"I know," I said. "I think that's because this conversation won't work over the phone, but only when we're face to face."
"That sounds ominous," he recognized accurately.
"Maybe, maybe not. And I'm only being so deliberately vague, because I may have some really good news, or some really bad news," I explained, knowing I wasn't explaining anything, while I wondered how he'd receive the truth... which I didn't plan to hide from him any longer than until tomorrow. He deserved to know the truth, regardless of how well or how badly he reacted, or whatever impact it would have on our marriage.
"This is sounding really, really ominous," he said sounding extremely concerned.
"I know, and I'm sorry I can't tell you any more over the phone, but I promise to make things clear to you tomorrow. I've learned some things about myself," I said. "Or more accurately, I've finally accepted some things about myself I've been in denial about for years."
"Such as?"
"Sorry, but I still need to put you off for now. It's a complicated issue, and we need to discuss it in person," I insisted.
"You have me more than a little worried," he said. And his tone of voice made it clear that he was.
"Actually, I like that you're worried."
"You do?"
"Yes, your growing neglect of me is one of the reasons I went to some rather extreme lengths, which resulted in my discovering some undeniable truths about myself."
"This entire conversation is very cryptic."
"Simply put, I may have found a way to save our marriage."
"What?! Our actual marriage is in trouble?" he asked, sounding astonished.
"You don't think it is?" I asked, answering his question with another question.
"Well..." he said dubiously, followed by a lengthy pause. Then, "I guess things haven't been going as smoothly as they used to," he finally admitted.
"Exactly. And we're both to blame for our marriage gradually dwindling into becoming nothing more than two people living in the same house, sharing minimal affection with each other," I said. "I have some regrets about the part I've played in that, and I believe I've come to accept my responsibility for it... but I refuse to share an unhappy and unfulfilling life with you any longer."
"You're not happy?" he asked, sounding a bit less astonished, but far from pleased about my ominous declaration.
"Are you?" I countered, again answering his question with another one.
"I'm not unhappy."
"Just what every wife wants to hear."
"You just told me you're unhappy," he pointed out.
"I've been unhappy and unsatisfied for a long time, Joseph," I said bluntly, there being no reason to beat around the bush. "But that ends now. Or I guess tomorrow, when we have our talk. I've recently embarked upon a journey of self-actualization and self-acceptance. I'm working towards becoming my authentic self, and there's no way I'm turning back."
"I can't even imagine what that might look like. But whatever it is, I want to take part in that journey with you," he said, sounding rather desperate.
I refused to sugar-coat anything in this conversation... which was only a preliminary one to the actual conversation we'd be having tomorrow. "You may or may not be up to it, hence the need for our heart to heart tomorrow, while we can look each other right in the face. I'm not saying you and I are quits... far from it... and if you are up for it I'll be thrilled, but it's going to be a very intense journey," I warned, truly happy to hear him... unasked... volunteering to be a part of it, sight unseen.
"I'll do anything to keep you, Cecilia," he pledged, sounding concerned, worried, desperate, and still very much in love with me. Which he hadn't been particularly demonstrating for a long time, but hey... if I could respond to an urgent wakeup call, why couldn't he?
And his using my name instead of some generic term, made me smile; it meant he understood I was deadly serious about this. But still... "'Anything' is a pretty big promise," I pointed out... "and pretty all-encompassing,"... knowing secretly at this point that this particular 'anything' would mean his becoming not only a cuckold who'd repeatedly watch me getting fucked by my Master, but would also almost inevitably lead to his becoming a cock-sucking bottom for our Master!
"I realize that, and I repeat: I'll do anything to keep you, Cecilia, you mean everything to me," he said, sounding like he might even start crying.
"I hear your sincerity sweetheart, and I'm touched by it, but fair warning: I'm going to expect an awful lot from you," I accepted his pledge... for now... but also didn't back down from what I'd be requiring from him, feeling both rather guilty about what he was blindly agreeing to, but also feeling a growing sense of power, since it was beginning to look like I could have my cake (Master Paul and all his rigorous training) and eat it too (still remain married to Joseph)! Although Paul had told me he'd already accepted many couples into his stable, and within each couple both the woman and the man had submitted to him unconditionally, within certain mutually agreed upon limits... those limits possibly unique to each couple, I wasn't sure about that point... I hadn't been certain that would be even feasible in Joseph's case... yet now I wondered with some glimmering hope whether it might be.
"I need to become a better man," he volunteered, again without my asking him to.
"Yes, you do," I said, then decided to drop my first hint of what I'd be requiring of him into this conversation. "One requirement will be exploring your feminine side."
"I'll do it," he said without hesitation. Then joked, "Although I have no idea what that will even look like."
"You'll see," I said, recalling as I used the word 'see' my new slut nickname from Master: Seesee... which wasn't as flattering as Barbie, which was the diminutive nickname Paul had given to the Honourable Senator from Massachusetts Barbara Brown... which made me once again wonder whether her husband... a nationally prominent business man... was not only a cuckold to Paul... which he certainly was, even though Paul had only confirmed that fact obliquely... but perhaps also one of his bottoms.
"I love you," Joseph said.
"I love you too," I responded sincerely. "But it's time for those words to be demonstrated with your actions."
"I'll do better," he promised.
"I hope so," I said, not letting him off the hook for his lack of backing up those words with any actions at all in the recent past, where 'recent' meant a decade or so.
"I promise I will," he said earnestly.
"I believe you," I said, "but what I'll be expecting of you will be at least as powerful as our wedding vows. It's a commitment that will bring us closer together if we stay the course, but it will also push our limits."
"You need to tell me what you mean by that," he said.
"I will, I promise; but only in person," I stressed. "I've only given you generalities so far, and we need to discuss any details face to face, like I said."
"Okay," he agreed with a reluctant sigh. "You've gotten me pretty stressed out, you know."
"Good," I said, knowing that comeback was a little mean, but necessary.
I then received a text from Paul. "Honey, give me a moment."
I clicked on the text and read: Remember the rules, slut. In case you don't have them all memorized, here they are again.
I then received nine texts in a row... each one binging loudly enough that Paul would hear it.
I said to Joseph, "Sorry sweetheart, but something came up and I have to go. We'll talk about all this in detail tomorrow night."
"Um, okay, I...." he began, but I hung up... my pussy immediately stimulated just from receiving these emails from Master.
ONE -- you shall obey each and every order I give you without hesitation, within your agreed upon limits, or unless you use your safe word. However, using your safe word too often will necessitate a reassessment of our relationship.
TWO -- you shall wear either a garter belt and stockings, or thigh high stockings at all times, work or play... and of course no panties, unless it's that time of the month.
THREE -- you shall of course maintain your pussy completely smooth -- I dislike stubble, so this means either laser hair removal or waxing.
FOUR -- you shall already be kneeling whenever I arrive and we're not being observed -- unless I show up unexpectedly. And in that case, you shall immediately face me and drop to your knees.
FIVE -- you shall invariably address me as Master, unless you have reason to believe some third party might hear you.
SIX -- you shall read and respond to my texts twenty-four seven.
SEVEN -- we shall cuckold Joseph sometime soon. Meaning we'll have sex right in front of him in such a way there will be no question in his mind we're aware of his presence. You will also play a key role in his submission to me.
EIGHT -- you shall only come with permission from your Master whether I'm present or not, even if you're having sex with your husband.
NINE -- you shall always eat my loads, no matter where I shoot them.
As I reread the rules he'd given me verbally during an early stage of my submission, I felt a literal gush pouring out of my pussy.
He then texted me again: And now for TEN -- all three of your fuck holes are to be available to me whenever I wish, wherever I wish, and with whomsoever I wish. For my part, I commit to never placing your career or your physical safety at risk -- although occasionally it may appear at first that I am.
The 'whenever' and 'wherever' excited me... the 'with whomsoever' a little less so. Having sex with another woman wasn't really cheating, in my view... my husband didn't have a pussy to offer me after all, nor could he ever eat a pussy anywhere near as well as a woman could. But on the other hand, cheating on him with Master, although that was undoubtably considered infidelity, and even legal grounds for divorce, I saw as my taking necessary steps towards saving my marriage. Only through finding myself and exploring my sexuality with the knowledgeable and demanding Master Paul, could I ever find any contentment at work, at home, and in my marriage.
I texted back: Of course, Master Paul. I accept all ten of these rules, plus any subsequent ones you may choose to issue to me in the future.
I stared at my phone and the three dots... indicating he was keeping the line open with me... for over five minutes... before at last he responded: Good girl. You may give yourself an orgasm for your obedience. But you must use an object for penetration not usually considered a sex toy, take and send me a picture of it deep inside your pussy; and after coming, another of you licking your juices off of it.
Somehow... even following the complete pleasure assault upon my body last night, and again this morning... my pussy was still tingling with need!
I responded: Thank you, Master Paul.
After agreeing to Master's generous and unexpected offer, I wasn't sure what I should actually use. I googled, because everything is on google, and found more than one authentic website article offering suggestions: washing machine, bedpost, tv remote, calculator, coffee pot (I couldn't fathom how), candlestick holder, bicycle seat, table leg, chair arm, doorknob, plunger, wine bottle, coke bottle, end of a bed (again, huh?), pillow, spoon, stir stick, whisk, rolling pin, sharpie, candle (unsanitary... actually many of these were likely unsanitary), broomstick, curling iron, hairbrush handle, turkey baster, flashlight, hammer, screwdriver, or even a wrench.
Just as I was shaking my head at many of those offerings, I encountered a long list of vegetables: cucumber, carrot, banana, zucchini, celery, radish, leeks, eggplants and summer squash.
I shook my head again....
With none of those offerings striking me as ideal choices, I found another website focussing on household objects being utilised as discreet sex toys. A showerhead, which I'd used on more than one occasion; a bathtub faucet, which I'd never thought about using; an electric toothbrush, which was intriguing, and something I had used; a spatula, which they pointed out could be used to fuck a pussy or to spank an ass: a multi-purpose tool; and a running blender... which was intriguing.
I considered my washing machine as an option... I'd seen the odd movie scene where a woman leaned her pussy against the washing machine or even just sat it, but my instruction from Master was to fuck myself with something inside my pussy, and there was no way even a rounded corner of this appliance could penetrate me.
So no showerhead either, even though I really wanted to use that. Then an idea came to me: I could fuck myself in the shower with something else... while also using the powerful stream of my showerhead to add some extra zing!
Still essentially naked, I went through the house, and upon checking the kitchen, I discovered I needed to go shopping, since I had no cucumbers or zucchinis on hand, and the only fruit appropriately shaped was a banana; and that was going brown, so it wasn't solid enough to do the job.
So after going through my utensils drawer, I choose a wide wooden spoon. It was super long and wide, and I figured once I had it inside me, I could rotate it around as I fucked myself with it.
Still wearing my stockings, I went back upstairs and to the shower... turned it on... turned the showerhead to a pulse stream that was rather like a firehose at full blast... and then I stepped into the shower, and allowed the showerhead's torrent to work its magic.
"Oooooh," I moaned, and as the warm water pounded directly on my slit, I slid the bowl of the spoon inside my pussy.
I then held the showerhead with one hand while I fucked myself with the other, turning the handle as I plunged it back and forth to really stimulate my insides. The water pressure, my horniness, and the spoon fucking had me at a fever's pitch in only a few heartbeats.
I reached for my phone (fortunately a waterproof model), which I'd placed on the other side of the curtain, and I took a picture of my pussy with the wooden spoon deep inside of it, as the intense warm spray hammered my clit and my pussy.
I set the phone back down, and resumed furiously fucking myself with the spoon, pumping and twisting it around while aiming the intensely focused spay directly against my sensitive clit... which resulted in yet another orgasm in my shorter than twenty-four hour banquet of sexual pleasure.
I dropped the showerhead as I leaned back against the shower wall, and just allowed the orgasm to continue cascading through me for the longest time.
Once it was done, I reached for my phone again, and filmed myself pulling the impressively large spoon out for extra effect, and then sucked my cum off of it... which I had to admit tasted pretty good. I also snapped a couple of pictures with the spoon in my mouth, before I sent Master all of the pics and the video.



I dried off, changed into some dry stockings, and headed downstairs to order some food, no way I was going to cook tonight, and read over some business reports that had been sent to me over the past couple of days.
I was lying in my bed, feeling pretty exhausted, by nine o'clock. Master Paul had never responded to, or even acknowledged my pics and video. So wanting some validation from someone, I sent the video to my husband with a caption, "Making do without you." I then chuckled when I realized it rhymed.
A few minutes later I did receive a satisfying response: Holy shit!
I responded: Holy shit hot, or holy shit what the fuck?
He answered: Holy shit it's so hot, and I wish I was there.
I responded, foreshadowing my intent for tomorrow, although he wouldn't catch on at all: I can't wait to fuck you!!! But now I need to get some rest.
He responded: I just bet you do! Good night.
I texted back Good night, slipped under the covers, and quickly fell asleep.
Monday... Task 1
Nervousness and eagerness swirled through me as I drove to work the morning after the previous morning after... musing somewhat about my having broken my vows in a major way and my resulting guilt... but that was just a speck in the back of my mind, as I obsessed about what Paul might have in store for me today... my overriding lust and natural submissive nature controlling my thoughts.
He'd told me I had seven days ahead of me... with an assigned task to perform on each of those days... but he hadn't said a solitary word about what they might be! Not even a hint, although it seemed obvious they'd be sexual in some fashion or other.
Seven tasks, and since the taboo wickedness of being sodomized wasn't one of them... been there, done that, and I'd do it again in a heartbeat... but it wouldn't be breaking any new ground... so I couldn't fathom what the actual tasks could be. Not a clue.
I was nevertheless excited about the possibilities of exploring my sexual submission even more deeply in some as yet unknown fashion, and my pussy was already wet before I even arrived at work... although I also felt a little tentative.
I was also nervous about what could conceivably make my being fucked anally so roughly fade into the background of seeming like only the beginning of my even more challenging training.
I'd already been bound.
I'd already been teased ruthlessly.
I'd already been fucked by a man who wasn't my husband.
I'd already lost my anal virginity.
I'd already been used like a cheap slut.
Yet... somehow all of that was to become only the beginning.
When I arrived at work, Karen was seated at her desk looking very pleased with herself, and she greeted me warmly, asking, "How was your weekend?"
"Rejuvenating and life altering," I answered rather cryptically.
"Meaning you fucked Mr. Stevenson?" she asked bluntly.
"Pardon?" I asked, having heard her, but I really wasn't expecting that question right out of the blue.
"It was pretty obvious," Karen added, knowing I'd heard and understood the question.
"What was obvious?" I asked, stressed that if she'd seen through me and my lust for Paul, who else had? Had I been that transparent? That pathetic?
"How badly you wanted his dick," Karen smiled. "It was almost as much as you always want my pussy, now that we've broken the ice."
"I could use some breakfast," I dissembled with a smile, wanting to change the subject, and thus evade her question.
"I'd love for you to eat my cunt," Karen said, "but Mr. Stevenson is already in your office, and one of my other pets is already enjoying her breakfast Besides, I wonder if he'll even let me have you now, if your weekend went like I'm sure it did.
"There's a pet under your desk?" I asked, "Right now?" unable to see who was under her desk, busying herself between her legs.
"There is," she said. "And now she too knows you lick my cunt."
"Who is she?" I asked, needing to know. Or at least really wanting to.
"That's for me to know, and for her to know, and for you to find out in due course," Karen stonewalled me. After a pause, she added, "I believe I mentioned that Mr. Stevenson is waiting for you."
I sighed. "I think you're enjoying all of this a little too much."
"All of what?" she asked rhetorically. "The pet between my legs? Yes indeed. And knowing you're now Mr. Stevenson's slut? Hell, yeah!"
"I'm not a slut for Mr. Stevenson," I lied.
Obviously my lie wasn't too convincing, since she just gave me a knowing smirk and drawled, "Hmmm.... mmmm."
I sighed again. By not denying it a second time, I'd probably only confirmed her assumption before I proceeded into my office. At least my secret was safe with her... and supposedly also with whichever of her pets she chose to share the knowledge with. Oh well.
"Good morning, Mr. Stevenson," I greeted, closing my door.
"Hi, slut. Are you breaking the rules already?" he replied, and with just that simple question, I learned our sexual game of submission wouldn't be restricted to non-office hours.
"Are we not keeping our relationship at work professional?" I asked, concerned about blurring the lines... a line I'd already blurred completely with Karen, which had already triggered someone else knowing about her CEO's lesbian play.
"The rules are clear about how you're to address me whenever we're alone," he pointed out.
"I'm sorry, Master," I apologized.
"Okay, you now have the mode of address correct. But what else are you required to do whenever I enter a room?"
"But I entered the room," I pointed out.
"Semantics," he sighed. "I'd thought you were a lot smarter than that."
"I'm so sorry, Master," I apologized again, as I dropped to my knees.
"And now you're a good slut," he approved.
"Thank you, Master," I said, being called a slut by him by this time always triggering some tingling in my pussy.
"Come here and suck my cock, Seesee," he ordered.
"Yes, Master," I replied, instantly shifting into my submissive role, as I crawled over to him and to my desk, wincing ever so slightly at my new slut nickname 'Seesee'. I suspected it would grow on me, but I hadn't gotten there yet.
He rolled my chair back, and I crawled inside the knee well of my desk, fished out his cock when he rolled my (his for now) chair forward again, and began sucking.
"That's it Seesee," he moaned. "You really are beginning to become a good slut."
"Thank you, Master," I said, briefly removing his cock from my mouth to respond.
Speed-shifting from approving to dictatorial, he growled, "Did I give you permission to stop sucking my cock, you dumb slut?"
"No, Master," I answered.
"Suck it until I tell you to stop," he said. "That seems pretty simple to me. But in case it isn't, if your mouth isn't free because it's busy servicing me, you needn't acknowledge anything I say unless it's a question. And right now, I'm quite deliberately not asking you if that's clear."
I didn't say a word, as I obeyed him and resumed sucking his wonderful cock.
"That's better," he said. "Now be absolutely quiet for a while. I need to make a phone call."
So for the next fifteen minutes he chatted with someone about investing, apparently including some high value buying and selling. I just tuned out and focused on slowly sucking his cock, assuming he only wanted me to keep him hard, not to make him come.
But eventually, without any warning, and my cock sucking never being too fast or aggressive, he shot his load... which slid right down my throat. I was surprised, but fortunately not inept enough to cough and spit and thus humiliate myself!
I continued sucking and nursing his cock for a few more minutes, extracting every drop of cum he'd made available to me, before he pulled out, rolled out his chair and ordered, not unkindly this time, "Get ready; we're meeting with your board in fifteen minutes."
"That's today?" I asked, even though it was obvious.
"Yeah," he said, standing up.
I crawled out and worried aloud, still on my knees, of course, "But I usually spend an entire week preparing for a board meeting."
"Which is part of the problem," he said. "By the way, you have my permission to stand up now and speak freely, since we've switched to talking business. Primarily, anyway."
I stood up and asked, "How so?"
"Because an effective presentation needs to be more than just a memorized speech and a bunch of numbers recited robotically," he said, "people always respond far better to a back-and-forth conversation than they do to a lecture," and he then bent me over the desk, presumedly not to discuss business.
I wondered if he was going to fuck me. But instead, he pulled a toy I'd never seen before from my desk, and lubed it up. He then slowly slid it into my ass... it wasn't big enough to cause me any major discomfort.
"You shall wear this all day, including during the board meeting, to remind yourself not to be a pain in my ass," he said, slapping my bottom and sending it deeper inside me.
"But it might fall out," I said, since I wasn't allowed to wear panties anymore.
"I brought you a thong," he said, as he started to walk out. "It's in the righthand drawer."
"Yes, Master," I said, wondering how I was supposed to manage walking around with a butt plug in my ass, never mind addressing the board at all sensibly.
"You might want to walk around your office and practice a bit," he suggested.
"Good call, Master," I nodded, and I stood up straight.
"When is your husband arriving home?" he asked.
"Today," I answered, "I should see him shortly after I get home from work," as I began slowly moving around, and since I was walking like a stiff board, I said, "I'm not sure I can do this."
"Well, you are going to do it, so figure it out," he said. "And right now, you're walking around like you've got a plug in your ass."
"I do have a plug in my ass," I pointed out.
"So tonight you're to have sex with your husband, but you mustn't come."
"That shouldn't be a problem," I said wryly, since coming from having sex with my husband was a needle in the haystack approach to sex.
"And you'll tell him you want an open marriage," he added. "Plus you'll convince him to agree. That's your task number one for your day number one."
"Oh," I said flatly.
"Is there a problem?"
"No, I guess not," I answered doubtfully, since I had no idea how I could bring that up without just blurting it out, even though I'd made it clear last night we needed to talk about something. I still wasn't exactly clear about what we needed to talk about... or more accurately, what I should and shouldn't explain to him.
"But you will not tell him about me, or even that you have a master," he added.
"Oh?" I said, this time in the manner of a question. I was walking around the entire time we were discussing this, and our conversation did distract my attention from the plug in my ass.
"Yes," he said. "That reveal needs to come at a later date. I think it's best to transition him gradually into becoming a willing cuckold; one step at a time."
"Okay," I said.
"Okay, what?" he asked in an annoyed tone.
"Okay, Master," I responded properly.
"Better, bimbo," he said.
"But Master..." I said, then waited for permission to continue.
"What?" he asked, sounding like I was wearing down his patience.
"What exactly should I tell him?" I asked, totally willing to obey him, yet totally unsure about how to go about it.
"That's for you to figure out," he said. "But by the time we meet tomorrow, you'll need to have secured his agreement to an open marriage."
"Okay," I said, still without a clue about how to approach such a... task, I guessed it was. The task for Day One.
He walked out of the office.
I walked around inside of the office.
I don't think I've ever gotten completely accustomed to having something lodged in my ass... yet within the few minutes I had for practicing, I was managing to move around while not looking too much like I had something stuck up my ass... and ironically, I realized many people must have looked at me during the past couple of years at least, thinking I did have something stuck up my ass... such as a stick.
Karen came in and asked, "So... did Mr. Stevenson fuck you this morning?"
"No, Karen," I said, which was the truth.
"So he just made you suck his cock, then," she concluded.
I ignored the question, but pointlessly since my face went beet red, and asked, "What can I do for you?"
"I'll take that as a yes," she surmised.
'Fine then, yes he did, and it wasn't a request, but a requirement! So I sucked his cock from under my desk while he sat in my chair and chatted on the phone with who the hell knows, and when he eventually blew his load in my mouth, I swallowed it right down," I snapped. "Is that what you wanted to hear?"
"Yeah, good job," she approved. "You lucky girl! Is he big? I just know he's got to be big!"
"Eight inches long, really fat, and fuck does he know how to use it," I said, finally getting up the gumption to speak openly with her about my complete sexual submission. I mean if I couldn't speak openly with Karen about this, who else did I have? I certainly couldn't phone the Honourable Barbara Brown for a chat... she'd been very pleasant to me yesterday morning, and she seemed to know all the ins and outs about dominance and submission from both viewpoints, but we hadn't established that close of a relationship.
"Fucking nice," she said. "So since you've decided to share, has he fucked you yet?"
"In all three holes," I bragged, thinking it odd I'd be proud of such a thing.
"You let him fuck your ass?" she burst out in surprise.
"'Let' is hardly the right word."
"What would be?" she asked curiously.
"Took," I said.
"He took your ass against your will?" she asked, now looking concerned.
"No, I definitely didn't object," I said, "but he did have me bound and totally helpless, and the mean fucker wouldn't take my ass until I was begging him to do it!"
"That's the hottest thing I have ever heard!" Karen said. "Now my cunt is all wet again."
"That was yesterday morning. And on Saturday night he didn't fuck my ass, but he did bind my hands and feet behind me so I couldn't move a muscle... except for the ones I needed for screaming my lungs out and begging for more... and then he made me come so many times I literally passed out," I continued, loving this chance to share the most amazing weekend of my life with someone simpatico to BDSM.
"You are one lucky slut," she declared as she hopped onto my desk and spread her legs. "And why are you walking so weird?"
As I stood up straight, the toy moving inside me as I did, I answered, "Damn! It's still that obvious, then."
"What is?"
"A few minutes ago Paul stuck a butt plug in my ass," I answered, "and I need to keep it there for the rest of the day," feeling a little ashamed to admit it... even though I'd already admitted to being bound and sodomized and loving it, and I was about to lick my secretary's pussy.
"Shit, he's really kinky," she said, obviously impressed.
"You can't even imagine half of it," I said, thinking of my seven tasks, of which I still only knew task one, plus the long-term plan to cuckold my husband, and even to turn him into a cock sucking bottom.
"Well, I'll pleasure you later for your frank honesty, it's been a real treat," she said, and then she glanced at the clock. "But you'd better get going, or you're going to be late."
"Shit," I said, also looking at the clock.
"Hurry," she urged.
"Yeah, I've got to go," I said as I left the office in a rush. It wasn't until I was inside the elevator when I remembered I'd given Paul a blow job this morning. Was my makeup wrecked? Would people be able to smell his jizz on my breath? I looked into the elevator door, which gave back somewhat of a reflection, and it looked like my makeup was at least passable.
The elevator opened, and I'd planned to visit the washroom first, but a secretary said as soon as I arrived on the floor, "They're all waiting for you, Mrs. Durden."
"Thank you, Mrs...." I began, but then realized I had no idea what her name was, even though she'd had been the board chair's secretary for the entire time I'd worked here.
"Just go on in," she said, looking not at all surprised at my gaffe.
"I'm sorry, I'm trying to make some self-improvements, including finally getting to know all the employees here. Please tell me your name?" I requested apologetically.
"Valerie Anderson," she told me, a little surprised by my reaching out as if I were a real person, instead of a stick-up-the-ass bitch. (Ironically.)
"Well Valerie, please call me Cecilia from now on," I offered.
"Well Cecilia, you're now late," she said, not all that impressed.
"Right, thanks," I said, striding into the room, focusing on appearing confident, ignoring the plug in my ass the best that I could.
For the next forty-five minutes the board asked me about my vision for the company, six month targets, and my thoughts on the changes we'd made recently. Thanks to Paul and his reminder about what my job actually was, I was able to answer all their questions with thoughtful, sometimes inspiring answers... including discussing a possible company retreat I'd recently thought of, and our hiring more women and minorities into positions of power.
I left feeling very good about myself, even though I heard the board chair telling Paul he'd done a great job... which he hadn't said to me.
Back in my office, I collapsed into my chair and screamed in pain, having forgotten I had that damned plug in my ass... having gotten used to it during the meeting, having been on my feet the entire time.
Karen hurried in, asking, "Are you okay?"
"Yeah," I said sheepishly.
"Forgot you were wearing the butt plug?"
"Yeah," I repeated, pain still burning through me.
"It happens," she smiled, just as Paul walked in.
"Mr. Stevenson," Karen nodded formally.
"Mrs. Walden," he nodded back, equally formally.
Karen left and closed the door. Paul looked at me for a long second before I realized what he was expecting. I slid off of my chair and onto my knees beside, not behind, my desk.
As he strolled over to me, he asked, "How do you think that went?"
"It went well, really well," I said, although his tone made me start to second guess myself.
He stood in front of me, so I took the hint and fished out his cock, as he asked, "Why do you think so?""
"Because they seemed receptive to my ideas, they nodded when they should have nodded, and they didn't question me in a negative way at all," I summarized, none of which had happened for quite a while.
"True, true," he said, as he slid his cock into my mouth. "And I concur. You did do very well."
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned in response, this time without backing away from his cock. This was the second time I'd sucked it today, and it wasn't even lunchtime yet.
"Unfortunately, they think those were all my ideas," he said as he pulled out of my mouth.
"They do?" I said, disappointed. He'd forced me to rethink and to reflect on my leadership qualities, or lack thereof, but everything I'd said in there had been tactical, not managerial, and so they were all my own ideas.



"Yes, so now we need to prove to them they're yours," he said. "I don't take credit where it isn't due."
"Well," I said, as I lovingly stroked his cock, "you did make me see the error of my ways."
He pulled me up, spun me around, bent me over my desk, tugged my thong to the side, and slid his cock into my pussy. All of which took less than three seconds.
"Oh yesss," I moaned.
"Yes, I did. That's my job," he said. "Your job is to accept my guidance and to make the necessary decisions."
"That's exactly what I'm doing," I moaned, his cock feeling so damn good in my pussy... with the plug in my ass enhancing the pleasure.
"I know, I know," he said. "So your next task is to take your plans and ideas that the board approved today, and to make them into reality."
"That's the plan, all right," I agreed, so frustrated that the dumb as fuck board had listened politely and even heard everything I said, and yet they didn't have any faith that it was my vision, instead of thinking I was just parroting back things Paul had come up with and told me about.
"Does Karen know you're my cum slut?" he asked, changing the topic completely.
"Yes," I moaned.
"Good, that will make things easier."
"Are you going to turn her into your slut too?" I asked, certain Karen would submit to him without hesitation.
"No, no," he said. "I'm quite selective about the sluts I own. But we will see if she's interested in joining us for some fun under my direction."
"So you're saying I should feel privileged?" I asked as he slammed into me.
"Are you not?" he asked, pausing deep inside me.
"Oh, definitely I am. I was just being playful," I whined. "Just please don't stop fucking your dumb slut."
"Don't forget it," he admonished. "You're a smart woman and a beautiful one, but you were also a lost woman before I found you and took you under my eagle's wing."
"Yes, Master," I agreed, his words so true.
"And as I've mentioned before, numerous times I guess by now, we're just getting started," he added, as he fucked me hard and deep.
"Yes, Master," I moaned, my orgasm rising quickly, and so I pushed the business bullshit out of my head and focused on the blessed cock hammering away inside me.
For two or three minutes he just fucked me... before I asked, in a desperate tone, "May I come, Master?"
"You may come," he gifted me generously.
"Thank you, Maaaaaster," I responded, coming before I could even finish my three-word response.
"You're such a good slut," he said, continuing to fuck me.
"Yes, Master," I moaned, loving his left-handed and unique compliments.
As my orgasm quaked through me, he kept fucking me, and then asked, "Ready for my load?"
"Yes, Master, please fill my cunt with your cum," I said, dying to feel his cock pulse and unload his seed deep inside me.
"Here it comes," he grunted, just before he filled me with his load.
"Thank you Master, fill your slut's cunt with your big load," I moaned as he did just that.
Once he was spent, he pressed the intercom button and ordered, "Karen, please come in here."
"Yes, Mr. Stevenson," my secretary responded.
"Don't move, slut," he ordered.
"No Master, I won't," I complied, our combined cum beginning to leak out of me as my orgasm just now began to wither.
I remained splayed across my desk, my naked ass fully visible, as was my butt plug, when Karen walked in and gasped, "Oh my!"
"Oh my, indeed. Karen, since you clearly realize Mrs. Durden is my slut, and I clearly realize she took unfair advantage of you for several years from her position of power, how would you like to participate in our games? In return, I shall ensure you are well satisfied and rewarded. You may always decline, but the games end if you do. Plus, since both you and my slut could destroy each other's careers if you wished, but you obviously don't, I assume we shall have your absolute discretion as well."
"I'd love to join you Mr. Stevenson, and I'd never tell a soul," she said with a big, excited smile, while I winced at knowing one of her other pussy-licking pets had overheard our revealing conversation a few hours earlier.
"Then come here and clean up the mess Mrs. Durden created, Mrs. Walden," he instructed.
"Yes sir," she smiled, "right away," and she walked up to my desk, giving me a wicked smile.
"I'll be gone for the rest of the day," he said.
"Okay," I said, not sure whether to call him Mr. Stevenson or Master in this new situation.
Karen went behind me and began lapping up the cream pie. "Mmmmm, delicious!"
"Okay what, you dumb slut?" Paul demanded, obviously making a statement to me as well as to Karen.
"Okay, Master Paul," I corrected myself obsequiously, "I heard and understood you," as Karen sucked Paul's and my cum out of me.
"Better," he said, and he opened and then closed the door, and was gone.
"Shit, he's got you totally under his thumb, and that was fucking nasty hot to listen to," Karen said, as she kept licking up and swallowing down my cream pie, shoving her tongue in deep, and venturing up to lick around the plug in my ass, where some sweat had accumulated
"Humiliating too," I moaned, her tongue making me feel so good!
"They often go together," she said while sucking cum out of me like a vacuum. "Plus, a generous dose of humiliation can feel very good."
"So I'm learning," I agreed.
Karen eventually returned to work, and I spent the remainder of the day composing detailed proposals to flesh out my new strategic vision, so it could actually be put into practice. It was quite exhilarating, since my sexual awakening had also awakened my rejuvenated passion for excelling at business. Despite having experienced my own complete submission, I felt incredibly powerful right now. And the dichotomy was exhilarating!
It even felt like I was that young intern I once was, striving to prove myself all over again. Ready to take on and change the world. Ready to knock down any walls standing in my way, including completing my seven sexual tasks, which tonight included convincing my husband to agree to an open marriage.
I arrived home, having picked up a couple of takeout Italian dishes since I didn't have time to cook, and I was just setting the table, when Joseph walked in the door.
I went over and gave him a big hug and a kiss. "Welcome home, honey."
"You look beautiful," he said.
"Thanks," I smiled. "You don't, but it would just be silly if you did."
We ate dinner, we chatted about work, and I told him about the new fire in my belly about my job... even telling him all about Paul... although I left out that entire part about 'he's my Master now, and I'm his three-hole fuck slut twenty-four seven, and soon he'll be fucking you too, and...'
I then announced, as I crawled under the kitchen table and fished out his cock, "I think I'm ready for dessert."
"Oh my," he moaned, since I never did this anymore... for years!
"I've missed you, little soldier," I said to his cock, kissing the head before swirling my tongue around his entire cock.
Joseph had a very nice eight-inch cock... which had always been enough for me... back when he'd been willing to give it to me... except if only I could teach him to use it better. Maybe Master Paul could order Joseph to do certain things to me, or together they could DP me? That lovely idea got me to sucking even harder on his cock, trying to devour every inch, until I gagged with it partway into my throat. Which was a shame, since I knew I could do better, and I'd soon prove it.
"What's gotten into you?" he asked.
"Not your big cock, nearly often enough," I said as I slithered my tongue downwards and back up his cock.
"Then we'll need to rectify that," he said, as I took his cock back in my mouth and this time successfully deep-throated him... then counted methodically to ten while all eight of his inches were deep in my mouth, with three of them lodged in my throat.
"MMmmmmmmm," I moaned, making his cock quake from my vibrations.
"Oh God," he groaned, as I then began to bob on his cock like the cum-hungry slut I'd recently become, pounding it against my throat with each thrust to make those slutty sounds one often hears in a porno clip.
As I'd expected, it didn't take much more than a couple of minutes before he warned, "I'm about to come." Normally I'd pull myself away and jerk him off into my cupped palm before going off to dispose of it -- but not this time!
I didn't slow down, and I swallowed his salty load with ease while he spewed it into me.
"Jesus," he groaned, as I took every drop down my throat, then opened my mouth like a little kid to show him it was all gone.
Once we were both done, I backed off and said, "That was a yummy treat, my darling."
"I'm sorry I came so soon," he apologized.
I stepped out from under the table, licked my lips and said, "No worries, I guess I'm just that good." I then proceeded to French kiss him, mainly to assess his reaction to tasting himself inside my mouth. He passed the exam handily by Frenching me right back!
"Yes, you certainly are," he agreed, either unfazed, or in shock from what had just transpired, "but what's happened to you?
"Or in other words, we really do need to talk," I segued.
"Words no man ever wants to hear from his wife," he said, with a slight wince, and concern crossing his face.
"First off, I love you sincerely," I said. "And it's really important for you to know that."
"I love you too, Cecelia," he said, looking increasingly nervous.
"But..." I said, taking his hand and leading him upstairs, without encountering any resistance from him.
"That is the worst word ever to hear, following a declaration of love," he pointed out.
"I know, I know," I said. "But... I've recently experienced a complete awakening."
"What does that even mean?" he asked, as we reached the bedroom. "Are you about to give me some more riddles with no answers?"
"No, no riddles tonight, just straight talk, like I promised you over the phone. In a nutshell, it means that... I now know what I want and what I need," I continued, as I pulled my dress off and posed for him, wearing just stockings and a thong.
"God, you're beautiful," he said, staring at my body.
"Thank you, but here's the start of the straight talk we both deserve. For too long you've ignored my needs... and I'm speaking principally about sex... and through some hard-hitting therapy, I've come to accept that I need more than you can possibly give me," I explained, as I slid the thong down my legs.
"What do you mean?" he said, trying to process what I was saying, while also admiring his sexy wife.
"For instance..." I said, and then turned around and bent over the bed, showing him the plug still in my ass.
"You have something inside your ass?" he said as a perplexed question.
"I do," I nodded, and I wiggled my ass. "And if you're a very good boy, you may get the chance to slam your big cock up my asshole, someday soon."
"Oh God," he groaned, his cock still hard in his pants.
"And you can come close and fuck me tonight, but only if you agree to just one thing," I said as I placed my hand between my legs and began rubbing my pussy.
"Anything," he said, already climbing out of his pants.
"What I require from you incorporates a little bit of everything," I said.
"Like what?" he asked, his pants now off and his socks quickly following... since he already knew how much I hated a man wearing socks during sex.
"Well, through some therapy, I've at long last come to grips with who I really am," I said.
"Yes, you've said that. But who are you?"
"For one thing, and probably the most important thing, I'm a sexual being who hasn't had her needs met by her husband in many years," I revealed.
"Oh," he said.
"And maybe you never have," I added.
"Cecilia," he said, looking and sounding wounded.
"However, it's not all your fault," I reassured, slinking up to him.
"I'm not certain I understand."
"Well..." I said, and then paused before finally blurting out, "The main thing, is I want an open marriage."
"What?" he asked, clearly shocked to be hearing this, as I grabbed his cock.
"I want us both to be free to fuck other people without any recriminations from each other," I said bluntly, deciding it was time just to be frank and honest. From this moment on, it was either going to go well, or we'd have no choice but to end our marriage. And as I awaited his response, I knew I'd just stated exactly what I wanted... what I knew I needed... and now there was no going back.
"You're saying it's okay with you if I have sex with other people?" he said, looking at me baffled.
"Yes," I answered, "and also the other way around, of course," not giving away even a hint that I'd already had sex with other people... with lots of women and, of course, all that recent life-changing sex with Master Paul.
"I don't know," he said, "is this a trap?"
"Honey," I said, stroking his cock, which had remained hard ever since the blow job, "this is no trap. I just can't live the rest of my life having sex with nobody but you."
"You can't?" he asked, looking hurt again. "But why not?"
"No, I can't," I said, "because I love you, but I see sex as an integral extension of myself, and even though you occasionally show the odd hint of being the man I need... you simply cannot give me all that I need."
"W-w-what do you need?" he asked, as I stroked his cock... which... yes... was still hard.
"I'm convinced I can only thrive with a man or a woman who can completely dominate me and use me like a nasty cum slut," I said, now letting it all hang out, and now getting turned on by this conversation. "Someone who'll face fuck me until tears are running down my face and slobber is pouring down my chin, and who'll drill my asshole, cum all over my face, and call me nasty names."
"A man or a woman?" he asked, that detail apparently more shocking to him than everything else I'd just described... men! Go figure!
"Yes, I'm convinced I'd submit sexually to a woman just as easily and unconditionally as I would to a man," I revealed, keeping it hypothetical, even though in actuality I'd done both, as I kept stroking his cock. "But to turn this discussion on its head... does it excite you to imagine me on my knees eating another woman's cunt?" I asked wickedly.
"Ohhhh," he moaned.
"Tell me, Joseph," I encouraged, while I rubbed my fingers around his cock head, which was becoming slick with his precum. "Would you enjoy watching me submit to another person? Would you get off on it?"
"I don't know," he moaned, as I worked his cock good.
"Say it, honey, tell me I have your permission to eat another woman's pussy, to get fucked by a strap-on, and to be fucked by another man," I elaborated.
"Ohhhhh," he moaned, so close to coming, from just my hand and my hot speculations.
"Say it, Joseph, tell your sweetheart I can fuck whomever I want, wherever I want, and however I want, or better yet... to do everything some Master or Mistress requires of me," I demanded, pausing my fingers, stopping them from doing their magic.
"Yes, yes, yes," he answered, clearly desperate to come.
"And sometimes you can watch," I added as I resumed teasing his cock head, before I dropped down and took his cock in my mouth, and after only three bobs, yes just three, he erupted into my mouth... so apparently I wasn't getting fucked tonight. Not that I minded... I wasn't allowed to come anyway.
Once I swallowed his second load in just fifteen minutes, which meant he was definitely done for the day, and his coming so soon the second time was intriguing, I stood up and summarized, "So we now have an open marriage."
"You were actually serious about that?" he asked, looking a bit dumbfounded.
"I actually was," I stated. "And you must like the idea too, since you came twice within fifteen minutes."
"That was because I missed you," he offered inanely.
"And I missed you," I said, and then looked down at his cock and added, "I missed you too, little man."
"But I'm not enough for you?" he asked, looking sorely wounded.
"No, you're not, and you never could be," I admitted. "I need a man or a woman... or both... who's willing and able to use me like a complete whore."
"I could learn to do that," he offered bravely.
"I wish that were true," I said sympathetically. "But we both know you're too nice of a guy to force yourself into dominating me like a cheap three-hole cum slut, and to really put your heart and soul into it. I absolutely crave to be utterly owned, and to be used sexually for someone else's pleasure,"
"So you really do want... and need... an open marriage?" he asked, still processing.
"I do," I nodded. "I don't want a divorce, since I love you so much, but if I can't have an open marriage, I don't think I can survive remaining with you. Now that I know the truth about myself, I'd just be miserable all the time."
After a long pause, he said sheepishly, "Okay."
"Okay, what?" I asked.
"Okay, we can have an open marriage," he stated unequivocally.
I kissed him hard. "Great!" I said, and promised, "You won't regret it."
"I think I already do," he said.
"Trust me," I said. "We need this. Not just me, but you do too."
"So you've been seeing a therapist?" he asked.
"Something like that," I said vaguely, since my ad hoc therapist was Master Paul Stevenson. "I'll tell you everything over time. But right now, I need to take a shower."
"Okay," he nodded, looking completely overwhelmed from our conversation.
I kissed him again and headed to the shower, where I texted Master Paul: Master, he's agreed. I now have an open marriage!
The end of chapter 3
Up next: Task two, plus.
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Summary: Submissive boss gets her first double penetration.
Note 1: Thanks to Breezy who came up with the idea for this fun tale.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Note 3: This is the part three of a four part series.
In part 1, The Intern: An Anal Seduction, a BBW, Judy, who is sexually frustrated from the neglect of her husband of twenty years goes online to explore and ends up being the submissive pet of her much younger sexy intern... beginning the journey to sexual submission and anal exploration.
In part 2, The Intern: An Anal Training, Judy continues to explore anal sex and ultimate submission to her young Mistress and her fat cock Master... all with plans to have her ass trained properly for her husband's nine and a half inch cock... which will happen in this final chapter.
The Intern: Anal Deep DP
THURSDAY MORNING
Judy walked into the office, plug still in her ass, wondering what today would bring.
Unlike the last couple of mornings, Marcy was in the office when she arrived.
"Close and lock the door," Marcy said, sitting at her boss's desk, her strap-on harness already around her waist for the morning ass fucking she planned for her pet... and generously lubed... although she assumed the plug would have her properly gaped for the fucking. She was always the first to pound a virgin ass... always. Of course, it was Ryan who would tear it apart later. Although this time, there was to be a deviation to the plan as she had decided that her pet's husband would get his wife's ass before Ryan.
"Do we have time to play this morning?" Judy asked, knowing there was a big meeting this morning, but hoping they could squeak in some pussy for breakfast.
"I believe we do," Marcy said. "Get in the position for a good morning fucking, my dirty ass slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Judy said, just seeing Marcy, then seeing Marcy stand up with a cock around her waist and then hearing her wicked tongue instantly making her pussy burn... getting fucked as good as eating pussy.
"Can you fathom that a week ago you were a boring prude bitch whose cunt was shriveling up like a raisin in the sun?" Marcy asked, as she walked behind her big bootied boss who bent over like the good submissive she was.
"It's crazy," Judy admitted, thinking how much her life had changed in just a few days based on a spur of the moment decision (well not that spur of the moment since she had been considering going online for a while, but actually doing it was) and then fate intervened as the one person she met online and had a connection with just happened to be her current intern. The odds were astronomical and yet true. "Did you know it was me when we first chatted online?" Judy asked, having wondered that.
"I did not," Marcy said, thinking to herself as she lifted up the dress and pulled her pet's panties down how much a coincidence it was... perhaps Cupid had a twisted sense of humour.
"When did you know?" Judy asked, her body shivering from a cold draft as her panties were pulled down to her ankles.
"When you sent me the pictures," Marcy answered, as she squeezed her pet's big juices ass cheeks. "I recognized your shoes and a couple items on your desk."
"I can't believe I sent them," Judy admitted, that being the most spontaneous thing she had done that wasn't some slut act with Frank, even going online was well thought-out before she did it.
"Yeah, I was stunned, staring at my new pet's obedience in the nylons I instructed her to wear and then her pussy while I waited in Starbucks to get said pet her daily drink," Marcy said, as she pulled the plug slowly out of her pet's ass.
"Ooooooh, that must have been quite the surprise," Judy said, feeling a subtle sensual sensation as the plug was pulled out of her ass. After wearing it in her butt all last night, through a heat sleep and this morning she had gotten used to it in there... and oddly she suddenly felt a little empty.
"Fuck, what a nice gaped asshole," Marcy said, as she admired the beautiful round inviting hole... God, she loved a well gaped hole... especially after Ryan.
"Thanks," Judy said, wondering if she was going to put an even bigger plug in her asshole.
"Yes, such a nasty big gaping hole," Marcy said, as she bent down and rimmed the medium sized hole.
"Ohhhhh, yes, rim my asshole," Judy moaned, recalling that Marcy got a little submissive when eating an ass.
"You like this? You like your intern eating your asshole?" Marcy moaned, as she slid her tongue inside the gaping hole.
"Yes, I should have made this one of the expectations years ago," Judy joked.
"Mmmmmmm," Marcy moaned, eating an asshole always turning her on and making her pussy tingle.
"Yes, tongue fuck my asshole, my intern slut," Judy ordered, as she reached back and held her intern's head buried between her big booty.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Marcy moaned again, as she was a natural switch. With Ryan or other men she was a mindless submissive eager to obey any task to get a dick in one of her three holes.
"Fuck, I love your tongue fucking my asshole," Judy moaned as she really enjoyed the tongue probing her ass... feeling both sensual and nasty at the same time.
Marcy ate the asshole for a couple more minutes, loving the nasty act and dirty taste, before she pulled herself up and said, "Now, time to fuck this asshole and take your anal virginity."
Judy wasn't expecting to be ass fucked as her eyes went wide and she suddenly had a cock deep in her asshole. "Ooooooooh, God!" Judy gasped and moaned in shock and pleasure.
"Yes, this asshole is mine, say it, slut," Marcy said, smoothly shifting from submissive ass eager to dominant ass fucker.
"Yes, my asshole is yours," Judy agreed, in awe of the sensation of a dick in her ass and Marcy's body resting against her... even as she processed she had a dick in her ass.
"Do you want me to fuck your big booty?" Marcy asked, giving three quick strokes.
"Oh, you mother fucker," Judy moaned, stunned at the pleasure she was experiencing at the moment mixed with just the slightest pain as the cock went deeper than either previous butt plug.
"I do love fucking, especially ass fucking, big ass mother sluts," Marcy said. Giving five quick, deep tougher strokes.
"Jesus Christ," Judy moaned, a cock in her ass a completely different sensation than in her pussy.
"What do you want, slut?" Marcy asked, slowly pulling out and slamming back in just once.
"For you to fuck me," Judy said, this slow teasing driving her wild with lust and frustration.
"Fuck what?" Marcy questioned, pulling all the way out to tease her and admire once more the beautiful perfectly round gaping hole.
Judy turned back to look at her sexy Mistress, "My asshole, Mistress, take my anal virginity, turn me into a three-hole bimbo whore and prepare my ass for my husband's big cock and your man's fat prick."
"Fuck, I love hearing you talk so nasty," Marcy said, nothing turning her on more than a nasty verbal slut and anal play.
"Well, I'm your three-hole fuck toy, cunt licker, cock sucker, ass taking slave," Judy declared, willing to say anything to have that cock back up her asshole... each self-verbal assault enhancing her excitement.
"More," Marcy ordered, as she slid her cock back in her pet and began fucking her ass.
"Oooooh, I'm your slut... fuck... your ass slut... your mindless whore," Judy babbled, trying to think of new ways to say the same thing, but the cock in her ass was distracting her greatly.
"Yeah, tomorrow Frank is going to fuck this ass good," Marcy said, imagining nine plus inches slamming into this backside as well as her own asshole.
"And will Master be fucking my ass?" Judy asked, the idea of that fat fucking dick tearing her asshole wide a major turn on at the moment.
"Oh, he is dying for a shot at your big ass," Marcy said, as she fucked her pet good. "But I told him your ass was off limits until after Frank got to fuck it."
"Mmmmmmmm," Judy moaned, her pussy on fire as her asshole got reamed and she imagined her husband's stunned face when she offered up her asshole tomorrow.
"You love getting this ass fucked, don't you?" Marcy asked, listening to her pet's moans.
"I fucking love you reaming my asshole," Judy said, as her orgasm was rising.
"Are you going to come without having your pussy touched?" Marcy asked, a couple dozen strokes later as her pet's moaned increased... as she loved when she had an anal only orgasm and also loved seeing another woman have one from her strap-on fucking or Ryan's ass stretching drilling.
"I think so," Judy replied, feeling like she could burst at any moment.
"Come for me, my ass slut," Marcy said, as she reached up, grabbed her pet's hair and pulled.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass, fuck me, fuck my asshole, pull my hair," Judy babbled, her head going light as her orgasm approached.
"Come, you ass taking, cunt licking, whore," Marcy said, getting quite the work out from the rough fucking she was giving her boss.
"Don't stop, don't stop, oh fuck," Judy moaned, her orgasm so close, yet not erupting like it would have if this dick was in her pussy.
"Now, slut, come now," Marcy demanded, really railing her boss's ass while pulling in her hair.
"So, fucking close," Judy said, beginning to get frustrated she hadn't come yet.
"It takes longer in the ass, but you are about to have an anal orgasm that will shake you to your core," Marcy said, knowing from experience that anal orgasms took longer, often felt like they were never going to come but when they did they would send fireworks through the very core of your being.
"So close, don't stop, fuck my ass, fuck, harder, oh fuck, damn it, fuck, so close," Judy babbled like a bimbo bitch in heat for another minute and just when she thought the damn was not going to break sit suddenly did and she covered her mouth just in time as she screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuuck."
Marcy kept hammering away knowing the waves of an anal orgasm were more intense if the ride continued.
Judy actually slammed her hand on her desk five times as the pleasure cascaded through her and her cum sprayed out of her all over her desk, her legs and the floor.
"Let it flow through you," Marcy said, slowing down but not stopping.
"So good," Judy said, in a euphoric haze.
"I know," Marcy said, knowing they were running out of time before the meeting.
"Fuck," Judy said with no purpose as she felt completely spent.
Marcy pulled out and said, "Hate to take your anal virginity and leave, but the meeting starts in a few minutes."
"Your killing me," Judy said, still bent over her desk, still feeling the aftershocks of an anal orgasm and still processing the reality she had just been sodomized.
"What a way to die," Marcy joked, as she slipped out of her harness.
"Agreed," Judy said, as she slowly stood up straight and felt more wetness leak out of her.
"I'll see you in a few minutes," she said putting her strap-on away and knowing she had to clean it.
"Yeah," Judy said, not really remotely ready to lead a meeting.
"Don't worry, you have some pussy to eat later, some cock to suck and maybe if you're a good girl some dp action," Marcy said, grabbing the plug off the desk, bending her boss back over the table, and easily sliding it back in her pet's ass.
"You really are going to kill me," Judy said, the plug not stretching her at all anymore. "You've given me orgasms this week than Frank the past two years."
"Making up for lost time," Marcy said, as she walked out of the office.
"Fucking crazy," Judy said, standing up just as her secretary walked into the office.
"Mr. Baker on line five," her secretary said, noticing her boss's cheeks very, very flushed.
.....
THURSDAY LUNCH
Judy had ordered lunch in for her and Marcy as they needed to go through the working plan for a presentation this afternoon.
They actually worked through lunch until they were both content with the visuals that went along with the presentation.
Marcy then asked, as she sat on her boss's desk and spread her legs, "Want some dessert?"
"I do," Judy said, having always liked dessert and really liked and craved Marcy's fresh pie... which had replaced her afternoon Starbucks addiction. She moved to her young intern, lowered herself before the spread legs and dove in.
"Take your time, my pet," Marcy asked, "we have no other engagements for at least half an hour."
"Yes, Mistress Marcy," Judy obeyed, as she explored every nook and cranny of this beautiful, delicious pussy.
After a few minutes of slow teasing exploration, Marcy ordered, "Don't forget about Mistress's asshole."
"How could I neglect that?" Judy said, as she slithered her to way down between the small spot from the delicious pussy to the tart ass.
As her boss licked her rosebud, Marcy moaned, "That's it, my pet, lick my asshole nice and good. Master tore it apart last night."
"Mmmmmmm, I would have liked to see that," Judy moaned, recalling Ryan's huge cock buried in this sexy butt yesterday, but from her position eating pussy she didn't get a really good look.
"Want to come over tonight and see it up close and personal," Marcy asked.
"Yes, please," Judy replied, perhaps a little too eagerly.
"Eager to watch me be ass fucked?" Marcy asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy said. "I didn't get a really good view last time."
"I'll make sure you get a really close look tonight," Marcy promised, as she put her hand on the back of her boss's head and pulled her up from her ass and back to her wetness wordlessly implying it was time to stop talking and really get licking.
Judy attacked the clit with her tongue and lips wanting to get her intern off and taste the full flood of her cum.
"That's it, my pet boss, suck on my clit, finger bang me," Marcy moaned.
Judy slid two fingers in her Mistress's pussy and furiously pumped her fingers in and out as Marcy moaned louder. "Oh yes, you nasty cunt licking slut. Finger fuck your Mistress."
Judy did as instructed and double attacked the pussy with her lips and fingers wanting to get her young mistress off and taste her creamy cum.
"Oh yes, you nasty cunt hungry bimbo slut," Marcy said, as she pulled her pet boss deep into her oasis of wetness as she was about to burst.
Judy was overwhelmed with the scent of heaven as her face was pressed against the wet pussy. She kept licking, flicking the clit; she kept fingering the pussy. A moment later she felt her face get drenched with sweet, sweet cum which she drank directly from the source.
Marcy enjoyed her orgasm as her boss kept licking away.
Judy licked up the pussy cum until Marcy pushed her away. "God, you are a natural cunt muncher."
"At least your cunt," Judy smiled looking up at Marcy with her face glistening with natural wetness.
"Mmmmm," Marcy smiled, as she hopped off the desk. "Bend over the desk. Time for plug three."
"Mmmmm, "Judy responded, as she stood up, bent over her desk and eagerly waited.
Marcy went to her bag, grabbed the large plug, lubed it generously, and sauntered back to the big bootied boss. She admired it briefly before pulling the medium sized plug out. "This isn't doing anything anymore."
"Not after you fucked the living shit out of me," Judy joked, feeling briefly empty and expecting to soon feel very full.
"True enough," Marcy laughed, thinking that this mistress-submissive relationship was more than just sex. It was friendship. "This one will really stretch your asshole."
"Okay," Judy said, ready for the pain she was sure was going to course through her as the biggest plug yet filled her well gaped asshole.
Marcy slowly positioned the large plug at her pet's asshole and slowly slid it inside the gaping hole.
"Ooooooh," Judy moaned as the plug slid inside her... the pain delayed... as the gaping allowed the smaller end to move inside with ease before it finally began to stretch her ass.
"Remember to breathe," Marcy reminded her boss.
"Yes," Judy responded, a sudden searing pain coursing through her as the plug reached new depths inside her... stretching her ass wider than it ever had been stretched and deeper than she thought possible.
Marcy watched, always in awe of seeing a large plug disappear into such a small hole.
"Oh my," Judy said, through gritted teeth, the pain intense... yet somehow subdued by the thrill of the sexual submission.
"Your ass can swallow anything," Marcy said, as the entire club disappeared into Judy's big booty.
"So full," Judy whimpered,
"Got to get this asshole ready to easily take big cock," Marcy pointed out.
"Oh, I think I'll be able to take some Congo dick when your done with me," Judy joked, trying to ease her pain with humour.
"Congo dick?"
"Yeah, I read somewhere the biggest dicks in the world came from there," Judy said.
"Well, we may have to go on a company retreat there," Marcy joked, as she pulled Judy's panties back up to hold the large plug in her pet boss's ass.
"I'm supposed to work with this is me?" Judy said, not yet ready to stand up... still getting used to such a huge toy in her asshole.
"Yes, slut," Marcy said. "And you better spend some time getting accustomed to the plug as the meeting is pretty big."
"Like the plug," Judy joked again, as she slowly stood erect... feeling the toy shift inside her creating a new pain.
"Exactly," Marcy said, slapping her pet's ass making her pet scream.
"Aaaaaaaah," Judy yelped, as the toy somehow went deeper in her ass when it was spanked.
"Oops," Marcy smiled.
"Yeah, oops," Judy said, shaking her head as she started walking slowly....
"See you soon," Marcy said.
"Yeah," Judy said, this plug much bigger than the previous two.
Judy spent twenty minutes walking around getting used to the plug, even sitting down a few times, which shifted the plug differently.
The rest of the afternoon was a little excruciating, literally: a plug in her ass, a meeting that went way too long and didn't end with a sealed deal (although it did look likely) and she was surprisingly horny... looking forward to going to Marcy's tonight.
Marcy texted her to show up at eight....
Which she did....
"Hey, slut," Marcy greeted, in all red lingerie, her tits barely held in her attire.
"Hi, Mistress," Judy greeted, having changed into some sexy lingerie herself, all black.
"Come in," Marcy offered.
"Thank you, Mistress," Judy said, walking in as Marcy closed the door.
As soon as the door was closed, Marcy ordered, "Knees, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Judy obeyed, loving just obeying mindlessly and anticipating a great night.
"Follow me, pet" Marcy said, wearing four-inch red pumps.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy repeated her favourite phrase... also enjoying perversely the submissive act of crawling like an actual pet.
Marcy walked into her living room and Judy followed like the pet she was... a little surprised to see another woman, quite large, on her knees, between Master's legs.
"Pet Judy this is Bimbo Belinda," Judy introduced, as Judy saw tat Belinda was sucking Master's cock.
Belinda waved without stopping to slowly suck Master's cock. She had been caught in his and many other compromising acts by strangers, her husband, both her kids and even her mother over the past three years. Belinda was their next door neighbor, married, with two college age kids who succumbed to Marcy's charm within two weeks of them moving beside her... rekindling a dormant sex drive to heights she never had even in her slutty three hole college days (where she learned being large meant doing the things skinny girls didn't do... swallow and take it in the ass for example). Alas, once she had kids her drive diminished until Marcy.



"Hi," Judy said.
"Belinda just returned from holidays and stopped by for some cock," Marcy explained.
"I see," Judy said, oddly envious of this large woman with Master's cock in her mouth. She wanted that cock in her mouth... and her pussy.
"Don't worry, you slutty whore," Marcy said, as she sat down on the couch beside her man, and spread her legs, "there is enough cock and cunt for both you bimbo cum sluts."
"Yes, of course, Mistress," Judy nodded, feeling a little ashamed her jealously and lust were so obvious.
"No crawl over here and get my pussy ready for Ryan's cock," Marcy ordered.
Just who wasn't sure if she preferred Mistress Macy's cunt or Master Ryan's cock more, eagerly crawled between the nylon clad legs and dove in.
"Good slut," Marcy moaned, as she watched her boss dine on her pussy with unbridled lust. "You must be hungry."
"Always for your cunt, Mistress," Judy replied between lustful licks.
"Belinda, she is my boss. The one I was telling you about," Marcy said.
"No way," Belinda said. "You turned her?"
"Yeah, it's a crazy story," Marcy said, as she put her hand on the back of Judy's head.
"I'd love to hear it," Belinda said, always loving hearing how Mistress Marcy had turned another straight woman into a submissive slut. The stories were hot and always turned her on.
"At coffee maybe," Marcy said. "Today, we're going to let my pet watch me get thoroughly ass fucked and then we are going to double penetrate her for the first time."
"Fucking delicious," Belinda said, having been a part of a few wicked sexual encounters with Mistress, Master and others... the nun being the wildest... although knowing they had seduced her mom and daughter were also pretty wild....
After a couple minutes of licking, Marcy pushed her pet away and said, "Let's take this to the bedroom."
"Let's go sluts," Ryan ordered, as she build Marcy up, too her hand and walked down a hallway.
As Judy turned to follow, Belinda greeted, "So, your boss bitch."
"Yeah," Judy nodded, assuming the conversations about her before her submission were less than flattering.
"I'm sure she has had you right your wrongs," Belinda said.
"Still in the process," Judy replied, as she looked at the mid-fifties woman.
"Oh, this should be good," Belinda said, turning around and beginning to crawl to the bedroom she had the best orgasms of her life.
Judy followed behind the very large Latina ass, admiring its beauty and imagining what it would look like getting fucked. She assumed it had been drilled many times by Marcy's strap-ons and Ryan's great cock.
Once in the bedroom, Marcy ordered, "Crawl on the bed sluts."
Belinda and Judy both obeyed.
"So, you want to see me get ass fucked by my man, slut?" Marcy asked, looking at Judy.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy nodded. "I hope that is okay."
"It's definitely okay," she smiled, holding a strap-on in her hand. "Want to watch me get double penetrated?"
"Is the sky blue?" Judy asked playfully.
"Not at the moment," Marcy said, it being quite dark outside.
"Am I dumb submissive slut for you?" Judy corrected, shaking her head as she looked out the partially opened window.
"Why yes, yes you are," Marcy said, as she handed Belinda a strap-on.
"I get to fuck you, Mistress?" Belinda asked excitedly... this being a rarity.
"Well, you get to lay there as I ride you and use your fat tits for balance as my man drills my asshole," Marcy said, as her big boned neighbour pulled the strap-on up her wide, sexy frame.
"I'm honoured," Belinda said, loving seeing Marcy getting fucked... but having never done this.
"I know," Marcy said. "You, slut, can get up close and personal and watch."
"Thank you, Mistress," Judy said, just before Ryan shoved his cock in her mouth.
"Once you have me ready," Ryan said.
Judy reactively began to bob like the good cock sucking slut she was.
"Well, once your done that," Marcy smiled, as Belinda tightened the harness, got onto the bed and lay down.
Marcy straddled the ten-inch plastic cock, and lowered herself on it... placing her hands on her pet's humongous tits.
Ryan pulled out of Judy's mouth and climbed onto the bed, admiring his bent over girlfriend ready for his dick in her ass.
Judy climbed onto the bed... eager to see Marcy take Ryan's cock deep in her asshole.
"Straddle Marcy and look at me," Ryan said, as he moved behind his big bootied girl.
"Yes, Master," Judy said, although she was a little worried about her balance and her physical ability to do what was ordered.
With Ryan's assistance, Judy did as instructed, using her Mistress's wide hips for balance.
"Now pull her ass cheeks apart," Ryan ordered.
"Yes, Master," Judy said, excited to get such an amazing view of the sodomy... so much better than when she was on her back.
As Judy pulled the ass cheeks apart, Ryan slowly slid his cock in Marcy's ass.
"Yesssss," Marcy moaned, as she felt her man's cock slowly penetrate her asshole... nothing ever feeing better than a cock sliding into her ass.
"So good," Judy moaned, feeling her pussy actual tingle as she watched the big cock slide into Marcy's amazing ass.
"You know it," Marcy moaned, loving the sensation of a cock in both her pussy and ass... a feeling that made her so fucking full.
"This will be you soon," Ryan guaranteed, looking forward to hammering away at his boss's ass very soon... even if he had to reluctantly wait until after her husband got first plugging.
"I can't wait," Judy said, feeling the plug in her ass and wishing it was filled with a rea throbbing cock.
Ryan pulled out after a few strokes moved up a little and slid his cock in Marcy's mouth... ass to mouth so nasty and hot and just one more way to dominate and humiliate his once bitchy boss.
Judy was surprised to have the cock in her mouth and yet the perverse act turned her on... as did every wicked act she had performed this wild week.
"Get that cock back in my fucking asshole," Marcy demanded.
"Sorry, babe, just giving our slut a taste," Ryan said, pulling is cock out of Judy's mouth and smoothy sliding back in his girlfriend's tight ass.
"You can face fuck her after you've destroyed my asshole," Marcy moaned, as his big cock filled her again.
"Yes, honey," Ryan said, knowing that his main job was pleasing his insatiable girlfriend.
And for a couple of minutes Belinda lay on her back, her tits used as support for her lovely Mistress, Marcy enjoyed a cock sliding in and out of her ass, and Judy watched in awe of the undeniable sensual beauty of watching a cock fucking an asshole.
As the pleasure increased, Marcy ordered, "Slut, buck your hips up and fuck me."
"Yes, Mistress," Belinda obeyed, as she bucked her hips up, perhaps with a little too much excitement as Judy flew back and fell of Marcy.
"That's it, fuck me, fuck me hard," Marcy moaned, an intense rush of pleasure coursing through her as the cock in her cunt went deeper in her.
Judy got ack up and watched from the side as her Mistress was really drilled by two cocks and bouncing around like a doll. She wanted to be fucked like that.
Marcy made primal moans, and talked excessively nasty as her orgasm rose quickly through her. "Oh yes, fuck me, drill my asshole, double team my holes, cum in my shit hole."
Marcy screamed a couple dozen double team strokes later as her orgasm hit, "Fuuuuuuuuck!"
Ryan was really hammering away, not slowing down at all, until he exploded his load in his girl's asshole.
"Yes, breed my shit hole," Marcy moaned... always loving the feeling of cum spewing in her mouth, pussy or asshole.
"Oh yeah," Ryan grunted, as he unloaded.
Once done, he pulled out and ordered, as Marcy now lay on top of Belinda recovering from her orgasm, "Clean Mistress's asshole, slut."
"Yes, Master," Judy said, eagerly moving behind the gaping asshole and licking the cum leaking out of it.
"Get it all, bimbo," Marcy weakly ordered, completely spent from the intense double teaming.
"Yes Mistress," Judy obeyed, as she tongued the open hole.
"Eat my ass, boss bitch," Marcy moaned, also liking having her asshole eaten... especially the wicked cream pie version.
Judy licked and sucked the cum out of the asshole as best she could, before Marcy slowly rolled off of Belinda and said, "You may go, Belinda."
"Yes, Mistress," Belinda said, a little disappointed she didn't get to come.
"And you, suck my man clean as it is going in your cunt next," Marcy said, standing up and stretching... feeling just a little bit of cum leaking out of her asshole.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy said, as she got off the bed, dropped to her knees and took Ryan's still hard cock in her mouth.
"And if you want to stay and watch you can," Marcy said to Belinda generously.
"I'd love to, Mistress," Belinda said, loving watching her Mistress and Master in any kind of sexual adventure.
"Only a real slut sucks a cock that was just in someone else's asshole," Ryan said, enjoying watching his boss bob on his cock.
"Well, I'm a real slut for you and Mistress," Judy said, taking the cock just out of her mouth long enough to say those words.
"That she is," Marcy said, as she went into her closet and grabbed a different, longer, but thinner strap-on cock.
Judy sucked the cock before her hungrily until Marcy ordered, "Ryan lay down on the bed."
Ryan did as Marcy instructed a new strap-on in her hand, "Go straddle master, cock slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Judy agreed with the usually mindless obedience, lack of consequences and throbbing libido as she got onto the bed and lowered her big body onto the fully erect shaft.
Marcy put the strap-on cock harness on as she added, "No riding it. Just sit on it."
"Yes, Mistress," Judy obeyed, as the glorious cock filled her pussy... forgetting completely about the ring of commitment on her left hand.
Once tightened around her waist, Marcy walked to the bed, moved behind the big juicy butt of her boss pet, and slowly pulled the plug currently lodged in her asshole.
"Oooooooooh," Just moaned, as the plug left her asshole and she suddenly felt empty.
"Don't worry, just a temporary reprieve before we double penetrate these two holes," Marcy said, as she tossed the plug onto the floor, it would need a good wash before going back in her boss's asshole, and admired the large gaped hole.
"I can't wait," Judy said, her first double penetration imminent. She was completely curious what having two cocks in her two bottom holes would feel like. A cock in her pussy always felt great and the recent sodomy had been body quaking... having both filled and fucked at the same time seemed like heaven.
"Oh, you're going to be a regular two-hole fuck slut," Marcy assured, looking forward to seeing her with two real cocks pounding her.
"I'll be your anything, Mistress," Judy said, knowing her words were true... her sexual truth had been revealed and their was no putting it back in the closet. She turned to Ryan and added, "And Master."
"You better believe it, fuck slut," Ryan said. "Once your husband has taken your ass, I'll be regularly destroying it at work."
"Destroy away," Judy said, ready to take his cock in any of her three holes anytime... anywhere.
"I'll do just that," Marcy said, as she slid her cock all the way in her pet's inviting asshole.
"Oh my God!" Judy screamed, as she was suddenly filled with eighteen inches of cock in her two holes. The intensity was like putting your finger in a light socket.
"I'm your God," Marcy said.
"My Goddess," Judy corrected as she got used to being filled in a way she couldn't have fathomed before this moment.
"Agreed," Marcy said, as she began to slowly fuck her boss's asshole, her man knowing to just lay there until old otherwise.
"So full," Judy moaned in awe of just how full she was... the butt plug having properly gaped her hole so this wasn't painful at all... just pleasurable in a way unlike just getting fucked in the pussy or fucked in the ass... both amazing in their own way... but this was an entirely different pleasure.
"Your asshole was made for fucking," Marcy said, as she slowly fucked her.
"My holes were made for fucking," Judy corrected.
"Yes, they were," Marcy smiled, Judy undoubtably the biggest slut she had ever turned. The fact she was her boss only enhancing the thrill of her ultimate conquest.
"Harder, Mistress," Judy maoned, not just wanting to have her asshole fucked and destroyed, but needing it. "Fuck your boss slut like the dirty cunt she is."
"Fuck, you have a nasty mouth," Marcy said, loving it.
"I'm a bimbo anal cunt licking cock taking cum slut for you and Master," Judy said, as she belittled herself and hoped to get the harder ass fucking she desired.
"What would your employees think?" Marcy asked.
"I don't care," Judy said, and at the moment she meant it. Her life had been altered dramatically in just a few days and she couldn't go back to being even a facsimile of the woman she used to be.
"The board?"
"Fuck the board," Judy said, then thinking that most of men would keel over dead if they saw her in this compromising position.
"Well, even I wouldn't make you do that," Marcy teased, as she squeezed Judy's big hips and slammed into her pet.
"Fuuuuuuuuck," Judy screamed as the cock went so deep she felt like the two cock heads were meeting inside her.
"You like that?" Marcy asked, resting deep in her pet's asshole.
"May I masturbate?" Belinda asked, the double penetration she was watching making her pussy burn.
Marcy had forgotten she had allowed the bitch to stay. "You may, cunt, but you can't come until our pet does."
"Yes, Mistress," Belinda said, her hand instantly going to her pussy. "Thank you, Mistress."
"I love it Mistress," Judy answered, the deep thrust bringing a little pain... a pain that reminded her of the slut she was... the sin she was committing.
"Good, slut," Marcy said, as she slammed into her five times fast.
"Fuck... fuck... fuck... fuck... mother fuuuuuuucker," Judy rambled, as each deep hard thrust brought such untense pleasure.
"I think she likes it," Ryan joked, looking up at the lustful look in Judy's eyes.
"I love it," Judy said. "You own my holes."
"Yes, we do," Marcy agreed, as she began fucking her pet senseless. As hard as she could. As deep as she could. As fast as she could. These hard fuckings her work out program. She didn't have to go for a run. She didn't need to go to the gym. She just fucked her sluts. It was great cardio.
"Oh fuck, fuck me, fuck my asshole, pound my shit hole, drill my ass," Judy mumbled over the next couple minutes as the pleasure continued to consume her to the core.
"Such a nasty slut," Belinda said, wishing it was her again with two cocks in her two holes.
"She is a natural ass whore just like you," Marcy said, as perspiration began to drip down her as she furiously fucked her pet.
"Oh fuck, so good," Judy mindlessly said, needing to keep letting Marcy know she was enjoying the intensity of the sodomy.
"Ready for a real double teaming?" Marcy asked.
"Yes, fuck my slut holes," Judy agreed, wanting he pleasure to last forever.
"On three Ryan," Marcy said.
Ryan nodded, having done this on more than one occasion. The two having perfected their timing to both reach the greatest depths inside their slut in perfect unison.
"One, two, three," Marcy counted, as she slid deep inside just as Ryan bucked his hips to reach new uncharted territory in her pussy.
Judy's scream would alert the neighbours, wake the dead and alert the authorities, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
As both cocks pistoned in and out of her like a well-oiled machine, Judy's body exploded with inner fireworks and an intensity that was second to none. Her body bounced around. Her tits swayed recklessly. The sounds leaving her lips were unexplainable. Urgent. Lustful. Primal. Desperate.
"Come our dumb three-hole bimbo boss slut," Marcy ordered, after just a dozen deep thrusts in unison with her man, knowing that it wouldn't even take a minute of rough, deep, intense double penetration attack for her pet to erupt.
"Oh God!" was all Judy could get out as the pleasure consumed her, rising lava in a volcano about to erupt.
"So, fucking hot," Belinda moaned, fingering her pussy in perfect timing with the double penetration she was witnessing, trying to time her orgasm to the bitch who was getting the fucking she wanted.
Ryan lifted his hands to Judy's huge tits and attempted to pinch both nipples, but the wild swaying had him only pinch the right tit.
"Oooooooh," Judy moaned, her head light, her body on pleasure fire... and knowing she was about to come.
"Now slut, come all over Master's cock, you fucking cheating cunt and cock whore," Marcy demanded, as she drilled her pet as hard as humanly possible.
The pleasure... the order... the guilty reminder of her betrayal... the thrill of the act... her natural submissive nature... all led to another primal scream as her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks, followed by a tsumani an finished with an earthquake. "Aaaaaaaaaaaaaah... fuuuuuuuuuck... Gooooooooooooooooood."
Both Ryan and Marcy didn't slow down their rough double penetration as their mutual pet quacked like she was having a sexual epileptic seizure.
Judy couldn't handle the intensity of the pleasure, as it continued to rip through her, as she rolled off Ryan, but with not enough room for her body she rolled right off the bed and onto the floor.
Belinda let out her own orgasm moan as she came just seconds after Judy.
"Shit, are you all right?" Marcy said, quickly getting off the bed to check on her pet. She was a devious Mistress, but also one who cared for her sluts.
Judy lay on her back, still twitching from her orgasm, cum leaking out of her pussy and now in a slight pain. "Yeah, I'm okay," she weakly said, out of breath both from the fucking and the fall.
"Shit, that is a new one," Marcy smiled, looking down at her naked pet.
"I've never been known for my coordination," Judy said, looking up at her.
"Someone better get the fuck over here and finish me off," Ryan said.
"Go, slut," Marcy snapped her fingers and pointed to Belinda.
"Yes, Mistress," Belinda eagerly agreed, pulling her fingers out of her pussy and rushing to the big cock that needed attention. "Suck or fuck, Master?"
"Suck, dumb slut," Ryan said, Belinda nothing more to him than a slut to deposit a load.
"Yes, Master," she said, name calling such a turn on although that would have pissed her off before her submission to these two.
As Belinda sucked dick, Marcy bent down and pulled Judy up and embraced her.
For a minute, Judy just enjoyed the warm cocoon of being in the arms of Marcy... an intimate moment after such a wicked act of sexual debauchery.
Marcy felt her pet still trembling from the double penetration.
"Swallow it all, cunt," Ryan ordered, as he pushed her head down onto his cock, Belinda having an amazing gag reflex, and spewing into her mouth.
"Thank you," Judy whispered.
"You're welcome," Marcy said, able to shift so smoothly from firm nasty anal fucking Mistress to sweet, warm caring woman.
"It has been a wild week," Judy said, her head spinning with all she had did.
"And tomorrow it all culminates in giving your husband your anal virginity," Marcy said.
"I think you took that already," Judy smiled.
"Well, your real cock anal virginity," Marcy corrected.
"Which I'm taking her ass second," Ryan said, having let go of Belinda's head and allowed her to resume sucking and nursing his cock after dropping a load.
"Yes, you can pound her ass all you want after tomorrow night," Marcy said.
"Yes, Master, anytime," Judy added, knowing that no matter how her husband reacted she couldn't go back to just being with him... she was now their slut and she wouldn't and likely couldn't quit.



As Judy got dressed to return home, Marcy ordered Belinda to come and eat her out and Ryan stroked his cock planning to fuck his hot girlfriend's ass for his final load of he night.
The plug back in her ass, after washing it off, sitting in her car, she texted her man: DO I EVER HAVE A SURPRISE FOR YOU TOMORROW.
COMING NEXT: The conclusion to the quadrilogy (yes I know that isn't a word, but it should be).
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Willow's Way Ch. 08
Summary: Final chapter where Willow dominates both slayer sluts.
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 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.
In Chapter 6, it's weeks later, and Willow fucks every cheerleader's ass, and she particularly gives it to Cordelia and Harmony once she discovers Buffy is watching.
In Chapter 7, Willow finally gets to fuck Buffy's ass, with some help from Faith.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
Willow's Way Ch. 08
Just like Faith, once Buffy had discovered Willow's power and the sexual rush sodomy submission provided, she too couldn't get enough of it.
So by now Willow had fucked Buffy in almost every conceivable location on the schoolgrounds and in many nooks and crannies within the buildings... but exhaustingly, Buffy's neediness, added to Faith's equal neediness... had begun to hinder Willow's academics... which were still important to her.
So following a month of marathon fucking... where Willow had deposited dozens of loads in her two slayer sluts alone... not to mention her other needy anal whores, and a few new additions to her anal harem... she decided to put her foot down.
Willow now made it clear to the two women, who were both challenging in many ways, both good and bad, that she too needed to have a life. She needed to excel in school. She also needed enough time away from these two to fuck at least some of the other needy sluts who craved her cock, such as the entire cheerleading squad and, although Buffy didn't know this yet, Buffy's mother Mrs. Summers.
So... it had been three days since either of them had experienced Willow's cock in their assholes when the three were doing a patrol together... Willow having been focusing on midterms... which, of course, she'd aced. Then with those finally out of the way, she needed some stress relief, and what better way of achieving that than not one slayer asshole, but two. Plus, although she always loved the thrill of conquering a new asshole, of a new girl submitting unconditionally to her... there was nothing remotely as sexually stimulating as fucking an actual slayer's ass... which always felt virginal every single time because of these slayers' amazing natural healing. It didn't hurt that her two most captivated anal sluts... who were still also her two most regular fucks... were the two most powerful women in the community.
"When are you going to fuck me again?" Faith was whining, three days being the longest she'd ever gone during the last couple of months without Willow plugging her ass at least once... and usually twice a day, or even more. In desperation, she'd sat on every last cheerleader's face in the past three days, and had ass fucked herself with a massive dildo she'd bought... but nothing came close to the experience of being railed by Willow herself and her huge cock... regardless of whether it was real or strap-on at the time.
"She's fucking me next," Buffy dibbed, she too craving Willow's dick buried deep inside her asshole. She'd bought a suction cup dildo she'd used a couple of times yesterday and today to fuck her ass on her own, but she too had found it wasn't nearly the same as Willow destroying her ass.
"She likes my ass better," Faith bragged desperately, squeezing Willow's hand in an attempt to monopolize her attention.
"No way, my ass is way better than yours," Buffy argued, grabbing Willow's other hand just as desperately. "I've only ever had her dick drilling my ass, unlike yours, that's already been fucked by every guy in the state," trying to play the loyalty card
"Fuck you," Faith snapped, turning to stare down Buffy.
"I'll fuck you if you don't shut the fuck up," Buffy responded with uncharacteristic harshness, instantly losing her cool. Partly because she was horny as fuck, partly because she resented Faith having been dating Willow in the first place and thus taking her off the market (which hadn't actually been the case, since Willow had been eyeing Buffy speculatively all along), and also because the bitch was such a fucking bitch!
"I'd love to see you try," Faith smirked, knowing if anyone was fucking anyone (apart from Willow fucking whomever she pleased if she could find the time), it would be she topping the blonde bimbo... which she'd imagined doing to Buffy on many occasions, but now had been given by Willow the actual right to do.
"You're on," Buffy snarled, having forgotten her status as bottom slut within this trio, and ready for a fight.
"Okay, then let's do this," Faith agreed combatively, both of them getting into fighting stances.
"Stop that, you dumb sluts," Willow interjected in a tone that shut both of them up... as she jumped between them, shooting a forbidding hand in each of their faces.
"Sorry," Buffy apologized.
"Yeah, I'm sorry too, honey, she just drives me fucking nuts," Faith added.
"Both of you cum dumps need to bend over that tombstone right now," Willow ordered, deciding the best way to get them to stop fighting with each other was to destroy both of their assholes with her magical cock. Lately, she almost always used that magic spell to give herself a flesh and blood cock, since it made her anal attacks far more pleasurable to her and to them. A strap-on was fine and could last much longer obviously, but the sensations of sliding her real one inside a tight ass and eventually coming inside said asshole, was the ultimate in sexual pleasure... equaled only by having someone eat her pussy... which she made both of these slayer sluts do for her, sometimes as a reminder of the hierarchy of their relationships with her, but also to remind them she had a pussy and needs herself, sometimes. Plus, both of these slayer sluts loved both the idea and the sensations of having her man-cum exploding inside their assholes.
"About time," Faith grumbled as she hurried over to the tombstone, bent over and lifted her plaid skirt to reveal her pantyhose-clad ass, with a hole in the pantyhose right where her inviting asshole was located.
"Thanks, Willow," Buffy said, stepping up next to the (other) bitch slayer and flipping up her dress, thus revealing her brand new garter-belt and stockings set (bought just today in the hope of having her ass filled by Willow) and of course, no panties.
"Both of you anal whores are so damn needy," Willow complained, surveying their perfectly curved asses, the sexy long legs encased in their nylons, and the inviting little buttholes she'd soon be invading and enlarging (but only temporarily).
"Me first," Faith demanded.
"No, me Willow, I need it so bad right now," Buffy moaned from her fervent hope to soon have Willow's magical cock buried deep in her ass.
"Just slam that cock in my asshole, Willow," Faith said, talking nasty: the one thing she knew she could always outdo Buffy in doing.
"No, just slide that fat cock up my shit hole," Buffy countered, still finding the foul words emerging from her mouth just to support her bid to have Willow's magical cock deep in her ass quite shocking.
"I'm a better ass slut than you are any day of the week," Faith claimed, spreading her ass cheeks with both hands to create a sexy visual for Willow.
"I'll take her cock in my ass anyplace, anytime," Buffy said, and meaning it... recalling the last time Willow had fucked her in the library while other people were in there as well, although not within sight... it had been so terrifying and yet exhilarating... her fear of getting caught and outed being subdued by her need to have that cock in her ass at all costs.
"Willow fucks my ass and comes in it so often and so much, I literally shit cum," Faith bragged, upping the ante of disgustingness.
"I suck her cock clean, and I do it right after she fucks my ass," Buffy fired back.
"I suck her cock right after she fucks anyone's ass," Faith countered, having sucked Willow's dick after it was buried in some other woman's asshole on multiple occasions... since for Faith, there was literally nothing too disgusting for her to do for Willow.
"I'd be her human piss toilet if she wanted me to," Buffy responded, stunned by the coarse words and nasty declaration she was making.
"That I'd like to see," Faith chortled, while Willow listened with perverse enjoyment to how badly these two strong-willed slayers were struggling to outdo each other as to which of them was the most extreme anal cum slut for her. Sometimes her newfound... a bit over two months now... anal Mistress persona still felt surreal, and the longest-lasting dream ever... with Buffy's golden shower offer, while perverse, being particularly intriguing.
"Enough, ass sluts!" Willow declared, her (currently flesh and blood) twelve-inch cock hard and fully ready for some pillaging. But first, she decided to have some fun. She raised both of her hands high into the air, and then brought them down forcefully to slap their asses hard.
"Ooooooh," Faith moaned contentedly, getting spanked always turning her on.
"Oooooo," Buffy whimpered not at all contentedly, surprised by the sudden pain on her bare rump.
"Give me another, baby," Faith cried enthusiastically.
"Me too," Buffy echoed without nearly as much enthusiasm... her ass still stinging from the first strike.
Willow slapped both of her pets' asses again.
"Mooooooore," Faith moaned happily.
"Oh fuuuuck," Buffy whimpered in pain.
Willow, upon seeing the pain on Buffy's face, came up and slid inside her ass.
"Heyyyyyy," Faith whined.
"Thank yooooou," Buffy moaned, the instant pleasure of Willow's huge cock where it now was located, instantly distracting her from the searing pain of the spanks.
"Wait your fucking turn," Willow responded tersely to Faith, remaining insistently deep inside Buffy's ass while she reached over and once again spanked Faith hard.
"Okay, you nasty bitch," Faith responded, knowing when to behave as no more than an obedient (albeit reluctantly) and (more or less) patient slut.
"I'm fully capable of fucking you two whores' slutty assholes all night," Willow asserted as she slowly began fucking Buffy.
"Oh, yes Willow, I love your cock in my ass," Buffy moaned, Willow's magical cock able to transform her into a mindless fuck toy within a heartbeat.
"I love seeing you finally sodomizing this blonde goody-two-shoes," Faith said, very impatiently awaiting her turn while she watched her girlfriend fucking Buffy.
"You love watching me fucking any dirty ass slut," Willow said, still a little in awe of how these two very powerful women, both of them beautiful and able to get pretty much any guy or girl they wanted, and who not so long ago hadn't been giving her a second glance, had now become a couple of anal cock slaves endlessly desperate to receive her loads. Like seriously, at this very moment, she had these two Sunnydale skaters dressing like bimbo sluts and wearing sexy hosiery specifically designed to give her easy access to their assholes (well... perhaps the hosiers hadn't had in mind something quite that specific), who were bent over a tombstone arguing over which of them should get sodomized first... proving that sometimes reality was way stranger, crazier and wilder than fiction.
"I do indeed," Faith agreed, while secretly... well, not really secretly at all... loving to watch Buffy become a dirty ass slut just like she was.
"You can fuck my asshole in front of anyone, Willow," Buffy declared, willing to do anything to continue having Willow's dick in her ass and giving her pleasure she hadn't until recently known existed... pleasure Angel had never given her even once.
"Anyone at all?" Willow asked, inwardly delighted, because just how fun and naughty would it be to reveal to Buffy and her mother they'd both become anal sluts for her? (Mrs. Summers had only submitted to her twice so far... following the first time she'd been horrified by her own actions and had sworn she'd never do it again. But then after resisting the temptation for a few days, she'd called Willow over and begged that they do it 'just one more time... please?' That had been two days ago. Willow was expecting another call from the horny and confused mother very soon.)
"Yes you may, Willow, I'm your bimbo slut, who just like Denny's, is always open," Buffy declared (semi-quoting Scott Calvin in The Santa Clause).
"Good to know," Willow said.
But just then, they were accosted by a masculine voice saying, "Well, this sordid scene is rather uncouth."
All three looked around to see a vampire looking back at the three of them with both judgement and lust in his eyes.
"What? You've never seen a slayer getting ass fucked with a living cock by a woman before?" Faith demanded.
"Can't say as I have," the vampire drawled, before recognizing the slayer in question and asking, "Is that Buffy?"
"Deal with him," Willow ordered Faith.
"Then may I have your dick in my ass?" Faith whined.
"I promise," Willow said, unwilling to interrupt her fucking Buffy to deal with some random vampire. Anne Rice's vampire lover Lestat maybe (it's never been proven, but there have been rumours; and have you noticed how she never seems to age?), but not for this undead loser.
"I'll be right back," Faith said, swaggering off into battle.
"Take your time," Buffy said, fully enjoying the ass fucking, and wanting it to last.
"I can't believe Buffy is a dyke," the vampire said, totally distracted from the danger he was now facing, while he watched the nerd witch fucking the hot slayer.
"We're both dykes for Willow's cock slaying our assholes," Faith explained, as she stalked towards the vampire, who was indeed still distracted by this sodomizing of a slayer.
"No wonder I couldn't get her attention," the vampire said.
"I doubt that was it," Faith said disparagingly.
"Yes! Fuck my ass harder," Buffy begged, obviously wanting to be fucked as hard as possible by this huge footlong cock that was filling her so deeply... her orgasm growing quickly.
"You're keeping me away from my turn to get my ass reamed," Faith complained, doing her best to guilt trip the vampire with her tone of annoyance.
"If you'd prefer doing that, then why don't you go and get your ass fucked," the vampire said courteously. "I can wait."
"I'm sure you would," Faith growled. "You're even a pathetic pervert while facing your final death."
"Just saying," the vampire said. "And I couldn't help noticing while you were bent over that tombstone, you have a great ass," he added, even while Faith lunged at him! And then even then while he was actively under attack, he once again glanced back at Buffy getting fucked!
Willow looked back to watch her girlfriend battling the distracted vampire even while she continued fucking Buffy, since watching her hot pet in action always turned her on.
"Oh yes, Willow, give me that footlong cock," Buffy moaned, all twelve inches splitting her ass in two.
"It's a footlong?" the vampire gasped in amazement, as he fought for his very survival!
"Yeah, it's likely three times the size of your little... what did you guys used to call it way back when... a knick knack?," Faith inquired.
"Yes, that's right. But hey, that's unnecessarily cruel of you to disparage the size of my spindle," the vampire objected just as he stumbled and fell backwards onto the hard ground.
Faith stood over her fallen foe (and history consultant) and said, "This is for cock blocking me," before stabbing the vampire right in his 'plum tree shaker'!
"Nooooo," he screamed just before he became dust, which soon blew completely away.
"Noooooo, I'm so close," Buffy whined, as she also turned her head around to see Faith terminate the chatty vampire.
"It's my turn," Faith asserted, hurrying to return to her bent over position above the tombstone.
"Please, I was almost there," Buffy pleaded in utter desperation.
"Sorry, slut," Willow said as she pulled out of Buffy, went to Faith and easily slid into her incredibly tight ass. "But my bitch deserves this after such a sexy slaying."
Noohoho," Buffy whimpered, her orgasm having been so close.
"Yes, I doooooo deserve this," Faith agreed, as her favourite cock filled her for the first time in three days, which instantly sent chills down her spine at the euphoria of getting her asshole filled.
"Please! Shove that fat cock back in my asshole," Buffy begged, desperate to feel Willow's cock back inside her ass.
"No fucking way," a new feminine voice said.
"Holy shit," another new masculine voice added.
"Can't we just be left alone to fuck?!" Faith wailed, since Willow had only just begun fucking her.
"Deal with whoever that is Buffy, and I promise to fuck you until you come like the ass whore you are," Willow promised, again slapping her ass hard.
"Youch!" Buffy yelled in pain. And then more conversationally she added, "I'll be right back."
"You're a lesbian now Buffy?" the girl vampire asked.
"Its complicated," Buffy shrugged, turning around to face the pair.
"Oh yes, pound my shithole!" Faith moaned, wanting Willow to destroy her asshole.
"You really shouldn't go interrupting us like this while we're getting our asses fucked," Buffy cautioned, as she pulled her dagger out of a pocket in her dress.
"And here I always thought you were just a cock tease," the boy vampire taunted, trying to get a rise out of her.
"Oh no, I'm a cunt-licking, anal-cock-taking cum-bucket, all right," Buffy assured him, while she prepared herself for the upcoming two-on-one battle. "For the right woman, that is."
"Glad to hear it, 'cause I'm going to fuck you up good," the girl vampire said, suddenly coming at Buffy full speed, her partner not far behind.
"Nice play on words," Buffy smirked, as she began defending herself against the double-pronged attack.
"Yes Willow, ream my ass, plug my asshole," Faith moaned, looking behind her to see how Buffy was doing.
"Do you see what I'm missing out on because of you two?" Buffy pointed out, flipping the male onto his back.
"So you really do eat pussy?" the girl vampire asked out of curiosity.
"Not recently. But I was likely about to get around to it quite soon over there," Buffy countered.
"Well, I'll eat you alive right now," the girl vampire challenged as she went for Buffy.
"No, unlike in human-to-human battles, I'm about to eat your recently-vacated dust," Buffy said, flipping her over and stabbing her in the chest. "See? Oh, that's right, you can't see anymore. Sorree!"



"Nice wordplay," the male vampire complimented, since his recent partner had indeed become dust and some of it had gotten in Buffy's mouth.
"Yeah, thanks," Buffy said, always proud of herself whenever she came up with something witty to say.
"Oh, fuck baby, I'm going to come!" Faith moaned, her orgasm quickly rising.
Stage direction: Buffy and the boy vampire fight for a couple minutes, the male proving to be quite strong.
"Oh yes, come in my asshole, baby," Faith begged, her orgasm now imminent.
"Oh yeah, come on my big cock, my slayer ass slut," Willow awarded her permission, the additional rush of fucking a slayer with a vampire/slayer fight occurring very nearby, somehow enhancing her amazing sensations of fucking a slayer's ass.
Buffy, immediately after shrugging off a couple of hard shots in the face, did a 180º flip to land a punch in his face, and as he fell, she too stabbed a boy vampire in the ding dong.
He hadn't even finished turning to dust, before Buffy arrived back at the tombstone just as Faith was screaming, "Fuuuuuuuuuck!"
"Take my load, slut," Willow grunted, and she came simultaneously, depositing a massive load in her slut's tight asshole.
"Noooooo," Buffy whined, wanting that load in her ass.
Willow pulled out and ordered, a wicked domination idea popping into her head, "Tell you what: eat my cum out of Faith's gaping asshole, and then I'll make sure you get a load in yours too."
"Yes, Mistress, right away," and Buffy hopped to it by dropping to her knees without hesitation, pulling Faith's ass cheeks apart, but then pausing to admire the huge, gaping hole she encountered, and it even had cum leaking out of it!
"Get started eating my ass, slut," Faith ordered, reaching back with both hands and yanking Buffy's face between her ass cheeks. (Have you ever noticed how amazingly flexible Faith is?)
Buffy licked and swirled her tongue around and inside the gaping asshole... striving to retrieve as much of the tangy cum as she could.
Willow watched the perverse act while she quickly reloaded... another magical gift from her witchy ancestors.
After a couple minutes Willow ordered, "Bend over and show me that asshole, Buffy."
"Yes, Mistress," Buffy said eagerly, and she quickly got off of her knees and bent over across the tombstone. She spread her legs, lifted her dress, and reached back to spread her ass cheeks.
"Such an obedient ass slut," Willow approved, stroking her cock.
"Anything for you," Buffy pledged, dying to feel that big cock back inside her ass.
Willow slid back into Buffy's asshole, then she snapped her fingers and pointed to the ground next to her.
Faith obeyed by kneeling next to Willow and facing her, while Buffy moaned, "Oh, yes Willow, fill my asshole!"
"I still can't believe I've got two bimbo slayer ass sluts to sodomize whenever I want," Willow gasped in wonder as she filled Buffy's ass with her twelve inches of cock.
"I can't believe it either," Buffy agreed with a moan, still finding it a little, or even a lot surreal to be willingly allowing her best friend to ass fuck her... in a graveyard... while on patrol... bent over a gravestone.
"I can," Faith said as she watched her girlfriend's magical cock disappearing in the bitch slayer's ass over and over again.
Willow gave five hard, deep thrusts, Buffy moaning wildly with each thrust, before she pulled out and slid her cock into Faith's mouth.
"Nooooooo, please shove that monster cock back in my anus," Buffy begged, needing to be ass fucked so hard and so badly.
"Just sharing some of your ass juice with Faith," Willow said offhandedly as she briefly face fucked her hot girlfriend.
"Oh. That does look really wicked," Buffy admitted, as she looked down to see Faith sucking Willow.
"I know," Willow said, before she pulled out of Faith's mouth and briefly admired Buffy's hugely gaping asshole... her own very impressive handiwork.
"Please, Willow, if you're finished with your detour, then please just slam that big cock back in my ass, and use me as your slayer slut!" Buffy begged.
"As you wish," Willow said, and she slid back into Buffy's asshole, wrapped her hands around her hips, and resumed really pounding her long-term best friend's asshole.
"Oh yesssss," Buffy moaned, finally getting the fucking she'd been craving and so desperately needing.
"Oh yes, destroy the bitch slut's asshole," Faith agreed, getting onboard with the enthusiasm around her, as she watched Willow's massive cock pulverize Buffy's back door.
"Yes, destroy your bitch's asshole," Buffy agreed, as her orgasm quickly began to rise.
"Who owns this asshole?" Willow asked ritually, as she slammed into Buffy with all her might.
"Willow does," Buffy declared forthrightly.
"More, tell me more," Willow ordered.
"I'm Willow Rosenberg's bimbo cum bucket," Buffy adlibbed, although she knew the gist of the answer required of her, and this degradation of herself only enhanced the intense pleasure growing inside her.
"More, even more," Willow repeated, loving to hear Buffy (or any other pet) declaring her complete sexual obedience to her.
"Yes, I want to hear some more too," Faith agreed, particularly loving to hear Buffy becoming a complete whore for Willow... and thus leveling the playing field between the two of them... Buffy no longer standing on any sort of moral high ground.
"I'm an ass taking, cunt licking, bimbo cum slut, and I'll fulfill anything... absolutely anything my sexy Mistress Willow Rosenberg orders me to do," Buffy elaborated, although that sentence and declaration took over a minute to gasp out between her loud, growing moans.
"And bottom slayer within our hierarchy," Faith added.
"Yes, Mistress Faith, I'm your slut too," Buffy declared, now recalling that being Willow's bimbo ass slut also required her to willingly... even happily... do any number of nasty things for Faith, as well.
"Yes, you're our little slayer pet," Willow emphasized, her dick now really giving it to Buffy!
"And our cunt muncher," Faith added as she stood up, climbed onto the tombstone, and slowly sat down with her legs spread invitingly for Buffy. "So... you know what to do!"
"Yes, eat her cunt," Willow ordered, as she continued plowing Buffy's ass, sweat beginning to pour downwards across her brow.
"Yes Mistress," Buffy agreed, struggling somewhat to concentrate as she began to lick Faith, while her own orgasm was about to burst.
"Oh, yes slut, eat my cunt," Faith ordered, loving the sight of Buffy eating her pussy, and Willow railing the slayer's ass from Faith's new perch atop the tombstone.
"I'm so close," Buffy moaned as she licked... finding that eating pussy was very exciting, even though it was that bitchy Faith's pussy she was munching.
"Come, you dumb slayer slut cum slave," Willow ordered, finally getting a little weary.
"Oh yes, fuck," Buffy moaned... so fucking close.
"Now, you cunt-licking, ass-taking, sex slave," Willow continued, fucking Buffy as hard as possible, with her second load about to shoot out of her.
"Don't stop," Buffy begged, while doing her best to continue licking Faith, although her results had become haphazard at best.
A few more deep thrusts, and Willow grunted and spewed her load deep inside Buffy's bowels.
"Oh yes, oh fuck, yesssssss," Buffy babbled, and then she screamed as her orgasm finally struck, and she literally woke a few of the dead nearby while she felt Willow's huge cock pulsating in her ass, and her cum exploding inside her.
"You dumb bitch!" Faith accused, "now look what you've done!" as she saw two of those recently dead bodies crawling out of their graves. Fortunately they'd only resurrected as far as becoming zombies, so it wouldn't take much trouble to re-dead them.
"So good," Buffy moaned, unaware of the side effects of her earthquaking orgasm.
Faith pushed Buffy away, and hopped off the tombstone. "Once you recover, I could use a hand."
"Give me a minute," Buffy said, all the energy usurped out of her via the intensity of her orgasm.
Willow pulled out, and saw there was now five vampires walking towards them, which were an entirely different matter from zombies!
"Go do your job, slut," Willow said, slapping Buffy's ass to spur her on, even though cum was still oozing out of it.
"Okay, I can do that," Buffy said, standing up straight and feeling the cum leaking out of her. "Fuck, you really dropped a load in my ass!"
"You're very welcome," Willow said.
Thirty minutes later... a dozen more vampires now vanquished, along with the odd inconsequential zombie... Willow had teleported her two anal fuck sluts to Faith's place, standing before her two slayer sluts who were on their knees and naked except for their sexy hosiery.
"I want my two slayer sluts to get along much better with each other," Willow said. "So as a goodwill exercise, you two will suck my cock, while keeping your lips locked together for the entire time. Any tongues you manage to get into each other's mouths will count as extra, although this isn't in any way to be considered a contest."
"Okay, we'll do our best," the two strong-willed women agreed and obeyed, each on either side of the long cock, which was still activated as real. They leaned forward, wrapped their respective top and bottom lips around their side of her cock, their lips touching each other's, and they began slowly to move their heads in unison from side to side.
"Good sluts," Willow crooned, enjoying the sight of these two amazing and sexy slayers working in harmonious teamwork on her cock... to a degree they could never quite manage when they were fighting as a team... likely because of all that bloodshed stirring their emotions into different extremes than the ones they were currently enjoying.
"Mmmmmmm," they both moaned, also in unison.
Thirty minutes later... each of them having been awarded one more orgasm from one last sodomy... the two slayers dropped back onto their knees to welcome Willow's third and final load of the night all over their faces.
Five minutes later... both women with cum on their faces... they were cuddling contentedly with their dominant nerd goddess. Willow still getting a major rush at the reality she had two slayers as her personal fuck toys and also undying love, caressed each of their magical 'Property Willow Rosenberg' tattoos, and then squeezing the asses she owns. "Who should get this special tattoo next?" Willow asked... thinking her most recent tattoo addition was Mrs. Summers.
"What teachers don't have it yet?" Buffy asked.
"How about the first person we bump into tomorrow?" Faith asked, in her mind every bitch in Sunnydale should eventually have the tattoo proudly displaced above their asshole.
"Fun idea," Willow said, liking the serendipity of it.
"But we're your best ass sluts," Buffy added.
"Well, that goes without saying you silly cum sleeve," Willow said, kissing her cheek.
And as each slayer drifted into slumber, completely sated with having been given the anal fuckings they'd so desperately desired and craved, and each with a blissful smile on her face, Willow smiled to herself... God, did she love her slayer bitches!
THE END
EPILOGUE: A few days later Buffy and Mrs. Summers did indeed enjoy their Willow-provided ass fuckings side by side with each other, and they even shared some lesbian incest (which turned out to be an acquired taste, and it needed to grow on them a little at a time before eventually taking serious root), but that's another story, perhaps for another time....
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Cum as You Are Now
2013: Freshman Year
Trevor Davis and Dwayne Brown were college roommates from very different backgrounds. In addition to their obvious racial dissimilarity... Trevor being white and Dwayne black... Trevor came from an upper-middle-class family, while Dwayne grew up poor and needed his basketball scholarship to pay the tuition. But their differing backgrounds didn't stop them from clicking immediately.
Trevor thoroughly enjoyed the many perks that came from being the roommate and best friend of the college's star basketball player: Being invited to all the best parties, issued complimentary tickets to all the games, and hooking up with all the hot slut cheerleaders from their college... who they often spit-roasted, and sometimes double penetrated.
Trevor had a big eight-inch cock that the women and girls had always loved... right after graduating from high school he'd lost his virginity to a MILF in his neighbourhood who'd seen him wearing shorts while he mowed her lawn, and he'd soon thereafter begun discovering how much older women love young men with big cocks. The first MILF blew him and fucked him all summer. She mentioned him to a couple of other older women who then paid him to do some yard work, and besides paying well, they gave him some amazing bonuses... including a woman in her late fifties who only took it in the ass... he was more than willing to oblige her idiosyncrasy.
2014: Sophomore Year
In addition to their banging a ton of coeds, almost always together, for Trevor's twentieth birthday Dwayne arranged an amazing night that included their fucking three cheerleaders from a rival college, and then watching a lesbian threesome, Trevor for the first time.
2015: Junior Year
They spent the entire school year engaged in a competition which Dwayne won easily. They seduced and banged as many MILFs as possible, double points if the woman was married.
2016: Senior Year
The possibilities for Dwayne's potential pro career soared when his team made it into the NCAA Final Four for the first time in twenty years. The games were nationally televised, and Dwayne, the captain, led his team to a win in the semi-finals with his triple-double, although they lost in the final by nine points.
Two weeks later was Trevor's parents 25th wedding anniversary, and so his Dad called and asked him... no begged, since his Dad and Grandpa were both basketball nuts... to bring Dwayne along to the family's vacation cabin nestled in the forest surrounding a lake well known for its recreational fishing and other water sports (no, just the vanilla kind, like swimming and water skiing).
Dwayne loved the idea of visiting the lake after months of intense basketball, so he agreed; he'd always gotten along famously with Trevor's father, Hank Davis.
Although Dwayne was the only black person at the party, which he was used to, most of the time he was the centre of attention.
Dwayne had a great time, so when Trevor's Dad invited him to stay all weekend, he did, even when Trevor went back to see one of his old high school girlfriends for a day... so he missed the fishing trip... a trip that forever changed Dwayne... with a long-held secret truth about who he really was coming to light in ways he could no longer deny.
Trevor then noticed that Dwayne was different during the last couple of months of their senior year. He assumed it was the stress of the upcoming NBA draft, or because they were graduating, but the threesomes came to an end.
2017
Trevor graduated with a business degree, and Dwayne was drafted eighth overall by the Miami Heat. But unfortunately, Dwayne would play just nine games in the NBA before tearing his ACL, thus ending his basketball career.
By this time Trevor was working in Baltimore, and although they'd texted every day until Dwayne's injury... they eventually drifted apart... Dwayne disappearing completely from sight... even from social media.
Trevor was disappointed, since he'd seen Dwayne as his best friend, had wanted him to be his best man at his wedding in 2019, but Dwayne had disappeared without a trace.
2022
Life did what it always does... it moved on. Trevor got married. However, they soon discovered he couldn't make babies. His wife tried to be supportive, but she desperately wanted kids of her own and so in 2020, just a couple months before the pandemic turned everything upside down, they divorced.
After two years of being single... which featured lots of social distancing and watching lots of porn at home... Trevor finally felt ready to begin dating again.
But then three nightmare dates had him reconsidering. He did get some head in his car from one woman, but when she wanted to tie him up, he bailed on her. The other two dates became obvious disasters just minutes into them.
So bored at work and taking a break in his home office, he was scrolling through Facebook, when he saw a very pretty woman named Ebony Chase in the Suggested Friends section.
Trevor couldn't say he strongly preferred black women to white, his brief marriage had been with a white Irish girl, but his most exciting sexual encounters had been those threesomes back in the day with usually black women and his black best friend. Although he wasn't gay, he'd always admired Dwayne's tall, athletic body and his big dick. On more than one occasion he'd caught himself staring at the ten-inch monster... although just out of admiration, not lust.
As he checked out a picture of this black beauty, he was sure they'd never met... but there seemed to be something familiar about her looks... which he couldn't quite put his finger on.
He admired all four of her publicly posted photos, wishing there was more of them, but alas, that would require a Friend request. Horny and intrigued, he did something he'd never done before: he sent a Friend Request to a stranger.
Trevor had returned to a spreadsheet he was working on, when his phone binged just five minutes later. Curious, he checked, and was pleasantly surprised to see she'd accepted his Friend Request. Ebony had even included a couple of words: "Hi, Trevor."
Over the next few days, Trevor and Ebony chatted via Facebook Messenger. Neither of them asked for more. They discussed their respective careers; sports (both of them loved sports... especially basketball); travel (Ebony had been travelling for the past three years, even throughout the pandemic as part of her job as a civil rights advocate, while Trevor had only wished he could travel... his one regret... having never even been outside of North America); and their love of movies (sports, comedies, action, and although this didn't come out right away, Hallmark mysteries... they also both loved Garage Sales Mysteries, and they'd both been upset when Lori Laughlin was busted for her college admissions scandal).
It wasn't until day three, Trevor having scrolled through every picture of Ebony on her Facebook, about two hundred of them, almost all wearing dresses and nylons... it was rare to see a woman in nylons... especially a woman of colour... his ex Irene had hated them, but wore them on occasion for Trevor during their courtship and marriage, but had almost always made an ordeal about it... and unfortunately nylons were one of his fetishes... even though he didn't realize it. Dwayne had teased him about it back in the day, since he'd considered pantyhose no more than an obstruction to banging (his words).
Ebony was without a doubt, the most beautiful person Trevor had ever met... well, had kind of met... she had a heart of gold, and they had many similar interests... unlike Irene and him, who had almost nothing in common once their fiery, lustful sex life had lost its point for her.
On day five, they watched the new Aurora Teagarden movie together via Facebook, chatting throughout it... they both agreed Candace Bure was the perfect person: cute, sexy, fiery, determined, and with a great ass.
As they got to know each other better, they eventually opened up about their love lives... or lack of them.
After just a week, they felt like they'd been friends for years.
Although Trevor wanted to meet Ebony in person, he didn't ask her. He was afraid of ruining a friendship, and perhaps whatever else this might become.
So it was Ebony who suggested they swap phone numbers... with Trevor eagerly agreeing.
Trevor found that Ebony's voice was as sultry and sexy as he'd imagined. Trevor mentioned his leaving South Carolina for Baltimore after his divorce when a job opportunity had popped up just weeks before COVID hit.
Ebony mentioned how she'd moved to Baltimore because her family couldn't accept her for who she was... including an exotic dancer... Ebony had bluntly told Trevor about this very early on, since she'd found the sexier of her two careers tended to ruin her relationships if she kept it secret for long. Trevor wasn't at all fazed by that reveal... especially when Ebony stressed that although she stripped for money, she never did anything else sexual for money.
About a week into their daily conversations, that once had continued all night, Trevor joked they should meet in person so he could check out her moves.
To Trevor's surprise... and excitement... but also fear... since meeting in person could change everything, and for now things were going great... Ebony agreed.
Ebony chose the location.... A relatively upscale bar called The Spot in a rough-looking part of town.
Trevor, who always hated being late for an appointment, and his ex had always been fucking late for everything, arrived twenty minutes early. He ordered a rum Collins to calm his nerves, since he was very excited and nervous about what was about to transpire. What were the odds that meeting in person could even come close to the honest intimacy of their online chats, and then those lengthy phone calls?
Ebony arrived right on time... also believing punctuality to be important but arriving early would make her look too eager... even though internally she was very eager. This encounter hadn't been just weeks in the making... but years.
As she sauntered in wearing four-inch heels, white stockings (which only a woman of colour with the utmost in confidence could pull off), and a one-piece satiny gold dress that showcased her tits and her big booty... which she loved having fucked.
All eyes turned to her... stared at her... and Ebony knew it. She was totally accustomed to married men drooling over her, to straight women re-examining their stance on their sexuality, and to every man wanting to fuck her and every woman wishing they could be her. Which wasn't arrogance... it was simply her ongoing reality.
Trevor's eyes nearly popped right out of his skull when he saw alive and in person the black beauty he'd been conversing with for the past couple of weeks. She was tall, as in really tall, 6'3" (when he asked a while later) to his 5'10", with her heels enhancing her statuesque height even further, and she was even more beautiful than any of her photos. They say a picture is worth a thousand words, but no picture could possibly do justice do her beauty in the flesh. He was so captivated that it took him a moment to notice she was wearing nylons, white ones, which he'd mentioned on the phone was a fetish of his.
Even her stride was sultry... like a supermodel on a runway, but with extra sway and bounce.
As the beautiful black goddess approached, Trevor adjusted his dick, which was suddenly rock hard and not easily concealed, as he admired her ultra-long dark legs in those white nylons.
As she reached his table, Trevor stood up like a gentleman, and he was amazed by how she somehow even made the two narrow braids holding the rest of her long, black, curly hair in place look not just sexy, but divine.
Trevor was stepping around the table to pull out her chair for her, when Ebony stopped him in his tracks by opening her arms and hugging him. Her big tits squeezed against his face, and his hard cock rested against her leg... an involuntary flinch revealing the impact she was having on him... which she probably couldn't help noticing.
"It's so wonderful to meet you in person," Ebony smiled warmly once she ended the hug. Ebony sat down, and when the waiter arrived, she hurriedly ordered a drink... since although she appeared calm and confident on the outside, she was a nervous wreck on the inside. She'd been imagining this moment for a long time... for years, to be truthful... and she was fretting because of the risky reveal still lingering in her very near future.
"It's amazing finally to see you in person," Trevor replied in kind, not sure if he was in love, but thinking maybe he already was. He'd never felt like this before. Not even at the pinnacle of his romance with his ex-wife.
They had drinks and a lovely supper. They continued their conversations from online in person, with a natural flow not of two people on a first date, which Trevor hoped this was, of many, but ones who'd been lifelong friends.
Trevor had never felt more comfortable talking to a woman... even admitting his failures in past relationships and his own struggles with intimacy... his trust having been broken three times in long-term relationships... and all three times the woman had ended the relationship.
One dinner was done Trevor asked, "Do you have enough room for dessert?"
"Why don't we go somewhere more private for dessert?" Ebony asked, her seductive tone making it clear she wanted more than just dessert.
"Um, yeah. My apartment is like fifteen minutes away," Trevor said, far from wanting the night to end... the past ninety minutes having flown by in a heartbeat.
"Perfect. Did you drive?" Ebony asked. "I came in an Uber."
"Yes," Trevor said.
"Then order some cheesecake to go while I go and freshen up, honey," Ebony said, and she stood up, smiled and sauntered away, Trevor watching her walk away while admiring every curve... thinking of the Myles Goldwyn blues song called I Hate to See You Go (but I love to watch you walk away).
Trevor ordered the cheesecake and paid the bill, and when Ebony sauntered back to him looking as luscious as ever, she took his arm and they walked out... every guy in the restaurant envious of Trevor, even though he felt a bit like Dudley Moore walking with Susan Anton.
As soon as they were outside, Trevor, who was seldom aggressive in a relationship, at least not since he and Dwayne had tag teamed all those women, spun Ebony around and kissed her... passionately.
Ebony kissed him back, loving a man who took charge... something that always turned her on. Their tongues explored each other's mouths, and Trevor brought his hands to her big black booty and squeezed it.
Ebony surprised Trevor by breaking the kiss when she felt her ass squeezed. "Let's go."
"Sure," Trevor said, wondering if he'd pushed her too far.
As they drove down the street, Ebony banished Trevor's concern by resting a hand on his thigh.
Trevor did his best to focus on the road... his dick hard the entire time, as he took frequent downward glances at her amazing legs in those stockings... the white nylon looking surprisingly sexy against her black legs. He wondered if her toes were painted... he sensed they were ... likely to match her bright red fingernails.
His cock throbbed as her hand crept closer and closer to it, driving Trevor nuts with the slow tease, especially when she placed her hand directly on top of his bulging erection and began rubbing. He couldn't help blurting, "Please pull it out!"
Ebony fished out his cock as they decelerated and stopped for a red light.
"Oh, God," Trevor groaned, as Ebony began stroking his big, hard cock.
"Mmmmm, so big and hard. Is this because of me?" Ebony asked, as she rolled her fingers over his cock head.
"Yeah, and I'm sure every other guy back in the restaurant has one too," Trevor moaned.
"That's good of you to say, but I only have eyes for you," Ebony whispered in a sweet and sultry tone... actually, everything she said was in a low, sultry tone.
"Ebony," Trevor said, resuming driving.
"Yes?" Ebony asked, as she slowly stroked the fat dick she hadn't seen in a long time... but had spun fantasies about for years.
"Please suck it for me," Trevor asked, dying to see her large, luscious lips wrapped around his cock.
"Ohhhh, I don't know, Trev," Ebony said, really wanting to devour his dick... a dick she'd wanted to suck and to get fucked by for half a decade. "But I'm tempted, very tempted."
"Trev? No one has called me that since college," Trevor said. Dwayne had always called him that.
"I think it's sexier than using your entire name," Ebony said, covering her oops... not quite ready to tell him her secret.
"If you say so," Trevor said, recalling that during most of their double team conquests, the women had called him Trev, or even Trevy... but very seldom Trevor.
"I do say so," Ebony purred, stroking the big dick she desperately wanted to suck, desperately wanted to feel deep inside her... but not until he knew her secret.
"You can call me anything you want," Trevor moaned, just her hand slowly stroking and teasing his cock feeling better than any sex he'd ever had with his wife. He couldn't explain why, but he was completely captivated with this woman. If 'love at first text, chat and sight' was a thing, he was definitely checking all those boxes.
"Bob?" Ebony joked.
"I don't mind if you do," Trevor retorted playfully.
"You bad boy," Ebony purred, using all her willpower not to bend down and suck his glorious white dick. Many white men had a thing for black women, other white men had a thing for black dick, but she was the opposite: she was a black woman who had a thing for white men... and for white dick... she knew it was reverse racism and wrong... especially given her strong commitment to civil rights... and yet her past had drawn her into a love and lust for white dick... and no other variety of dick would do.
"And you're a bad girl for teasing me like this."
"Oh, I can be very bad," Ebony responded, her voice dripping with intent.
"Shit," Trevor moaned as he turned into his driveway and stopped the engine.
"To be continued," Ebony promised, leaning over and kissing him.
They went inside, Trevor fumbling with his keys from trying to hurry while his cock head was doing all his thinking.
Once they were inside, Trevor watched Ebony slip out of her heels, thus revealing her toenails were indeed painted ruby red.
"What?" Ebony asked, catching Trev staring at her feet... although she knew why... it was his foot fetish... or more precisely, his feet in nylons fetish.
"Every last bit of you is beautiful," Trevor said, going to her, wrapping his hands around her waist, pulling her in and kissing her.
Ebony melted into him as he held her tight and began tracing his lips and hot breath down her neck... one of her most sensitive erogenous zones.
"M-m-may I... may I use the restroom?" Ebony stammered, flustered from his touch, and feeling it was still too soon to let things get out of hand.
"Sure, second door on the left," Trevor said, pointing down the hallway.



Ebony kissed him quickly and walked off, Trevor again watching her walk away. This time Ebony looked back and saw him watching her. Usually this would embarrass him... but not this time. She smiled and walked into the bathroom.
Trevor took the opportunity to adjust his throbbing dick, pour a couple glasses of white wine, and turn on a recording... some smooth jazz.
Trevor was sitting on a couch, hoping she would join him there when she returned, sipping on the wine... excited and nervous.
Ebony returned, feeling refreshed, excited, and determined to tell Trev her secret. She sat down beside him, trembling ever so slightly, placed her hand on his leg again and said, in a tone that for the first time tonight wasn't sensual, but was earnest instead, "Trevor. I really like you, but there are a few things I need to tell you about myself before we take this any further."
Trevor was instantly worried. No conversation that started like that could be good. He paused before asking, having checked for a wedding ring or any other sort of marital evidence while they were having dinner, "What, are you married?"
Ebony smiled, "No Trev, nothing like that. Truth be told baby, I'm all yours... or well... I want to be."
Trevor could tell how nervous she was... so different from her persona at the restaurant, where she exuded a sexual persona that overflowed with confidence.
A little confused, Trevor asked, placing his hand on her nylon-clad leg, instantly in awe of how silky sheer they were. "Well... what is it? I really like you too."
Still nervous, her body trembling ever so slightly, she asked, "Will you promise not to hate me after I tell you?"
"Ebony, I could never hate you," Trevor said. "I mean, I, um, I think...."
"What?" Ebony asked.
"I've never been the one to say this first, and it may sound ridiculous to be saying it so soon, but..." Trevor continued, feeling every part of his being in love with this woman he'd just met face to face today, even though it felt like he'd known her forever. "But I think I love you."
Ebony felt herself melt, and yet her anxiety doubled... those are words she'd longed to hear, and yet she still hadn't told him her secret. "I know that I love you, Trev... oh fuck... please give me one more kiss, because right now I'm a nervous wreck."
Trevor leaned forward, and they shared a deep, intimate kiss... his left hand going to her big right breast, and his right hand squeezing her ass. He'd never wanted to be with anyone more in his life.
Ebony was ready to just physically give in... but she had to tell him her secret. "Okay, okay," she said, "not so fast right now," pushing him away. There's still this thing you need to know."
"What is it?" Trevor said, having already forgotten completely the concern she'd briefly mentioned just a couple minutes ago.
Instead of just blurting out her secret, she said, maintaining eye contact, which took all of her courage, "Well, do you agree that it feels like we've known each other for years?"
Trevor nodded, his hand back on her nylon-clad leg, "Yes baby, I feel exactly the same way."
"Well," Ebony said, paused and took a deep breath, "what if I told you that you and I went to college together?"
Trevor gasped, "Oh fuck! Please don't tell me my buddy Dwayne fucked you."
Ebony laughed awkwardly," Well, not exactly, but...."
"But what?" Trevor asked, feeling this conversation going sideways, and he was beginning to get worried.
"Trevor," Ebony said, looking deep into his eyes, and hopefully even into his soul, "I... I... I used to be Dwayne."
"I-I-I don't understand," Trevor stammered, hearing the words, but his brain wasn't remotely processing it.
"I began transitioning after I quit playing basketball," she continued. "That's why I disappeared."
"You used to be a man?" Trevor asked, confused.
"Oh my God! I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have done this," Ebony said, standing up, suddenly mortified, tears beginning to form, looking like she was about to flee. "It's just that I've wanted you for so long."
Trevor too leapt to his feet and looked up at the extremely tall woman... tall just like Dwayne was... with the same dark-coloured skin as Dwayne. And now that he was looking for it, pretty much the same face under her makeup. "Are you saying..." Trevor began, but he couldn't yet completely fathom the bombshell that had just exploded in his face.
Ebony considered just leaving... this wasn't going at all like she'd hoped... yet it was going like she thought it might... not well, but not disastrously either... yet she couldn't leave without putting herself out there, "I was Dwayne Brown before I transitioned into becoming Ebony Chase."
Trevor heard the words, and had now had enough time to begin to understand what was being said, "Is that really you, D?"
"Yes, baby, it's me. The same guy who used to beat you at NBA 2k, and the same guy who couldn't ever beat you at Madden. But I'm not a guy anymore. Please don't hate me," she said, looking five entire inches down at him, just like before.
Trevor saw the fear and insecurity in her eyes and taking her hands in his... hands he now noticed were larger than any other woman's he'd ever met... large enough to palm a basketball, said, "I could never hate you, baby."
"You're calling me your baby?" Ebony asked. "Aren't you angry?"
"No, I'm certainly not angry," Trevor responded... which was true... he wasn't angry at all... and in some ways her revelation made way more sense than anything else... why he'd felt so completely comfortable with her ever since they'd first started talking... how he'd felt they'd known each other forever... because they really had. "I feel shocked. Surprised. A little overwhelmed... but I'm not the least bit angry. But why did you disappear for so long?"
"Well, as it turned out, my sports injury was kind of a blessing in disguise," she said. "I'd strongly felt drawn to becoming a woman for some time, so when my basketball career ended so abruptly, I decided just to go for it. But because I didn't want lots of notoriety, especially since I knew my parents would be so opposed to my sex change they might literally kill me, I decided just to drop off of everyone's radar until my transition was 100% completed... or rather 95% or so in my case. I don't know whether you know this or not, but a transition often takes around five years to complete, what with the hormone treatments and the surgeries. But once I was done, I got back in touch with you just as soon as I could... you're literally the only one who knows so far. Except of course for my doctors, the IRS, Social Security, and the attorney who helped me change my name."
"Wow," said Trevor. "Then I guess it's clear that you're just as serious about building a relationship with me as I now am about building one with you. But I'm curious to know about how all of this started, because you always seemed perfectly straight back when we were in college."
"Well, I was always curious," Ebony said. "I mean I loved watching you fuck other women, and I often wondered what it would be like to suck your dick, or to get fucked by you when you got into one of those dominant moods."
"You did?"
"Yeah, I mean the idea of you pushing me to my knees, shoving your dick in my mouth and roughly face fucking me was my biggest jerk off fantasy during our last two years of college," Ebony explained. "But I was so ashamed to be thinking that way... especially about my straight best friend."
"I never even suspected," Trevor said.
"I know, I hid it very well," she continued. "But it slowly ate me up inside, and after I accepted that I preferred men to women, and my basketball career came to a crashing end, I decided to stop being something I wasn't."
"Oh," Trevor said.
"And how I explored my bisexual side for the first time is an intriguing story," Ebony said.
"Is it a good story, a bad story, a sad story, or a sexy story?" Trevor asked, before he leaned forward and kissed her... wanting to make it clear he wasn't at all repelled to learn that she'd used to be a he.
"I'd say it's pretty sexy!" Ebony said, realizing that not all her secrets were out in the open yet.
Trevor sat back down and patted his lap, "Come here, baby. Let me hold onto you while you tell me all about it."
Ebony was so relieved Trev was okay with reveal number one, she sat down on his lap and snuggled into him. "Do you remember that weekend you invited me out to your parents' vacation cabin to celebrate their 25th anniversary?"
"Yes, we had a blast!" Trevor recalled, it was a great night, and the next day he'd gotten to fuck an ex-girlfriend one last time before she got married two weeks later.
"Well," Ebony said, as Trevor traced his hands up and down both of her nylon-clad legs, "that weekend was sort of my coming out party, when I even came out to myself."
"What happened?" Trevor asked, trying to figure out how that weekend could possibly have been any kind of coming out party.
"Well," Ebony began, "up until then, I'd never hooked up with any men. I'd flirted with several, but once they saw my big black dick, all they wanted to do was suck it, or to have me fuck them."
"They did? No way," Trevor said, although he'd be lying if he said he hadn't been impressed, and occasionally even mesmerized by the pure majesty of Dwayne's ten-inch black cock
"Yeah, I was shocked by how many straight men, especially straight married men, would beg me to let them suck my dick, or even to fuck their asses."
"Did you let them suck you, or did you fuck them?" Trevor asked, his cock hard and flinching beneath her ass as he listened... this narration turning him on for reasons he didn't yet understand.
"Yeah, I quickly discovered that men suck dick lots better than women do," Ebony said. "They're more eager, more submissive, and even more appreciative."
"Really?"
"Yeah, and the comparison isn't even close," she said. "Plus, fucking a guy who moaned like a bitch in heat and begged for it, was always fucking hot."
"I've never thought about those scenarios," Trevor confessed.
"Butt it feels like you're turned on by the idea," Ebony teased, wiggling her ass on his hard dick.
"Oddly, I am," Trevor admitted. "And these nylons are amazing."
"I wore them for you," Ebony said. "Actually, I started wearing them as soon as I started transitioning, and it was because of you."
"Really?"
"Yeah, you loved them so much when we double teamed some hot MILF in nylons, so I knew you'd get excited to see me wearing them," she said. "Or at least you would if you were attracted to me as a woman at all."
"Guilty as charged," Trevor said. "And in case it isn't obvious by now, I'm more attracted to you than any other woman I've ever met! But keep telling me about the new you coming out."
"Okay, don't get me wrong, I used to love fucking women, especially with you, and I still fuck women," Ebony said, having learned she could seduce a straight married woman with ease, which was a lot easier than finding a man who could even fuck her adequately.
"You do?"
"Yeah, I'm bisexual, baby," she said, slowly grinding on his dick. "Is that okay?"
"Yeah," Trevor said, lifting his hands to her tits and cupping them. "Actually, it's really hot."
"And just so you know," Ebony purred, "when I'm with a woman I'm dominant, but with men I'm a total submissive."
"Is that right?" Trevor asked.
"Yes," Ebony moaned. "I love a masculine man who can take charge and fuck me senseless."
"I won't pretend any false humility on that score, since you've seen me in action so many times. So let's get you out of this dress."
"Yes let's, baby," Ebony said. She stood up, bent over and squeezed his dick before turning around and asking, "can you please unzip me?"
"Sure thing, baby," Trevor agreed, standing up, his dick begging also to be unzipped, and he slowly pulled her zipper down.
"Thank you, baby," Ebony said. She wiggled her body, and the dress slithered down to the floor. She then stepped out of it to reveal a body to die for. A big booty ass that looked like it was just made to be fucked... which it was... especially in the sexy red thong, and the sleek pantyhose that made her ass shine.
"God, this ass is amazing," Trevor said.
"Yeah? Those are the same words the first man who ever fucked me said," Ebony said, wiggling it.
"Who was that?" Trevor asked.
"You'll hardly believe me when I tell you," Ebony purred, "but you're getting ahead of my story," as she turned around.
"These are new," Trevor said, distracted from the conversation by the big, firm tits coming into view right in front of him.
"Aren't you a leg man?" Ebony smiled, as she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra.
"I'm an 'everything about you' man, Trevor said, leaning forward and sucking a big, hard nipple into his mouth.
"My 'everything' still includes my big, black dick," she pointed out. "I couldn't bear to part with it, since it had opened so many bedroom doors. Will that be a problem?"
"On you, it looks good," he reassured her. "I can't say I've ever wanted to play with any cock but my own, but since it's your cock, I'm suddenly looking forward to expanding my horizons."
"I'm sure that together we can come up with some sexy ideas. So do you want to hear the story of how I became a black slut for white dick?" Ebony asked.
"Only white dick?" Trevor asked, between sucking on her nipple and squeezing both of her tits.
"Yes baby, I only suck or get fucked by white dick, "Ebony moaned.
"Well, good news then," Trevor said. "My dick is white, just like the rest of me."
"Yes, that's the same big white dick I've been craving for years," Ebony agreed.
"Then you'll be satisfying that craving very soon," Trevor assured her, "and only for the first time, I hope. But right now, I want to spend some time worshipping these perfect tits; they're so gorgeous and firm. And please continue your story."
"That weekend I spent with your family changed my life forever. Because I finally found someone who knew how to give me exactly what I'd been searching for."
"Who was he?" Trevor asked, still very curious about this part... no way could it be someone he was related to... yet perhaps it was someone he knew... maybe?
"Remember that day you took off to hook up with your ex?"
"Yeah, that's the day you went fishing with my Dad and my Grandfather," Trevor said, and his eyes began to go wide as he switched to her other breast.
"Well that day, Hank and Bud taught me a lot of things," Ebony said with a smile on her face as she recalled the day that had forever changed her sexual identity, "and we never got around to doing any fishing."
Trevor stopped loving on her breasts, looked up into her eyes and asked. "Are you saying what I think you're saying?"
"Your father Hank and his father Bud were the first two men that ever bred me," Ebony revealed.
"No way!" Trevor gasped, this reveal more shocking than his learning the woman he was falling for hadn't only previously been a man, but his best friend.
"Yeah, they fucked the living shit out of me," Ebony said wickedly, as she glanced down to see a very generous bulge in Trevor's pants. She smiled as she brought her hand to his crotch, "I guess someone is enjoying my little story."
"Well... I... um," Trevor said, knowing he was indeed rock hard, although he had been all night... but now learning that his Dad and Grandfather fucked men was too shocking even to begin to process... never mind that they'd both fucked Ebony back when he was Dwayne!
"It's okay, babe. Let me stroke this for you while I tell you what happened on that life-changing day," Ebony offered, and she dropped to her knees, unbuckled his belt, then unzipped and tugged his pants down to his ankles.
Trevor lifted each foot, allowing Ebony to pull his pants completely off, while he took a mindless moment to process the crazy tale he was hearing.
As she also pulled his boxers down and off, she asked, "Do you want to hear how your Daddy and Granddaddy fucked me?"
"I do," Trevor said without even thinking about it. He couldn't explain why, but he really wanted to learn how all of this had possibly happened... it seemed unbelievable... yet he didn't doubt Ebony's honesty in the slightest.
"It's a very nasty story," Ebony warned... but not at all fearfully, since she knew him well enough to know his preference of the nastier the better... as she slowly began to stroke his dick... so excited finally to have it in her own hands... and so close to her mouth.
"I want to hear every last detail," Trevor said, looking down at Ebony on her knees.
"Mmmmmm," Ebony purred in a way that made Trevor tremble. "Well, after we'd loaded all our fishing tackle into the back of your Dad's SUV and were climbing in, Bud told me to hop into the back with him."
"Leaving the front passenger seat empty?" Trevor asked.
"Yeah, I thought it was a bit weird, but at first I didn't think anything of it," Ebony said. "Truth be told, they'd both spent a lot of time with me the day before... I thought they just enjoyed having a black basketball star to hang out with."
"They were fascinated by you," Trevor nodded.
"Yeah," she said, as she rolled her finger over his dick head... a technique she knew drove men wild. "Anyway, after your Dad had been driving us for a few minutes along a secluded road, your Granddad ordered, 'Come here, boy!' At first I wasn't sure what he meant. But then he repeated himself in a firm, no nonsense tone, and so I just did as I was told. I scootched myself closer to him."
"And then what happened?" Trevor asked with a soft moan... having never particularly enjoyed hand jobs... until now.
"Then a moment later, he grabbed my hand and placed it directly on his crotch."
"No way!" Trevor exclaimed. His Grandfather was always straightforward... always direct... but this was a line he'd never fathomed Gramps crossing.
"I felt his big hard dick through his pants, and my eyes went wide."
"Wow!"
"And then he looked me in the eye and said, 'Pull it out, boy!'" Ebony continued as she licked Trevor's fat shaft, "Which I astonished myself by doing without hesitation!"
"Crazy," Trevor moaned.
"He then asked, as I stared at his big white dick, 'Do you like what you see?' But I couldn't speak. I just stared at his big, fat, veiny, white dick. I was completely enthralled by it. It looked so inviting... and so beautiful."
"You realize you're describing my Grandfather's dick," Trevor said, this narration so surreal, yet so hot.
"Your dick just got a bit harder, so you seem to be enjoying it," Ebony said, swirling her tongue around his dick head. "Plus, all three of you Davises have big, fat, white dicks... but yours is the largest."
"I've never compared them, so that's good to know," Trevor smiled, not really caring about it, but more about the story he was hearing, and the teasing pleasure he was receiving.
"That's when he surprised me again by kissing me. The kiss was tender and gentle, as our tongues met. Then he slowly lowered my head to his lap, and without needing to think about it, I opened my mouth and accepted his big, fat dick into it. Like I'm about to do to yours right now," Ebony said, as she took his dick into her mouth and bobbed up and down on only the first couple inches for just a few teasing moments, before continuing her story.
"As I began sucking on my first white dick, Bud said, 'What did I tell you, Hank? This boy is ripe for breeding.' Your Dad responded, 'You're right again, just like you're always right about these things. So let's forget about the fishing. I'd better pull around to the back of the lake, so we'll have more privacy."



"This is crazy," Trevor said about the idea of his Dad and Grandfather fucking men.
"It was fucking wild, "Ebony agreed, before she deep throated his eight-inch dick before pulling back out and continuing, "Then Bud said, 'Good idea, son.' So I continued to suck and stroke his big dick, getting really excited at finally having a dick in my mouth for the first time, even if I didn't know what I was doing."
"You seem to be an expert at it now," Trevor pointed out.
"Oh, by now I'm the best fucking dick sucker you'll ever find," Ebony said, her favourite sex act being sucking dick... even more so than fucking someone or getting fucked herself. She just loved having a dick in her mouth, and the one she was fondling right now was the same one she'd forever both admired and longed for.
"I can easily believe that," Trevor said, as she bobbed on his dick smoothly for a few more tantalizing seconds of euphoria.
"I really wanted to feel his dick shoot a load in my mouth, but he cautioned me, 'slow down, baby. I don't want to cum too soon.' So I did."
Ebony slowed down her stroking on Trevor's dick, and she looked up.
"This is the wildest thing I've ever heard," Trevor said.
"And the two of us did some wild things together back in the day," Ebony added.
"Yeah, remember that time we double fucked that woman's pussy?" Trevor asked. "One hole, two dicks at the same time?"
"Oh yeah, or when we fucked the daughter, mom and grandma in their own house while the husband was sleeping right on the other side of a wall?" Ebony asked.
"Or the time you brought home my English Professor?" Trevor added.
"Yeah, she was a nasty slut," Ebony said. "I heard she moved to Canada."
"Just as nasty as that bride we fucked in her honeymoon suite during the post-wedding party," Trevor said.
"Yeah, and I fucked her mom later that same night," Ebony said.
"While I fucked the maid of honour in the next room over," Trevor added.
"We had a lot of fun," Ebony said.
"And now that we're back together, we'll have a lot more fun," Trevor agreed.
"Mmmmmm," Ebony said before continuing her discovery story. "So while I sucked on his dick, Bud reached around me and pulled down my sweats. Once he'd also lowered my underwear, he started squeezing my ass cheeks. Then he pressed his middle finger into my rectum. I continued bobbing up and down on his dick while he fingered my tight butthole. It felt so amazing... just what I'd always wanted, although I didn't realize it until then. Then your Father must have hit a bump in the road, because your Grandfather's big fat dick went right down my throat, and I didn't gag. Even with almost eight inches of white dick down my throat, I didn't!"
Ebony then showcased her deep throating skills by taking Trevor's dick all the way inside her mouth again, and just holding him there.
"Oh fuck!" Trevor moaned, not having been deep throated since college.
Then Ebony pulled back away and continued the story as if she wasn't driving him completely to the brink. "Bud said, 'Oh fuck, son. She's deep throating me.' I noticed he'd used a feminine pronoun, but it didn't humiliate me at all... it just sounded right... just then I was the bitch... I was the female... I wanted to be the woman. And all of those for the first time! I took his whole dick in my mouth for a couple of minutes while getting my ass fingered.
And then the SUV came to a stop. The driver door opened and closed, and then the back door behind me opened and closed. Your Dad then said from behind me, "Shit, what a sweet looking ass."
"I guess that's an appraisal three generations of Davises agree upon," Trevor said.
"Yeah, and that my ass was made for big white dick," Ebony added, as she swirled her tongue around his dick head.
"Yeah, it is," Trevor said, looking forward to fucking her ass.
"Then your Dad buried his tongue in my virgin asshole," Ebony continued. "Bud asked, 'Where's the lube?' which proved that they'd planned at least some of this beforehand. 'In the blue bag behind you,' your Dad answered.
"This 'cocktale' is really hot," Trevor said, sitting down. "Now get back to work between my legs."
"Yes, sir," Ebony said, her tone submissive and sexy. Ebony resumed stroking his dick and looked up at him.
"Continue," Trevor ordered.
"Bud handed your Dad the lube and said, 'Gape that black booty real good for me, son,' while his dick never left my mouth... and by this time, nothing felt more natural than a dick in my mouth. Your Dad lubed up two fingers and finger fucked my butthole with them. I moaned loudly, Bud's dick finally slipping out of my mouth, so then he slapped my face with his manhood," Ebony continued, enjoying reliving these origins of her new life.
"Show me that black booty, baby," Trevor ordered.
"You want to see my black booty, little white boy?" Ebony flirted as she stood up, turned around, and bent over right in front of him.
"Fuck yeah. So both my Dad and my Granddad really fucked this big booty?" Trevor asked, oddly turned on by this scandalous knowledge.
"Oh yeah, they really did," Ebony agreed, and she continued her lengthy story. "After fingering my hole, Hank spun me around back to front as if I wasn't a tall, lanky athlete. Bud lubed up his dick and without a word, he shoved his dick into my virgin hole. I let out a loud gasp-moan as my anal virginity was plundered, not that I was complaining. Then while my ass was being filled, your Dad pulled out his big, white dick, which was about the same length as his father's, but fatter."
"Then we all three have big cocks," Trevor said, as he brought his hands to the seam in his... lover's? They hadn't yet made any promises, but he was certain she wouldn't object to his thinking of her that way... but in any case, her pantyhose, and ripped open a small hole around her anus, wanting as much as possible of the sexy nylon covering her to remain intact.
"Yes, you do," Ebony said, then objected, "those were expensive."
"Bad luck. A proper sexy slut would have been wearing either a garter-belt and stockings, or thigh highs, so her man would have quick and convenient access to her holes," Trevor explained with a bit of an edge in his voice.
"Yes, sir," Ebony agreed, remaining bent over. "And that will always be the case in the future. On the other hand, I have some lube in my purse that I brought along for you."
"Good girl," Trevor said, as she handed it to him. He pulled out the lube and coated his throbbing cock generously. "Say on."
"So before I knew it, I was sucking your father while getting sodomized by your Grandfather," Ebony continued, as she felt Trevor's dick being positioned between her ass cheeks as he pulled her thong aside.
As Trevor's cock slid inside Ebony's chocolate booty, he asked, "Did they fuck you like this?"
"Yes, yes, baby, just like this!" Ebony moaned, as all eight fat inches slid deep inside her, and she braced her hands against the coffee table for balance.
"Continue," Trevor ordered, as he began slowly to fuck her.
"After a couple minutes of taking it easy, Bud started really fucking me while he pulled on my braids, and your father fucked my mouth," Ebony continued, accompanied by some soft moans. "They used me as their personal fuck toy, and I loved it! Another minute later Bud said, 'You gotta try this tight ass, son. But let me breed her first.' Another dozen strokes, and I felt his dick twitch in my ass and shoot his cum into my bowels, which was the most stimulating pleasure I'd ever experienced. My own dick was rock hard."
"I can see it's that way right now," Trevor said, reaching around and squeezing Ebony's big cock... about two inches bigger than his... which was still trapped within her silky sheer pantyhose.
"Oh yeah, baby, I'm so hard for you," Ebony moaned.
"Continue," Trevor ordered, and he began to fuck her just a little faster.
"So they turned me around, the only men who'd ever thrown me around like I wasn't a star athlete, and your father began fucking me. As he did, Bud ordered, 'Be a good boy and suck your ass juices from my dick.' I was in complete mindless obedience mode by now, so I just did as I was told, and sucked on the dick that was just inside my ass."
"Nasty," Trevor said.
"Hank's rough butt pounding was so intense that I before I even knew it, I was coming all over the back seat," Ebony said.
"That can happen?" Trevor asked as he kept fucking her.
"Yeah, they call it a sissy orgasm, but I'm no sissy," Ebony said.
"No you are not," Trevor agreed. "You're a beautiful woman."
"Thanks, baby," Ebony moaned, enjoying the slow fucking. "I'm also the only beautiful woman I know of who used to play in the NBA!"
"Is there more to the story?" Trevor asked.
"Yeah," Ebony moaned. "Bud said, 'God, that feels good, but I'm only good for one round.' Yet I was feeling such insatiable lust, and I didn't want this wild outing to end. I decided that a day like this wouldn't be complete unless I swallowed a load. So without asking permission, I deep throated his big dick while I hummed."
"That sounds intriguing," Trevor said.
"Oh, I have more than a dozen methods of making you bust a nut in my mouth," Ebony bragged.
"I'm looking forward to experiencing each and every one," Trevor replied.
"So for the next few minutes I was spit-roasted again, and to my and Bud's surprise, while Hank bred me with a second big load up my booty, your Granddad came right down my throat. The salty seed became my new addiction when he grunted, 'Goddammit, boy. I'm cumming again. Ooh fuuuck!!!'"
"Wild," Trevor said, fucking her faster.
"After we finished, Hank drove us back to the cabin, where we just watched Netflix and drank beer. However, they made me keep their cum loads inside my ass for the rest of the day," Ebony finished her wicked tale.
"Oh fuck," Trevor said, his own load bubbling in his balls from hearing the unbelievable story.
"Come inside me, baby," Ebony begged, dying to feel her Trev's dick twitch, pulse, and unload in her pussy... in her mind, her asshole was now considered a pussy.
"I am going to come, baby," Trevor said, never needing to come more in his life.
"Yes, breed me, baby!" Ebony moaned, her own dick throbbing. "Just like your father and your Grandfather already did."
"Fuck," Trevor grunted, and he did just that, as a massive load erupted out of him and deep into his new girlfriend.
"Yes," Ebony moaned loudly, pleasure coursing through her as she felt the cum fill her pussy, and as happened on occasion, this triggered her own orgasm, and she spewed her load all over the inside of her (already ruined anyway) pantyhose.
"So good,' Trevor moaned, as he kept pumping and pumping his load into her.
"Yes," Ebony moaned loudly, feeling intense pleasure coursing through her entire body... as her long-time fantasy half a decade in the making had finally come true.
Once they were both spent, Trevor collapsed back onto the couch and Ebony turned back around, dropped back onto her knees, and just like several years ago, began sucking her own ass juice off of a Davis man's dick to retrieve any last remnants of cum.
"Oh yeah, still hungry?" Trevor asked.
Ebony just moaned, since she always loved the nasty act of sucking a dick after it was in her ass... ever since that first time with Bud.
Trevor watched in awe, enjoying the extra blow job... enjoying the sight of Ebony sucking his dick with an enthusiasm he hadn't received since his college days... accepting the wild truth that not only did this black transgendered beauty have a dick instead of a pussy, but amazingly, she was his long lost best friend from college. The truth was this was the best of both worlds... a beautiful woman, with the mind and sexual savvy of a man. They'd shared so many of the same interests back in college, they already knew each other's pasts... this could be the beginning of a relationship that transcended sex... and even love... it could be the ultimate soul-connected experience!
Ebony sucked his dick for fifteen, perhaps even twenty minutes, before Trevor warned, being a gentleman, that he was about to come again. Trevor thought he could safely assume she'd swallow, but he let her know in advance anyway. I'm about to come, sweetheart."
"Mmmmmm," she vibrated on his dick, having shifted to the sensual humming within the last two minutes, knowing that technique almost always triggered an upcoming orgasm... and she was craving to taste his next load.
"Fuck," Trevor grunted, as he came for the second time in under half an hour... his load smoothly erupting, and then unceremoniously swallowed by Ebony.
She swallowed every drop, loving the soothing sensations of her throat coated with this man's dreamy, salty seed. She continued sucking for another minute, ensuring that she'd extracted every drop, before she allowed his glorious Caucasian dick to slip out of her Negroid mouth.
"Come here," Trevor said.
Ebony did, and they kissed romantically.
"So, that was amazing," Trevor said.
"So, that was an understatement," she quipped, sitting in his lap again.
Trevor glanced down and saw the stained area. "Did you come?"
"Yeah, while you were dropping your load in my pussy."
"Nice."
"So," Ebony said, a little nervous to hear the answer, yet needing to know it, "Now what?"
"Want to sleep over?"
"Yes please."
"Come with me, then," Trevor said. They got up and he took her to the bedroom... not to fuck any more that night... just to cuddle... and to fall asleep in each other's arms.
Epilogue
They started dating.
Within a week (right after Trevor bought them a larger bed), Ebony moved into her sweetheart's apartment.
Going forward, on occasion Ebony would seduce a cute coed, or a sultry MILF, or even a straight guy, and they had some great threesomes. Trevor loved watching Ebony fucking a woman, and he also loved the odd train they shared where he fucked her while she fucked another woman or man... but no matter what, they always ended up sleeping in each other's arms... because of an ironclad rule... no third person sleepovers.
Ebony never did get back in touch with her family.
Six months later Trevor took his fiancée to meet his parents and his Grandpa, whereupon... well... certain 'affairs' were rekindled. (Some of those affairs included Trevor's Mom, but that's a story perhaps for another day.)
The end
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Big Fat Cock: Ebony Sinners
Summary: Kevin scores a MILF and a GGILF during a church service.
Note 1: This is dedicated to the real Jeni who told me about this BIG FAT COCK... although her story wasn't told in the first story, and it isn't in this one either.
Note 2: This is the sixth part in a lengthy story of one nerd's discovery of the power having a BIG, FAT COCK can have.
BIG FAT COCK: A Hot Mommy Seduced is a lengthy tale where Kevin learns from his divorced father, who has often been out of the picture, that having a BIG FAT COCK makes you irresistible to women. Kevin begins to use this power on a few MILF women, experimenting with his newfound power as he gears up to using it to seduce his ultimate fantasy conquest: his own mother.
BIG FAT COCK: Anal Mommy has Kevin taking his mother's last forbidden hole while having some fun with a kinky roleplay. It also has Kevin learning more about his mother's slut past, and it sets up Kevin's plan to give his sexual mentor Ms. Chan a special gift... his cock in her other holes.
BIG FAT COCK: Double Penetration Fun has Kevin, with the help of his submissive mother, giving his paraplegic sexual advisor an amazing sex filled birthday.
BIG FAT COCK: Dumb Cheerleader has Kevin a little insecure about scoring a girl on his own. After a lengthy discussion with guru Ms. Chan, he uses his BFC to seduce and dominate a hot blonde.
BIG FAT COCK: Eating Asian has Kevin meeting a visiting niece from Japan, with whom he not only practices his oral skills, but also takes her virginity. That night at her hotel, he dines on three Japanese pussies and fucks the three Japanese beauties during his first foursome.
Note 3: Thanks to
Big Fat Cock: Ebony Sinners
After last night's marathon fuck session with those three wild Asian girls, I planned to sleep in... but was woken up with a morning blow job... which is, I must say, the greatest way in the world to be awakened.
That said, I still sighed as her warm mouth enveloped my cock, "Mom, I need more sleep."
"First, you're the man of the house now, and that means fulfilling the needs of the woman of the house," she said, as I cracked my eyes open enough to see that she was wearing a sexy white nightie and stockings as she yanked the sheets off and straddled me.
"Okay, it's tough to argue with that," I agreed, as she lowered her wet pussy onto my dick... which was still a little surreal, even after all the sex I'd had since I'd discovered the power of my big fat cock.
"Second, we both need to go to church and confess some of our sins," she smiled, as she rested her hands on my chest and began riding me slowly.
"First, our church isn't Catholic, so there's no confessional," I pointed out.
"Semantics," she shrugged, her tits barely hidden within her sexy negligee.
"Second, you're going to Hell anyway, just for being such a nasty Mommy slut," I said wickedly.
"You brat," she said, but with a smile.
"You slut," I countered, loving our nasty exchanges, and loving the raw sexual relationship that had developed so quickly with my mother. One minute sweet and romantic, the next minute nasty and kinky.
"Yes, you love Mommy being your three-hole fuck toy, don't you, baby?" she asked, as she rode me nice and slow.
"I love having my very own personal live-in cock-sucking, dick-riding and ass-taking Mommy cum slut," I agreed, admiring her amazing body and her beautiful smile. I know this might sound strange considering my excellent sexual fortune in the last while, but although everything I said was 100% true, I also loved her unconditionally... as a mother, a lover and a slut. I really was having my cake, eating it, and fucking it too.
"Mmmmm," she purred, "you know just how to talk to Mommy."
"You especially love the name calling," I smiled, watching her body moving.
"Yes, Mommy does," she moaned.
After a dozen more strokes, she added, "But we do have to go to church today. I'm working in the day care, and I offered your services last month to help out."
"You know if we go to church, I'm 100% getting a blow job or fucking you while we're there," I said, the idea quite the turn on.
"You're so good at being bad," she moaned, as she began riding me faster.
"You want me to dump a load down your throat while you worship me at church?" I asked, the hot idea making my balls boil.
"Or maybe we can do a little Sodom and Gomorrah, but without the salt," she said wickedly, the idea turning her on as much as it turned me on.
"I think we can definitely do that," I agreed, as she tightened her pussy around my cock in the way only she could... milking it effectively... knowing this would lead to a morning load deep inside her pussy.
I enjoyed her riding me for another minute, before I decided I wanted to fuck her.
"Onto your back," I ordered.
"Yes, baby," she smiled, and she rolled off me and onto her back.
I got up and went between her legs as she brought her feet to my cock. "You like Mommy's new lingerie?"
"I do," I agreed, getting a perfect look of it from this position, as she stroked my cock with one foot and rubbed my balls with the other.
"I bought it just for you," she purred, smiling up at me.
"Then I expect to see different lingerie on you every day of the week," I ordered, loving the idea of a wide variety of sexy lingerie to admire my MILF Mom wearing.
"Mmmmmmmm, I can do that," she smiled. "Want to go shopping with me after church?"
"Yeah," I said, thinking that would be hot. "Except I'm tutoring this afternoon."
"I'm sure we can find the time for some fitting room fun anyway," she said, as she brought both feet to my cock and began giving me a nylon-clad foot job... her pussy looking so deliciously open, pink and inviting in this position.
"You may need to repent for some future sins today," I joked.
"Maybe," she said, smoothly stroking my raging hard-on as she began rubbing her pussy. "No way can I stop being your Mommy-slut."
"Agreed," I said. "You'll always be my Mommy-slut."
"I'd better be," she said, and she really began to rub herself.
"Looks like you need to be fucked," I said as I spread her legs wide.
"You know Mommy so well," she smiled, as I positioned my dick at her glistening, wet hole.
She wrapped her nylon-clad legs around me and pulled me deep into her pussy with lustful need.
"I know all my sluts well," I said, still in a bit of awe not only at my good fortune since the discovery of the power of my big fat cock... but even more the thrill and taboo that I got the chance to fuck my mother whenever I wanted! This was a dream come true in every possible way... something nobody would ever believe.
"But Mommy will always be your number one slut," she purred as I began to fuck her.
"Always," I agreed.
"Fuck me baby, fuck Mommy with your big cock," she moaned after a dozen or so strokes.
"Big fat cock," I corrected her, having learned that its perfect blend of length and girth was what made my cock so utterly irresistible to women.
"Yes, your big, fat, Mommy-fucking cock," she amended, as she braced her hands behind her for balance and began bucking her hips to meet my deep thrusts.
"Fuck, you're so hot and nasty," I said, the word 'Mommy' when uttered from her lips the most cock-throbbing word ever... even more so than any profanity, begging, or different incestuous references.
"And you love it," she said, really beginning to exert her body, fucking me as much as I was fucking her.
"Yeah, I really do," I agreed, not overly profound, but feeling my orgasm rising.
"Come inside your Mommy, son," Mom moaned, her own orgasm seeming imminent.
"Only after you come, slut," I said, holding back for as long as I could... which inside her wet, tight pussy and at this pace, wouldn't be for much longer.
"Don't you mean Mommy-slut?" she asked while furiously bucking her hips.
"Yes! Come Mommy-slut, come Mommy-pet, come Mommy whore," I ordered as I slammed into her with all the vigor I could muster.
"Yes son, yes! Oh, fuck me! Fuck Mommy, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck!" she babbled through another dozen thrusts before she came, and somehow held her hips upraised, so I could keep fucking her and deposit my load inside her, while her body quaked with euphoria!
Hearing her wicked words, moans and screams, watching her expressions of vulnerable orgasmic bliss, and feeling her flood of wetness swarm my cock, had me lasting only a few more strokes before I unloaded inside her.
"Yes, come in Mommy," she moaned, as half a dozen ropes of morning cum filled her needy pussy.
Once spent, we both collapsed onto the bed, with me still inside and on top of her.
I looked into her face, and admired her red-cheeked post-orgasmic beauty. When she opened her eyes a moment later, smiling warmly, I said, "I really do love you, Mom."
"I love you too, son," she responded, and I bent down and kissed her. The intimacy of the kiss was in many ways more taboo and kinkier than having her blow me, fucking her pussy, slamming into her ass, or even unloading all over her face. Sex was, I was learning very quickly, was just that, sex. But kissing... tenderly... intimately... was an entirely different animal, and it made my body warm.
When I broke the kiss she asked, still smiling, "So while you're fucking me I'm Mommy, and while you're not it's Mom?"
"Exactly," I nodded. "Unless you want me to call you Mommy in public?"
"God, no," she laughed, her tits shaking against my chest.
"It's Sunday. Don't use the Lord's name in vain," I smirked.
"Brat," she said, leaning up and kissing me again.
"Always."
"I'll go make us some breakfast."
"Okay," I agreed, fucking her giving me a bit of an appetite... although truthfully, I always had a bit of an appetite.
As she got off the bed, I spanked her ass and watched her leave... her body perfect from every angle.
I showered, we had breakfast, she showered and changed into much more conservative clothes for church... although I checked to make sure she was wearing thigh high stockings and was sans panties for quick access. What she wore... or didn't wear... underneath her outerwear was nobody's business except for ours. She asked, as I stuck my hand under her black dress to confirm she wasn't wearing underwear, "You're not serious about fucking at church?"
"Of course I am," I said, sliding a finger inside her pussy. "The idea is really hot."
"Whenever we're home I'm completely subservient to your will. I'll obey each and every command you give me without hesitation," she said, which made my cock harden with the wild range of possibilities such words implied. "But..." she paused.
"But what?" I asked as I slowly fingered her.
"But that wild and crazy relationship needs to end the minute we leave the house," she said.
"I understand," I nodded, pulling out my finger and bringing it to my lips... realizing what I'd planned was too risky.
"You do?" she asked, partly as a question, partly expressing her relief.
"Yes. What we're doing together is amazing, and I wouldn't change it for the world," I began. "But I understand most people wouldn't see it that way."
"Exactly."
"But I'm going to take that earlier commitment you offered very seriously," I told her.
"I just bet you will."
At church, Mom went to the kids' area, and I told her I'd come and find her in a few minutes... since I caught sight of Mrs. Grady and a wicked idea popped into my head... maybe I couldn't get a blow job from or fuck my Mom in church... but that didn't mean I couldn't get a blow job from or fuck someone in church. She was chatting with an older couple I didn't know. I headed straight towards her, and she saw me coming.
I smiled, and even though she was black as night, I could tell she was blushing.
"Mom, are you coming?" A voice asked, and then I saw a must have conquest... Tamara... Mrs. Grady's daughter... the minister's daughter... already a conquest of my father's... and the female Grady I hadn't fucked yet.
"Yes, in a minute," Mrs. Grady said, nervously glancing at me.
Tamara was dressed in a fun sundress and sheer black hose of some description... God, she was hot!
I stalked towards the mom and daughter I planned to have a threesome with... and getting blown or fucking at least one of them in this house of the Lord. Since no way had God given me a dick this impressive... and had also created these two black goddesses... for me not to fuck them. And furthermore, I'd reluctantly come to church and then encountered Tamara, who was supposed to be away at college, was like destiny... as if the Cupid of Fucking was playing my fuck-maker.
"Hi, Kevin, it's rare to see you here," Mrs. Grady said.
"Yeah, I need to get cleansed of my multitudinous sins," I said in a joking manner, one that she'd catch.
"Hi, Kevin," Tamara greeted, her big smile only emphasizing her beauty.
"Hi Tamara," I said, giving her a compliment. "You look beautiful!"
"Thank you," she said.
"Mrs. Grady, I know church is starting in a couple minutes, but I have an urgent situation I need you to help me take care off," I said, then added, deliberately sounding a little insecure, "alone."
"Now?" she asked, knowing exactly what I had in mind.
"Yes please, it's something that needs to be dealt with right away."
"Go ahead, Mom, I'll go in and see you there," Tamara offered, oblivious to what my vaguely described situation was.
"Okay honey," Mrs. Grady agreed, now looking a bit more nervous.
As her daughter left, I suggested, "Let's go to your husband's office."
"We really can't do anything here," she whispered.
"Office, now," I said sternly.
"Fine," she sighed, looking around to see if anyone was watching... yet everyone was already in the main worship area, or heading that way.
I followed her into the office, and as soon as she closed the door, I ordered, "Lock it."
"Please, Kevin, not here," she said, even though she obeyed my order and locked the door.
I pulled out my hard cock and said, "Consider this your worship time."
"Kevin," she said, looking at my dick, and getting distracted instantly... my cock, I was discovering, did that to all varieties of women.
"You can suck me or I can fuck you," I offered, walking over to her and gripping her shoulders, "I'm okay with either."
"Damn you, Kevin," she sighed as she dropped before me, her brief resistance shattered with just the appearance of my dick and a little firm persona. "You're too much like your father."
As she stroked my cock, I asked, "Oh, has he fucked you at church?"
"He'd never set foot in a church," she laughed. "But he does whatever he wants and expects complete obedience."
"I see," I said, tapping her lips with my cock, "in that we're the same."
"I'm beginning to see that."
"And do you like it?"
"I hate to admit that I do," she said, just before I slid my big hard cock between her luscious lips.
Once my dick was in her mouth she began bobbing, as if instinctively this was what she was born to do... which I suppose was partially true. She completely forgot she should be in the chapel singing some lame hymn about worshipping the Lord, while instead, she worshipped my big, fat cock.
Loving the power I had over this beautiful black woman, and also the irony of her being a minister's wife, I revelled in it. I asked, after a couple minutes of her great blow job, pulling out so she could answer, "Tell me what you most want to worship today, my pet."
"Oh Kevin," she said, "just let me get you off."
"Tell me," I ordered, slapping her face with my cock.
"Your cock, Kevin, I want to worship your big, fat cock," she answered, wonderfully obedient after her brief interlude of resistance.
"Bend over your husband's desk," I ordered, since she hadn't obeyed my initial order instantly and, truth be told, I kind of wanted to fuck her. The idea of my cum pooled inside her recently used pussy while she sat in the church sanctuary listening to some long-winded sermon and some generic Bible passages, was pretty wickedly hot.
"Kevin, we don't have enough time," she whined.
"Slut, you need to understand our relationship has a very clear hierarchy," I ordered, pulling her up and surprising her by kissing her.
She didn't kiss me back at first, but then she soon di return it. When I broke away, she said in a daze, "I've haven't kissed a man who wasn't my husband since I got married."
"Does your preacher man fuck you like this?" I asked, spinning her around and bending her over his desk.
"No, he doesn't," she admitted, no longer struggling against getting fucked when she should be in church. As I pulled up her dress, then pulled down her pantyhose and panties, she demanded, suddenly sounding horny and urgent, "Now shove that big cock inside me."
"You sure?" I asked, as I rubbed my dick teasingly between her pussy lips.
"Yes, slam that big dick in me, and hurry," she cried out in frustration.
"As you wish," I agreed, sliding my cock deep into her pussy.
"Oh, you're so bad," she moaned, as I reached for her hair and tugged, as I began fucking her.
"You're the slut taking an eighteen-year old's dick in her pussy in her husband's office at church," I pointed out.
"You made me do it," she defended, as she moaned and allowed me to have my way with her.
"You could have said no," I argued, which was true. "You wanted my dick more than you wanted to sing gospel songs and listen to your husband babble on about biblical bullshit and moral righteousness."
By the way, I don't actually hate religion. I believe in God, or at least a God. Or maybe a Goddess of some sort, since all the wars in history were started by men. Yet the way many religions manipulate people at church (or wherever) really pisses me off, as does their usual holier than thou posturing.
"But we shouldn't be doing this," she moaned, as I really hammered her from behind.
"Do you want me to stop?" I asked, not actually stopping, and knowing what she'd say.
"No, dammit," she cursed, frustrated that she did indeed prefer getting pounded by me to attending yet another church service. "Don't you dare stop!"
"I'm going to unload in your pussy, so you'll have to sit in my cum for the rest of the service," I said, my embarrassing idea so fucking hot.
"You bad boy," she moaned, no longer even attempting to oppose me.
"Does Tamara know you're my slut?" I asked, impressed by how I could keep my deep, hard thrusts going, plus a conversation at the same time... and they say men can't multitask.
"No," she answered with a loud moan.
"Why not?"
"We don't gossip about who's fucking and using me during our conversations."
"Well, the topic may come up soon, since I'll be stopping by tonight to visit both of you," I said, not sure if that would actually be doable... since I had no idea how long Tamara would be visiting her parents... although I did know Minister Grady ran a Sunday evening youth group... since he'd mentioned to my mother many times how much I'd benefit from it.
"Oh, Kevin," she moaned, as I really slammed into her.
"How long will your slut daughter be home this time?" I asked, loving the prospect of dominating a beautiful religious woman... who also happened to be my mother's dominant Mistress.
"She's going back to college on Wednesday morning."
"I see," I said. "Why is she at home?"
"There's a funeral tomorrow for one of our parishioners she used to babysit for."
"Oh," I said, that downer deflating the erotic nature of our conversation. Deciding to change the topic and ask a question I'd been wondering about ever since I walked into church today, "Besides my Mom, are any of your other woman pets at church today?"



"Just fuck me," she sidestepped; but instead, I stopped moving while I was buried deep inside her.
"Answer the question," I ordered.
"Yes, a few."
"So you're a Mistress to various married women, and a submissive slut to a few men?"
"Just to a couple of men with big, fat cocks, but your father only rarely these days," she said, looking back at me with a mischievous smile, that told me she was enjoying sharing these revelations, sexually biblical as they were, "Otherwise I stick to women, and not only married ones."
"I see," I said, enjoying this new intel. I bucked my hips into her five times.
"Ohhhhh," she moaned a little louder than she wanted to. "Fuck me Kevin, fuck the shit out of me!"
"First," I said, knowing I had her right where I wanted her... where she'd answer pretty much any question I asked her. "Tell me who else at church munches on your pussy," I ordered.
"Kevin that's as private as it gets, and if any of it got out..." she denied me, sounding more than a little concerned.
"I've kept your secret perfectly," I pointed out. My Mom is the only person on the planet who knows, and not only is she one of your pets, but you already knew I'm banging her. The only other person is Tamara when she finds out tonight, but I'm pretty sure you two already share lots of secrets."
"True, true, but your fat dick is deep inside me right now, and we're in my husband's office during a church service," she pointed out.
"Touché," I laughed. "But the door is locked, and there aren't any windows. So I still want those names."
"Please, no," she whined. Five more hard deep thrusts, and I sensed I was pushing her to the brink. The power of a big fat cock was incredibly persuasive, especially when a woman was getting close to an orgasm.
"Tell me, slut," I demanded.
"One of them is Mrs. Baker," she blurted out. "Now fuck me!"
I resumed fucking her as I processed Mrs. Baker. She was the choir mistress. At least eighty years old, black, quite large, and a great-great grandmother. She was also the sweetest woman I'd ever met... a grandmotherly figure to everyone at church and around the community.
A few strokes later I asked, thinking she must be holding onto some other sexy surprises, "Who else?"
"Ms. Webber," she revealed, as her moans increased.
This was the librarian at the town library. Cute, nerdy, white, and someone I'd chatted with many times, since I spent a reasonable amount of time at the library. Likely thirty years old or so, and I'd be lying if I denied having jerked off on more than one occasion while picturing her naked.
"Another one," I demanded.
"Evelyn," she revealed.
"Evelyn Polanski?" I asked, a high school classmate of mine.
"Yes, she's my most recent acquisition," Mrs. Grady elaborated. I felt my balls boiling, since although we didn't know each other very well, she too had been one of my stroke fantasies. She'd moved here from Russia a couple years ago, and her accent was sexy as fuck. She was a year older than I was, since they'd put her a grade behind her age group when she arrived, to give her some time to work on her English.
"Her mom too?" I asked.
"She only lives with her father and uncle," she answered. "Now please fuck me harder! I'm so close!"
"Just one more, and I'll let you come. And I'll even deposit a load deep in your slut cunt," I offered generously.
"Fine, you'll particularly like this next one."
"Tell me," I said, stopping again deep in her.
"Mrs. Walker," she revealed, knowing this was someone I knew, since Mrs. Grady was the one who'd suggested I tutor her son Ben a while ago... before I'd learned about my big fat cock syndrome.
"No way," I said. "I'm tutoring Ben in a couple hours."
"Well, since her divorce, she's been a regular between my legs, or taking my strap-on into her needy pussy," she said, arming me with all the ammunition I'd need to add this hot MILF to my growing stable of submissive sluts. "She's super submissive, you know."
"Nice," I said, tactics percolating in my head as I resumed fucking her, this time full tilt, and with full intent for both of us to come. "Just like you are."
"In my case, only for big, fat dick," she moaned, her orgasm clearly imminent.
I didn't respond verbally, but I kept pounding away, getting ready to unload deep in her pussy, my hands firmly on her hips, while she gripped the far end of the desk.
"Oh yes, Kevin, fuck me, fuck me with that big fat white cock," she moaned.
Hearing her mention my white cock, I asked, "Do you enjoy being my ebony slut?"
"Yes! Plus your black bitch, your church whore, and even your nigger cum rag," she responded wickedly, 'cum rag' a term I'd never imagined coming out of a black woman's mouth... except in some shitty rap song.
"Fuck," I grunted, her wicked tongue, her nasty use of the 'N' word, and her moans, were sufficient to make me explode inside her pussy.
"Yes!" she moaned loudly, "fill me with your big load," as I did just that. And with a few more deep thrusts, a few more ropes of cum deposited deep in her pussy, and she came too, crying out, "I'm coming!"
I didn't slow down throughout her orgasm, being a gentleman, and allowed her to enjoy her full flood of cum... the intense rapture that only my big cock could give her.
"Oh fuck, Kevin," she said weakly a minute after her climax, although she was still clearly enjoying the afterquakes of her euphoria.
"I'll be fucking this pussy regularly," I assured her as I slowed down.
"You'd better," she said. I pulled out, I then reached down and pulled up her panties and pantyhose as she stood.
I spun her around and kissed her. This time she kissed me back without hesitation.
When I broke away, I rubbed her pussy through the two layers and said, "Something to keep reminding you about me during the rest of the sermon."
"I'll be leaking throughout the rest of the service," she said.
"I bet you will," I laughed.
I'd better clean this up before you go," she said, dropping to her knees and taking my cock into her mouth and cleansing our excessive wetness from it.
I watched, still amazed at the pure power of my big, white cock. No way could I score with a woman like Mrs. Grady without it. Although I was chubby, average looking at best, and somewhat of a nerd... because of the big, fat cock the Lord had blessed me with, constant portals were opening for me. I looked upwards and whispered, "Thank you, God."
She sucked me for a minute until I warned, "If you keep that up, we'll be here for quite a while longer."
A couple more sucks before she allowed my cock to slide out of her mouth and said, "Tempting."
"Like a bright red apple," I smiled.
"In that case, I'm your slutty Eve," she said, as I put my dick away.
"I wonder if Eve was a black woman," I speculated.
"Probably of the Arabian variety, since most biblical scholars place the Garden of Eden near both the Tigris and Euphrates rivers in modern day Iraq," she replied with a chuckle.
"I'll be coming over around seven; just don't let Tamara know you're my slut," I said. "Not yet anyway; we can let her in on that little secret once the evening starts heating up."
"All right," she agreed.
"So... are all those women you mentioned into dick as well?" I asked.
"Mrs. Baker would take your dick in a heartbeat," Mrs. Grady said, squeezing my cock, "although she'll only take it in her big, black, fat ass."
"Noted," I said, thinking that pounding her in that big ass from behind would be fucking fun.
"Ms. Webber is a complete lesbian," she said.
"Even for this?" I asked, squeezing my cock, that was now back in my pants.
"Yeah, even for your monster," she said, looking down at my crotch. "She won't even take my strap-on, she just likes eating my pussy."
"I see," I nodded.
"And Evelyn is a virgin," she said, squeezing my cock and smiling, "At least so far as living cock is concerned."
"Good to know," I said, checking Ms. Webber off my mental list, putting Evelyn on the maybe one, Mrs. Baker on the to do ASAP list, and Mrs. Walker on my 'maybe in a couple of hours if it all works out' one.
"Also, I expect you to be wearing white thigh high stockings when I stop by tonight," I said.
"White ones?" she asked.
"Yeah," I nodded, the thought of white nylons on her black body a superb erotic vision.
"Okay," she agreed. "They'll be tough to explain to Tamara."
I shrugged. "Enjoy the church service."
"I'll try," she said as I headed out.
I headed to the daycare section and helped my Mom for a bit, who gave me a knowing look... and I just shrugged.
It was about ten minutes later, I was already bored out of my mind... I don't have much patience for little kids... when a black girl I didn't recognize walked in and came straight over to me. I'm guessing she was about sixteen.
"Are you Kevin?" she asked.
"The one and only," I smiled, with a suave confidence that I didn't remotely have before fucking my dad's girlfriend... who was way too hot to remotely be with him because of his looks, money or personality.
"My great grandmother asked me to cover for you; she needs your assistance."
"With what?" I asked innocently. I assumed this was Mrs. Baker's great granddaughter... she wasn't really pretty, but she had a nice pair of tits and a big ass.
"I'm not sure," she answered. "But she said you can find her in Minister Grady's office."
"Okay, thank you," I said. I looked at my Mom, and shrugged when she shook her head to express her own ignorance about the message.
I returned to the scene of my most recent conquest, my cock hardening as I did. I can't explain why, but without a doubt I preferred older women to the younger ones. My Mom, Ms. Chan, Mrs. Dieks, Sharmuta, Ms. Sinclair, and of course Mrs. Grady were all great cock suckers and avid sluts. And although maybe it's perverse of me, I consider the older the woman (if she's still a cock-hungry slut), the hotter. So while some people might question my excitement about soon having sex with an eighty-year-old, my cock was more than willing to take part in the escapade.
I knocked on the door, which was closed, and Mrs. Baker opened it,
I walked inside with a swagger I'd recently earned, and she closed the door.
"What can I do for you, Mrs. Baker?" I asked, turning around and taking in her full figure. She was a big boned woman, with huge tits, thick legs, a large booty, and a sweet, elderly, grandmotherly face... I still thought it was wild that she ate pussy and liked it best up the ass.
"First, you can pull your dick out," she said bluntly.
"Excuse me?" I asked, acting surprised... and believe it or not... innocent.
"I know all about you and Danai," she said (meaning Mrs. Grady), while she walked up to me. "And don't worry, I'm not judging, I just want a piece of you."
"Oh," I said.
"We don't have much time for this," she said as she continued walking past me to the desk, pulled up her dress, and pulled down her pantyhose and panties. "Now hurry up and fuck my asshole."
"You're serious?" I said, since even after all the sex I'd had recently, and all the women who'd willingly sucked and fucked me, this was something fresh and new.
"Danai says you have a huge dick, and my asshole hasn't been fucked by a real cock in years," she said.
"Okay, but you need to earn it first," I said, walking closer and slapping her huge ass cheeks.
"We don't have enough time for anything like that," she said, looking back at me, her hands pulling her ass cheeks apart.
"Just suck my dick, Grandma Baker," I ordered, wanting to see her lips around my cock.
"You bastard," she sighed, but she did turn around, dropped to her knees in front of me, and fished out my dick. But then when she pulled it out, she exhaled, her eyes going wide, "Holy shit!" It was obvious that all her resistance to my taking charge had just evaporated.
"Show me you really want this dick in your ass," I ordered.
"It's so fucking big," she said in awe, as she opened her mouth and took it in.
"Oh yeah, Grandma, suck my dick," I moaned, the idea of fucking my own grandmothers, both of them still alive, suddenly popping into my mind... both of them now widows after my two grandfathers' deaths within eight months of each other.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned as she bobbed on my cock, wielding her tongue wildly as she did... with impressive technique.
"Oh yeah, what a great mouth!" I moaned about thirty seconds later.
She stood up and bragged, "It should be, I've been sucking dick for sixty years."
"That's really wild," I said, as convinced, I spun her around and bent her over.
"And I've taken it in the ass for just as long," she said, as she pulled her ass cheeks apart after I pulled her dress up for her.
"And it's such a great big black ass," I said, admiring the biggest ass I'd ever seen.
"And it was made for getting fucked," she said. "Now slam your humongous dick up my asshole."
"Why the ass over your pussy?" I asked... genuinely curious.
"I kept my virginity for marriage, and I've only ever had my husband in my pussy," she explained, as I positioned my cock at her puckered anal hole... which was already slightly gaped.
"You've already been fucked today?" I asked as I processed the knowledge she'd only fucked one man in eighty years... impressive loyalty... and sweet.
"I had Mistress Danai finger bang my asshole for a bit before I sent for you; I wanted you to have smooth access," she said as I slid my dick inside her.
"I see," I said, as my cock disappeared into that big black booty... her ass so fucking tight.
"So big," she moaned, as I slowly drilled deeper into her.
"So your ass is the only hole you've been fucked in by more than one guy?" I asked, trying to get a handle on her quirky sexual history and values.
"If you don't count my mouth I guess, but that's just semantics. So yes, I lost my anal virginity right after my 1959 prom, and then I took dozens of fucks in my ass in the wild swinging days of the sixties," she answered. I was now balls deep in her ass.
"Wild!"
"Just because I'm old doesn't mean I'm dead."
"No, you're very much alive, and you're hot as fuck," I said, as I began slowly fucking the ass under discussion.
"You think so?" she asked, authenticity surprised.
"There's nothing hotter than a big, beautiful woman of age who still allows herself to let go and just be a slut," I said.
"I've always been one," she said proudly.
"So I heard," I said.
"And I've always taken on both guys and gals," she said. Both of her hands were gripping the end of the desk with her arms supporting her torso, unlike Mrs. Grady who'd bent herself flat over the table. She next surprised me by bouncing back to meet my forward thrusts.
"I'd love to see you eating pussy," I said.
"Yeah? If you want to see that... and if you like very experienced women... you should come to my weekly games night this Tuesday," she moaned, as she began to fuck herself on my dick. "Or any Tuesday, actually."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah, we play board games, cards, and usually we eat and fuck each other, all of us together in my living room," she moaned, as I picked up the pace.
"And they'd be okay with me being there?" I asked.
"I'll need to confirm that," she said. "But I really doubt anyone will object. So never mind... if you're okay playing with older women, and I mean actual senior citizens, I'm pretty sure you'd get to star in a reverse gangbang."
"What's that?" I asked, not a term I'd ever heard.
"All of us, anywhere from four to ten women depending on the week, would suck your dick and fuck you," she answered. "Emily is the only one of us who still has a man, and he can't get it up anymore, not even with Viagra."
"That sounds really tempting," I said, the idea of my being the only stud in a herd of older mares who didn't get regular dick anymore was hot... just like fucking Ms. Chan had been.
"Tell me you're coming," she urged, her breathing getting heavy.
"Pretty soon now," I said, her ass so tight it was really milking my dick, even after depositing two loads already this morning.
"I mean on Tuesday," she said, literally huffing now.
"Tuesday! That too. Right. Yes, I certainly will," I agreed through my temporary brain scramble. It would be a wild time... making even my Asian foursome the previous night seem tame in comparison if there'd be four to ten women there.
"Good," she said and then demanded, "Now fuck my asshole, and cum inside it."
"You want my load deep in your black ass?" I asked, really slamming into her by now.
"Yes, fill my asshole with your big load," she begged.
"Get ready," I said, my balls bubbling with another warm load.
"Oh yes, baby, give it to me, give me your load! Fuck your big black bitch!" she exhorted me.
"I'll be unloading in this ass regularly," I assured her, this ass the best one I'd ever had.
"Anytiiiiiime," she moaned and let out a slight yell as her orgasm from getting sodomized ripped through her, and that primal scream and her tight asshole were all I needed to unload into her bowels.
"Fuck," I grunted, as I spewed my load in her ass.
"Yes, fill my asshole," she moaned, and she leaned into the desk as I kept pumping my load deep inside her.
"Fuck yeah," I said, as I finished my orgasm.
"Best fuck ever," she said, still quaking.
"Best ass ever," I replied, as I glanced at the clock. We still had a few minutes.
"It's been so long since I had a real dick back there," she said, as I kept slowly fucking her ass, not yet ready to pull out.
"I can guarantee it won't be long before you get this black ass hammered again," I said.
"You'd better keep that promise," she said.
"I will," I said, still lingering in her ass.
As I pulled out, and she pulled up her panties and pantyhose, she said, turning around to look at me, "God, a dick like yours might make me reconsider my pussy's No Cocks Allowed policy."
"Really?" I asked, flattered.
"Maybe," she said, kneeling down and taking the dick that was just up her ass into her mouth... a nasty act that always turned me on whenever I got this lucky.
She sucked for just a minute, briefly but deeply sucking my still hard cock, before she stood up and said, "I can feel your cum leaking out of my ass."
"Mmmmm," I smiled. "Next time I'll want to fuck those big tits."
These old things?" she asked, cupping her huge tits.
"Yeah."
"Gravity hasn't been too kind to them."
"I'm sure they're still magnificent," I said, cupping them through her dress.
You're sweet," she said. "Hand me your phone."
I pulled it out of my pocket, she typed something in and handed it back to me while I stored my dick away... it needed at least a brief reprieve... I was also starving... for some actual food.
I checked my phone. She'd nicknamed herself 80ass slut and had texted herself. Tuesday, in part to give herself my number.
"I'll text you the address," she said.
"What time?"
"Come at six, and you can fuck me before everyone else arrives around seven."
"Can do."
"Actually, why don't you come at 5:30, and I'll feed you a good meal first, to make sure you're all fuelled up for your marathon night."
"Marathon night?"
"Absolutely! You'll endure so much eager cock sucking, desperate fucking, and such intense gratitude, you won't be able to get it up anymore!"
"That I can't fathom; I can always get it up."
"Challenge accepted," she smiled, squeezing my cock. "You have no idea what you're getting yourself into."
"Apparently lots of pussy," I smiled.
"To say the least! You won't be leaving until we've extracted every last load from you," she said, squeezing my dick once more as she checked the sanctuary monitor on the wall I'd been ignoring completely, to see they were singing again. "Looks like they started without me."



"You'd better get out there," I said.
"I'd better," she agreed, wiggling her ass.
As I slapped her ass, she said, "Fuck, you shoot buckets."
"All day and night," I said suavely.
"And it's only morning," she said.
I laughed, "So it is."
"Leave by the side door," she pointed. "It'll get you right outside."
"There's a side door?"
"Yeah, I'm surprised Danai didn't tell you to use it."
"Huh," I said, and she headed out the usual door while I exited the other way... thinking that Tuesday promised to be incredibly interesting.
But first I had two other challenges ahead of me.
First, Mrs. Walker, who didn't seem likely to be much of a challenge... the biggest one would be Ben being there. Submissive or not, I doubted she'd want to get it on in front of her son.
Second, my threesome tonight with Mrs. Grady and her daughter Tamara. I still wasn;t sure how to get Tamara involved. Sure, I could just shove my dick in her mother's mouth, but the thrill of the chase was still pretty exhilarating. Suddenly, an idea popped into my head. I'd chat with mom about it. Perhaps my threesome, could be a foursome.
Although usually I didn't like church, or even Sundays for that matter, it was already turning out to be a really good day.
God bless.
The end
Coming in a month or two....
BIG FAT COCK: Educating Mrs. Walker
Kevin discovers Jasmine writes erotica, and he seduces her in her home, using ideas from her own writing to spice things up.
--
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Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 10-12
Summary: A tattoo, a golden shower, and an epic gangbang.
WARNING: This is a racially themed story that was requested and critiqued by TX and Babygirl (a real life Black couple) who enjoy racially charged stories. They, like I and my editorial staff, believe strongly in the BLACK LIVES MATTER movement and its importance in achieving true equality in the world. I considered not releasing this series and keeping it private for TX, Babygirl and myself, perhaps one or two others, but in the end I decided that hopefully most readers will realize it is fiction, and during the course of the story, it celebrates (instead of demeans) the beauty of the black body, as well as of the white body (and other races that pop up throughout the story).
With that said, this is a fictional story that uses the taboo 'N' word in erotically charged situations directed towards submissively charged black and white women. If this offends you, please do not read further. This story was not written to offend, but to create an authentic fantasy for TX and Babygirl, and in turn, for myself and any like-minded readers.
I hope you read this for what it is: a celebration of submission in all its diverse forms.
.....
.....
.....
Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story, and for coming up with many of the ideas.
Note 2: This is part eleven of a series (the next part is already written).
Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise: introduces many Jasmine fantasies, and sets up the upcoming plots, as she unexpectedly bumps into a fan, which leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a submissive black woman.
Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave: where Jasmine explores her newfound dominant side as she fucks her new black submissive.
Part 3: Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding: where Jasmine fucks Babygirl's ass, and then submissively gets her own ass pounded by Babygirl, as Babygirl's husband interrupts them by phone and takes control of both women remotely.
Part 4: Best of Both Worlds: Classroom BBC: where Jasmine floats the idea of a foursome with a black couple to her husband, with intriguing possibilities. She is then shocked when Daddy shows up in her classroom at lunch, locks the door, and uses her as the white slut she is.
Part 5: Best of Both Worlds: DP'd by BBC: where Jasmine and her husband roleplay her being fucked by black cock, which encourages Jasmine as to the possibility that her husband would be okay with her secret chocolate rendezvous. Jasmine then goes to their house and takes part in a wild threesome, including the first BBC in her ass, her first chocolate cream pie, and of course, her first double penetration (although one of the cocks is a strap-on).
Part 6: Best of Both Worlds: Foursome: where Jasmine, with the help of Babygirl and Daddy, reveals to her husband her secret author past, her recent indiscretions, and convinces him to take part in a wife swapping foursome.
Part 7: Best of Both Worlds: Gloryhole: where Jasmine is annoyed after her husband is sent off to work in Alaska for two weeks, and ends up at a gloryhole 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 made to masturbate in class, take a bukkake at a black sex club, do a cum walk to a coffee shop still wearing 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, gets a surprise visit from a current cheerleader in her school, and ends up at a black frat house three driving hours away, for a wicked night of fun.
Part 10: Best of Both Worlds: Host Tasks 7-9: where Jasmine masturbates at church while fantasizing a secret sex dungeon underneath the church, goes for a massage with an excellent happy ending (the masseuse is a shemale), and a marathon session where she explores her Mistress skills, first with Babygirl and a surprise guest (her school's principal), and later on, two surprise arrivals in Babygirl's daughter LaCresha and her submissive friend Becka.
And now, Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 10-12

Wednesday: Task 10
I got up, and as usual immediately checked my email for the next task.
Dumb Slut Jasmine
Although last night may have worked out okay, and I imagine you really enjoyed dominating my daughter and making her your slut... your decision has compromised everything Babygirl and I have been trying to achieve.
I understand you were facing a predicament not of your doing, but I had made it clear my daughter was off limits, and now she is pussy deep into you.
Your task today will be a constant reminder of the fact I am in charge, and your white mouth, pussy and ass are all mine.
You will go to a friend of mine's after school, at an address I will send you late in the day. You will pay in advance for his work by offering your three slut holes to him, and then allow him to do what I will be instructing him to do.
This will be, in many ways, a test to see how obedient you are, and to get back into my good graces after you actually... not fantasy... ass fucked my baby girl.
OBEY completely, and you may get Daddy's dick back in your white fuck holes.
DADDY
I sighed.
I'd known he might get angry at what had transpired.
But after watching us in action via the cabin's hidden cameras, he allowed us to continue... me with his daughter LaCresha, and Babygirl with his daughter's friend Becka, when he phoned Babygirl and gave specific permission for our wicked lesbian foursome to proceed.
I responded:
Daddy,
I'm so sorry. I really had no idea what to do when LaCresha walked in on Babygirl and me. My head was spinning with what to do, my instincts took over, and I did what I ended up doing.
I'm truly sorry, and I regret what happened, but I really didn't know what else to do.
I'm super sorry she now knows all about Babygirl and me, and may have surmised even more.
I will certainly accept whatever punishment you have decided is suitable for me to endure.
Your obedient, dumb, white slut.
JASMINE
After I sent my reply, I realized he'd sent a second email. I assumed it would be a picture of Babygirl, hinting at what was to happen tonight, but it wasn't. It was just an ominous PS.
PS: You owe me a daughter pet!!!
Oh, fuck.
Since I had used his daughter, had dominated her, ass fucked her, and turned her into my submissive pet, he was making it clear he expected me to allow him to do the same to my own daughter. The silver lining, if it even was one, was that going forward LaCresha would remain my pet, but at the same time, he was giving me a powerful object lesson about how he felt about what I'd done. What he proposed was heartbreakingly unthinkable while at the same time precisely equivalent to what I had done to his own daughter, and I was totally helpless to do anything to prevent it!
Shit!
Shit!
Shit!
I was originally terrified when I'd started down this road with Daddy and Babygirl about how my husband would react when he learned all my secrets (for I was dead set on filling him in), and thankfully he was okay with my infidelity and the perks that went with it for him (read Part 6 of this series: Foursome, to see how that turned out), but allowing my daughter not only to learn about my erotic writing, but also about my nasty slut sex life, was bad enough, and yet something I figured I'd have to do one day... but giving her to Daddy as a pet wasn't something I was sure I could force myself to do.
Although perhaps, like I did and still do, she would love Daddy's big black cock... I wished I'd been given a similar opportunity back when I was eighteen... yet she had never given me any real inkling of her sexuality. She'd never had a boyfriend, and I even wondered if she might be a lesbian.
I sighed.
Realizing I was running late, I showered, got dressed and headed to work... my mind spinning with the unintended consequences of my actions.
The morning went by as it usually does... uneventfully... but as soon as lunchtime began, LaCresha walked into my classroom, closed my door and said, "Hungry."
"Not here," I said firmly, her father's email still very much playing havoc in my head.
"Doing this in the hallway would place us in front of a rather large audience," she pointed out ironically, as she walked up to me in a sultry, sexy, pussy-tingling fashion.
"LaCresha, what happened yesterday was a mistake," I clarified.
"Oh, it was a lot of things," she said, her typical confidence now returned, "but a mistake definitely wasn't one of them."
Wanting to delay this pursuit of our new sexual relationship, even though she was dressed in a sexy, slutty outfit that had my pussy burning, I stressed, "We will not do this here."
"You're dining on chocolate for lunch," she insisted, as she pushed me against a student's desk. "I've been anticipating doing this all fucking morning."
"LaCresha, no," I said sternly, even though it didn't come out sounding as stern as it should.
"Look, you caught me off guard yesterday, and you had your fun treating me like your cheap nigger slave," she said. "But that was yesterday. Starting now, the hierarchy is flipped. You've become my nigger-loving, cunt-munching, teacher pet."
"LaCresha, no," I repeated weakly, even though I'd fantasized hearing her say what she was dictating for quite some time.
"I'm not asking, you dumb white slut," she said, roughly shoving me down to the floor, "I'm telling you."
"LaCresha," I gasped, shocked by this sudden turn of power and the leaks coming out of my pussy. I'd fantasized this exact same moment many, many times... including with many, many girls: nerds, cheerleaders, geeks, interns, fellow teachers, etc.
"Dumb nigger-loving slut," she said, as she raised her skirt and shoved her commando pussy in my face. "Eat!"
Her hand in the back of my head, her intoxicating aroma swarming my senses, her dominant behavior, my natural submissiveness, added to her sweet wetness, made me unable to do anything but obey her. I began licking.
"Good slut," she moaned, encouraging my submission the same way I'd encouraged hers yesterday, as her hand controlled me from the back of my head.

The moment her tantalizing taste hit my taste buds, I began licking faster, my hunger and psychological need to obey and to please her taking complete control. I was no longer the teacher, I was her pet. I was no longer occupying my classroom, but my universe was between her legs.
"This is how our hierarchy is supposed to be," she intoned as I licked. "White bitches service black goddesses. Isn't that right, nigger lover?"
She pulled my head away from her amazing pussy and looked down at me, expecting an answer.
I couldn't deny her logic... it was the premise of 95% of my interracial stories (Deconstructing the Professor, and BBBW Domination being the rare exceptions... as well as many of the scenes in this lengthy pictorial novella).
I also couldn't deny the natural inclination towards complete submission I felt at this moment... exactly how I imagined a sub would feel when I wrote scenes pretty much identical to this one, in so many of my lesbian stories.
I couldn't deny the insatiable lust I felt to dive back into licking her pussy.
I couldn't deny that all I wanted at this moment was to please her.
I responded, casting away all the power I'd earned last night, by saying the simple words, "Yes, Mistress LaCresha, I'm a dumb white slut for nigger pussy."
"And for nigger cock?" she added, her facial expression and tone making it clear she knew more than she should.
"H-h-how could you know to ask that question?" I stammered, wondering if she knew I was a complete submissive to her father.
"My father and I had a very lengthy conversation last night," she said. "I know everything."
"Everything? Such as?"
"Well, I imagine there are many sordid escapades I don't know about, but I know that you're silkstockingslover, which by the way is so fucking hot; I've even read a few of your stories, and they were hot enough to get me off, so I highly approve. I also know you've written stories for my parents, and I know you're only one of apparently many of my Dad's white sluts."
"He told you all that?" I asked, a little surprised to hear this, after the emails he sent me this morning.
"He did," she nodded, "you slipped up last night, and the more I thought about it, the more it became obvious. So I took him aside and started asking pointed questions."
"Oh," I said, knowing exactly when that had happened. It was when I'd mentioned her father had told me black people rarely use the word 'slut'. When would such a point ever come up in a nonsexual encounter?
"Don't worry, your secret is safe with me," she said, "so long as you're my obedient white slut."
"Your father sent me an email this morning making it clear he wasn't at all happy about what happened last night," I said.
"Aren't you supposed to call him Daddy?" she asked.
"Yes, sorry; Daddy made it clear he was unhappy about what happened between us last night," I clarified.
"I don't care," she shrugged. "If he can have white sluts to fuck, then I can have white sluts to use."
"So he doesn't know what you're doing right..." I began to ask, when she grabbed my head and pushed it back into her wetness.
"No, he doesn't know what I'm doing with you right now," she said, as I mindlessly resumed licking, as that was my natural reaction to her dominant persona, while deciding I'd need to deal with this new predicament later.

As I licked, she continued, "I'm sure he'll find out soon... you'll probably tell him yourself... but I still don't care. He can fuck you all he wants, but I'm going to use you whenever I want, too."
That assertion concerned me, as I knew how stubborn they both were deep down, and I could easily foresee a major confrontation between Daddy and his daughter, but that was completely out of my hands, even if I was the one who'd accidentally triggered it... well, myself and some wicked serendipity from the sexual Goddess above.
So I just did what I did best.
I lapped.
I probed.
I licked.
I sucked on her clit.
She moaned and said, as she spun around, and spun me around for reasons I couldn't explain, "You're as good as I imagined you'd be, you hungry little white slut."
I moaned, "Your pussy is amazing," letting her know I appreciated the compliment, as left-handed as it was.
"Don't worry, I'll give you many opportunities to dine on it," she said as she draped her right leg over my shoulder and guided my face back into her pussy.
"I know you will," I said, as I began really attacking her pink wet pussy, since it was clear she was close, and I knew the hierarchy had changed today... and I was back on the bottom where I was supposed to be.

"Don't you dare stop, nigger loving slave," she moaned, her hands on both sides of my head holding me deep in her wetness. I had no intention of stopping, wanting to taste her full flood. I sucked, licked, and wiggled my tongue until she warned, "Here comes lunch, my teacher pet," before she let out a loud moan, and my entire face was soaked with her orgasmic flood.

I hungrily lapped up the delicious lunch, way better than the baloney sandwich I'd brought for lunch.
She let go of my head and said, "You'll be doing that a lot, slut."
From my knees I replied, even as I wondered what Daddy was going to think, as there was no way I could possibly keep this from him, "Yes, Mistress."
"Good girl," she said, as she turned and walked out the door.
I got up and hurried to my desk, wondering if my make-up was okay.
I collapsed at my desk, pondering how I was going to relate to this situation.
I looked in my compact mirror and found my make-up still looked fine. I then texted Daddy: LaCresha has made me HER pet. We need to talk!
He didn't respond, and my pussy on fire, I decided to see if my principal would honour the promises she'd made last night.
I walked into her office and she wasn't there, but her secretary told me she was in the boardroom.
I went to the boardroom, closed the door behind me, and she smiled, "That was quick."
"Hungry?" I asked.
"Well, I haven't had lunch yet," she smiled.
"Get on the table," I said.
"I still can't believe you have this side to you," she said, obeying me without the least bit of fuss or bother.
"Oh, I'm an enigma, all right," I smiled, as I climbed onto the table and straddled her face, getting out of my dress. "Now please hurry up, we don't have a lot of time."
She hungrily licked me, as I smiled at the surprising perks I was receiving from meeting Daddy and Babygirl. I had my own personal pussy pleaser at school... and who she was, no one would believe.

I came on her face after a few minutes of licking, before getting off of her and adding, "This may become a regular lunchtime meeting."
"Keep bringing me fresh homemade meals, and I'll munch them right down," she smiled, as she got off the table.
"Oh, they're always fresh," I said, before heading back to my classroom feeling refreshed.
Daddy didn't respond before my next class began... the class LaCresha was in. She didn't say anything... But her smug smile spoke volumes, and she slipped her feet in and out of her shoes all during class, obviously knowing my weakness for nylons and even more so for nylon-clad feet.
My phone buzzed during the last class of the day with a simple message: I will deal with LaCresha. You just follow the instructions I've already given you.
I replied, feeling some comfort as I could read the confidence in his response and was confident he would indeed deal with her: Yes, Daddy! Thank you!
He sent me the address, and after school was done, I drove there.



I was surprised to discover it was a doctor's office. That didn't make much sense. I went to text Daddy, and saw he'd texted me while I was driving. Ask for Dr. Black.
I texted back: Okay.
I walked in and approached the very pretty secretary, "I have an appointment to see Dr. Black."
"Please fill out these forms," she said, barely looking up at me.
I wasn't sure why I was here, or if I really needed to fill out any forms, I assumed I was here just to suck some cock, and/or get fucked, but I filled them out anyway. They were about my medical history and which medications I was taking.
I handed them in, and a minute later she sent me to an office.
"So you're Jasmine," a young black man said, as he stood up from his desk and walked around to greet me.
"Last time I checked," I joked.
"It's a pleasure to meet you," he chuckled at my quick wit.
"The pleasure is all mine," I smiled, assuming I'd soon have his dick in at least one of my holes.
"So, Chris tells me you're paying first, and then receiving his special gift," he said.
"Yes, apparently that's the plan," I nodded.
"You're very pretty," he said.
"Thanks," I smiled, moving my hand to his crotch. "You're very handso.... Oh my God!"
"I get that reaction a lot," he chuckled, as I was feeling what had to be twelve inches of cock.
"Is this real?" I asked, in complete awe.
"Check for yourself," he said, as I quickly shucked him of his pants and tossed them aside.
"Holy fuck!" I gasped, as I took the biggest cock I'd ever seen in my hand.

"White women love it,' he said.
'I imagine every woman on the planet would love it," I said, in awe of his black, majestic, foot-long python. I added, "And many guys, too."

"Yeah," he chuckled. "A lot of white cock suckers have worshipped this cock."
"Worship is an excellent word for what I plan to do with it," I said, still completely captivated by this monumental cock, that seemed so out of place attached to this somewhat nerdish doctor.

"Take your time," he said. "You're my final appointment for the day."
"Good," I said, as I moved down to his balls. "I think I may be down here for a while."
I licked his balls... bathing them with my free-flowing saliva.


I sucked on his balls... for a couple of minutes... sucking each ball into my mouth... while stroking his humongous cock.

"Come over here," he said, as he got off the desk and leaned against the wall.
"You're making me work for that black monster," I smiled, as I crawled the few feet to his completely erect cannon, which was aimed directly at me.
"I just want to lean against the wall and watch you," he said.
I took it in my mouth and began slowly bobbing.
"Oh yeah," he groaned.
I continued bobbing, taking a little more and more of it into my mouth, wondering if I could get all twelve inches in my mouth. I'd taken ten inches with relative ease after some practice, but an extra two inches seemed like a lot.
Eventually I was taking ten inches in my mouth and he was moaning, as his hand planted itself on the back of my head, "Such a great mouth."

After another minute I had almost the entire cock in my mouth, mostly down my throat.

"Shit, Jasmine, you're a natural," he moaned, just as I managed to deep throat his entire foot-long fuck stick.
After a moment I gagged and backed off, saliva running down my chin, "Such an amazing cock."
"Thanks, sexy," he said, as he pulled me up and guided me back to the desk.
"Oh, yes, slide that monster black cock in my pussy," I said, dying to feel twelve inches inside of me.
As he slid inside me, I moaned, "Ooooooooooooh."

"So fucking big," I moaned, as the entire twelve-inch cock filled my pussy and reached depths never before explored by man or toy.

After a minute or so of slow fucking, making my pussy burn with desire, I moaned, "Fuck me hard with that BBC."
"Such a tight pussy," he groaned, as he obliged me and picked up the pace.
"Oh, yes," I moaned.

"You like it hard?" he asked after a couple dozen strokes.
"Oh yes," I moaned, moving my other hand to the desk for more balance. "Drill my pussy, pound me with every inch of that massive black stick!"

After a couple more minutes he pulled out, bent me way over, and licked my pussy.
"Oh shit yes, lick my cunt," I moaned, my orgasm very close to erupting.

After just a minute or so of his licking, I had to have his cock back inside me. I said, "Go sit down. I want to ride that heavenly black dick."
He went to the couch, sat down, and like the geek he kind of was, he called out softly, "All aboard."
I laughed as I walked over to him, his cock just so fucking huge, straddled him and added, "I hope it's a bumpy ride, Mr. Conductor."

"Oh fuck," I moaned, as I lowered myself onto his massive fuck stick.

"Oh yes, ride my cock," he groaned, so polite compared to most of the guys I'd been fucking recently .
"It goes so fucking deep," I moaned, as I began really riding the huge cock, my orgasm climbing quickly.
"Come all over my dick, Jasmine," he said, noticing my increased moans after a couple minutes of bouncing on his glorious cock.
"Oh God, I'm going to come so fucking hard," I moaned, my orgasm imminent.
"Take it all," he moaned, as I took the entire cock completely inside me.
"Oh fuck, yes, fuck, fuck, fuck!" I moaned, as my orgasm erupted.

Once my orgasm was over, I lay on the couch and sucked my cunt cum off of his big, fat, long dick.

And then he fucked me again in a couple more positions.


Before saying, "Ride me again, Jasmine, you look so hot bouncing on my cock."
"It goes so fucking deep inside me this way," I purred, as he sat down on the edge of the couch, and I straddled him again.
"Most women can't take it all the way in that position," he said, as I lowered myself onto his foot-long sausage.
"I'm not most women," I pointed out with a moan, as I was once again riding twelve inches of hard black steel.
"So I see," he groaned.

I bounced on his cock as if he was my own pleasure trampoline, to a second orgasm.


Once my next orgasm was done a couple minutes later, as I leaned back on him, trembling slightly, I said, "I want that load inside those big black balls of yours."
I got off, and he moved more into the center of the couch, and I dropped before him to lick my wetness off of his never-ending shaft.


"This the most amazing cock I've ever seen," I said before I took it in my mouth again.
"Thanks," he moaned, as I began bobbing.

After a couple of minutes he warned, "I'm about to come."
I backed off and asked, as I stroked his cock, "Where do you want to shoot this load?"
"On your pretty face," he said, as I furiously stroked his pulsing cock, and was indeed rewarded with a massive load all over my face.


After a minute he said, "So now for today's gift from your Daddy."
"Oh, I think I've already received a pretty big gift from Daddy," I smile, scooping some cum off my face and slurping it into my mouth.
He chuckled, "Okay, but that gift was supposed to be for me."
"Well, I think we both received a great gift, then," I said, taking his cock back in my mouth.
"Shit, you're insatiable," he said, as he gently pushed my head away.
"I'll take that massive cock in any of my holes anytime."
"Good to know," he said, before adding, "But for now, please remove your dress."
"I need to go the washroom first, if that's okay," I said, having to pee.
"Sure, go ahead," he said. "I need to get dressed, anyway."
"And I have to get undressed?"
"You don't absolutely have to, it will just make the procedure easier," he said, as I still had no idea what was about to happen.
"Okay," I said, as I went into a bathroom attached to his office. I washed the cum off my face as well before returning to him, and he led me into another room.
"Oh my," I said, as I realized what my gift was... something I'd never liked... Daddy was expecting me to get a tattoo. I don't object to them on other people, although I'd hit the roof if my daughter Carolyn came home with one, but for myself I'd always said, 'No way.'
"I see you don't have any," he said.
"I don't like needles or tattoos," I said.
"I understand," he nodded. "I don't have any either."
"This is what Daddy is expecting me to receive today?"
"He chose the location and the design," he said and added, "And he ordered me to tell you this is a reminder or who's really in charge."
"Oh," I said, curious what the tattoo was going to be, and where it would go.
"I'm supposed to add that your husband knows you're getting this tattoo, and what it is," he added.
"Interesting," I said, more to myself than the doctor, since David disliked tattoos as much as I did.
"It's not going to be where anyone can see, is it?"
"Not in normal circumstances, no," he said, as he patted an easy chair for me to sit in.
"Good," I sighed, before asking tentatively, "May I ask what it is?"
"Actually, Chris instructed me to blindfold you so it will be a complete surprise... after it's a done deal."
"Oh."
"He also said you'd recognize it instantly once it's done," he added, as he picked up a red blindfold.
"Shit," I sighed.
"You don't have to do this."
"Yes, I do," I said.
"May I remove your dress?"
"Sure," as I assumed it was going somewhere around my tits.
It wasn't.
Once the blindfold was on...
The pain started.
Not near my tits.
Or anywhere on my belly.
But just a couple inches above my pussy.
As he needled in the ink, I realized my submissive relationship with Daddy was at this very moment becoming permanent in a way I couldn't have predicted.
I closed my eyes beneath the blindfold and tried to relax, wondering what it could possibly look like.
An hour later, which seemed like two eternities, he announced, "Done."
"May I look now?"
"Sure."
I took off the blindfold, having come to terms with getting my first tattoo, and having it in a place no dignified woman would ever have one, looked down at it and gasped... I should have known!
"Let's go back into my office," he said. "Chris wants me to take a picture and send it to him and your husband now it's done."
"Okay," I said, shaking my head... how could I not have figured out this is what it had to be? In retrospect it was obvious... and was even a tattoo I could accept... I hoped my husband could... which he should, since apparently he'd already approved of it without checking in with me.
I went to the couch, sat on the floor for some reason instead of the couch, and feeling naughty, with a symbol of slut submission forever inked into my body, I spread my legs.

"Look up for your Daddy and hubby," he said.
I did.

"Perfect," he said.
"I can't believe I have a Queen of Spades tattoo above my pussy," I said, looking down at it.
"It looks pretty hot," he said, and added, "Make sure to put a lot of cream on it for the next couple of days."
"Makes sense," I said, before adding slyly, "maybe you have some cream you could put on it right now?"
"Shit, I'd love to," he said. "But I have to get home."
"Sure, right, sorry," I said, sounding like a pathetic slut.
He added, "I have to replace the babysitter."
"Of course," I said, grabbing my dress.
"But I hope we can do this again," he said.
"Definitely," I nodded. "But maybe without a tattoo next time."
I got home and found an email from Daddy.
Pet Jasmine
I hope you enjoyed the foot-long cock... did you take it in your ass?
I have spoken with LaCresha, and she will leave you alone until further notice. But neither is she any longer your pet.
There will be no task tomorrow for you, so your pubic area can recover from the tattoo.
Then you will have a couple of final tasks to perform before David returns home.
Daddy
PS: The tattoo looks great.
PPS: Saturday night you get to play with Babygirl.
PPPS: I expect to see the rest of the next chapter of Best of Both Worlds by Friday.
I responded, my flesh a little sore where the tattoo was inked.
Daddy
I didn't take that magnificent cock in my ass, but it has definitely been added to my fuck-it list.
Thank you for the generous gift, and the constant reminder of who I really am.
I can't wait to fulfill more tasks, as they have really been the most amazing adventure I've ever experienced... And I usually HATE surprises.
I hope I am back in your good graces, as I would hate to remain in your bad ones.
Please tell me if there is anything further I can do to return to your favour and back on my knees taking your BBC in my three fuck holes.
Sorry Slut Jasmine
I spent the rest of the night working on the ongoing story, and chatted for an hour with David. For the record, I'd been chatting with him throughout the ten wild tasks so far, and receiving constant encouragement from him... plus a couple of over the phone play sessions, but it didn't seem helpful to go into detail about them in this text.
THURSDAY: NO TASK
It was strange not to have a task.
Actually, it was a disappointment.
I had nothing exciting to look forward to.
It was like a normal day... just like the ones I used to consider just the way life was... but which now seemed completely blah.
I actually felt lost, without any purpose... which scared me.
Had I become so addicted to the tasks, to the submission, to the frequent orgasms, that I'd become obsessively dependent on them?
The answer seemed obvious... yes I had.
Had I lost all control of my life?
I didn't think so, but as I felt the day reflect the numbness from my Queen of Spades tattoo... I had to reconsider my recent actions.
The day dragged by.
During class, LaCresha barely made eye contact with me, and I didn't see her at all for the remainder of the day. I couldn't decide whether I felt good or bad about that. For Daddy's sake, I supposed it was good.
I spent the night at home, finishing chapter three and half of four, getting into quite a flow as I recalled the wildness of having Daddy take control of me through Babygirl, and then his surprise appearance in my classroom ready to fuck my brains out, which was the core of chapter four. I also responded to over eighty emails that had been piling up, as my totally distracting sex life heated up.
FRIDAY: TASK 11
As usual, I woke up and immediately checked my email.
As usual (thank God), Daddy had a new task for me.
Following a day without one, an entire day without sucking a cock, without eating a pussy or getting fucked, I was going through orgasm and sex withdrawal... so much so that I wondered if I'd clinically become a sex addict.



Pushing that concern out of my head, I clicked on the email from Daddy.
Pet Jasmine
Only two tasks left.
Today go to the football game and cheer for your school... but keep your phone handy for your summons to fulfill today's slutty task... something that has never been done to you.
Then tomorrow: playtime with Babygirl, plus...
DADDY

This time there was a picture, but it only confused me.
Babygirl was naked and showering.
It was hot, and it did make me miss her.
I'd had sex in the shower before... quite a few times... so the task couldn't be that.
I wracked my brains for a few minutes before getting ready for work... the region around my new tattoo feeling a lot better today.
By the time the football game started... my pussy was burning, not having been touched for over forty-eight hours now... which seemed like an eternity after BD (Before Daddy), but had been quite common BD... sometimes going a week or two without a dick inside me, and often going several days without even pleasuring myself.
The football game started, and just two minutes in, I received a text from an unknown number: Girl's visitors locker room NOW!
BD this would have scared me and gotten me worried I'd be outed, yet as the secret society of Masters, Mistresses and subs seemed to be constantly growing around me, I felt confident my secrets would remain safe.
I left the stands and headed to the girls' visiting locker room, which should be empty, since no girls team was playing today and the other football team hadn't brought their cheerleaders.
I walked in and Noa said, in her cheerleading outfit, including new darker coloured pantyhose which was kind of hot, "About time."
"Sorry, I was in the stands," I said.
"Get out of that dress," she ordered. "And get over here. We have very little time."
"Okay," I nodded, discarding my dress and hurrying over to her as she took off her top, revealing her great pair of black tits.
"Amazing tits," I said.
"I know," she said dismissively, as she pushed me to the floor, placed her foot up on the bench, grabbed my head, and ordered, "Now get me off, quickly."
I didn't respond with words, just action, as my face was suddenly buried deep in her pussy.
"You may rub yourself, slut," she offered generously as I hungrily licked her pussy, knowing time was of the essence, since all our cheerleaders were supposed to be on the field.

I did rub myself, as she added, "I need to be back on the field in five minutes."
I furiously licked her pussy and rubbed mine, as her moans increased quickly from my reckless full frontal attack.
"Oh yes, Mrs. Walker, you're such a nasty teacher slut," she moaned, before adding, "I wonder if your daughter is a pussy pleasing slut as well."
My eyes went wide at her mention of my daughter, as she pulled me deeper into her wetness, and I couldn't help but wonder if Carolyn might be one. She was quite shy... which I'd been in high school (college not so much); she was a people pleaser, like I've always been. It was possible she liked girls, or was at least curious about girls... although that side of my sexuality didn't begin until college, nor my intrigue with other races... particularly blacks.
"I bet she'd look so cute between my legs," she continued, as I tried to focus on getting her off, and not the visual of my daughter serving as someone's lesbian pet. I mean if she chose to be one... cool... I'd definitely support her in that... but I certainly didn't want her to be coerced, blackmailed or manipulated into doing anything because of my careless activities.

"Oh yes, I get that your daughter is a submissive white slut just like you are," she said, as she began rubbing her pussy up and down my face... even as I kept rubbing myself... and moaning. "You like that idea, don't you, Mrs. Walker?"
She pulled my head away and looked down at me. "If she wants to," I said, a hopelessly vague response.
"But if she did, it would turn you on, wouldn't it?"
"I don't know," I said, although my fevered pussy answered for me.
"We both know it would, you nasty slut," she said, shoving my face roughly into her wetness, and really grinding on it. "Don't worry, soon you and your daughter can be shoulder to shoulder, sharing BBC and black pussy."
"Ohhhhh," I involuntarily moaned at her words, unable to shove away the shoulder to shoulder visual she'd just presented me with.
"But for now, just get me off," she demanded, and a minute later I was lapping up her flooding cum.
As soon as she was done, she pushed me to the floor and ordered, "Now rub yourself, picturing your daughter eating my black pussy."
I spread my legs, resting them on the bench, as she sat between them, and I rubbed myself frantically.
"And her sucking down big nigger cock."
"Oh God," I moaned, my eyes closed, the visual very vivid.
"Ready for your actual task?" she asked as I was near orgasm, and I couldn't help but envision my daughter eating her pussy:

And sucking Daddy's cock:

Taking a strap-on wielded by Babygirl:

And even getting spit-roasted by two big black cocks:

"Yesssss," I moaned, my eyes still closed, not caring what I visualized, since I was about to erupt.
"Look at me," Noa ordered.
I did, and I saw her legs spread wide above me, and I was immediately inundated by a voluminous spray of warm piss.

"Oh my," I moaned, this totally unexpected golden shower, the visuals of my daughter being a sexual submissive, the humiliation of being urinated on, and my frantic dancing fingers, had me coming instantly. "Oh God!!!"

I couldn't believe how this humiliating experience actually made me come... as her pee sprayed all over my body.
"Such a slut," she purred, and she must have been saving up, since she continued pissing all over me for a very long time.
"Oh God," I moaned again, still quaking with pleasure from my humiliating orgasm.
She stood up and lowered her pussy down on my face and ordered, "Lick up the last piss droplets."
I licked her piss mindlessly, as my body trembled.
A few seconds later she said, "I need to get back to the game. You should too."
"Okay," I said, lying on the floor soaked in urine.
She hurried out, and I quickly went into the shower and cleaned up... discarding my irretrievably soiled nylons. As I returned to the game I couldn't remember the last time I'd walked around in a dress with no nylons... I felt positively naked.
We won the game by six points.
I went home and took a long soak in the bathtub, wondering what the last (sad it was going to be the last) task would be.
SATURDAY: Task 12
The final day.
My hubby was arriving home tomorrow.
I was excited both for the final task, and for seeing my man after his being gone for almost two full weeks.
I knew Babygirl was part of Task 12, so I didn't much care what else was involved... no matter how scary or risky... since every moment with Babygirl was always special.
To my surprise, there was no email from Daddy.
I emailed him.
Daddy,
What is the final task please?
I'm on pins and needles... but I'd rather be on a black cock or a pretty face.
Your eager, submissive, BBC loving, black pussy craving, useless pet
JASMINE
I didn't get any response as I ate breakfast, cleaned the house and showered. I dressed in an orange sweater and skirt, and of course nylons (also orange ones I'd found online and had never worn), in case the email came at the last minute and I had to leave in a hurry.
Instead, just around suppertime, I received a text from Babygirl: You alone? I have a gift for you!
I replied: I am. My daughter is working until 7.
Two minutes later, there was a knock on my front door. Could the gift be here already? A rush of excitement coursed through my body as I went to answer the door.
I peeked through the peephole, and it was indeed Babygirl. I quickly opened the door and greeted, "I've really missed you."
"Ditto," she smiled, as she walked into my home.
As soon as the door was closed and we were in the living room, I pulled her in for a romantic kiss.

We kissed for several minutes.
Her hands explored my ass.
My hands explored her ass.
Our tongues explored each other's mouths.
She broke the kiss and said, as she lowered herself to the floor, "I've been craving your sweet pussy all week."
"And I've been missing your pretty face between my legs," I smiled, as she began to lick my pussy from the rear.

God, her tongue was amazing. I moaned, "No one eats pussy like you do."
"I think I know someone just as amazing with her wicked tongue," she purred, as she licked away.
"Okay, we're both two eager pussy pleasers," I moaned, dying to taste her too.
"Take off your sweater and skirt," she said, as she brought her hand to her own pussy.
I did as she asked, saying, "By the way, I like your shirt." It was a parody of the famous 'Enjoy Coke' logo with 'Enjoy Cock' substituted... which we both certainly did.
"I have quite the outfit for you tonight," she said, as I tossed my outer garments aside.
"I can only imagine," I moaned, as I enjoyed her amazing tongue.

After a couple minutes, and trying to be as flexible as I was back when I was younger and a gymnast, I bent down, placed my hands on the carpet and licked her pussy.

"Oh my," Babygirl moaned, "you're full of surprises!"

Not surprisingly, this position was quite taxing and uncomfortable, and after just a few tantalizing, tempting licks, I wanted to dive into the source... face first.
I said, "Let's get into a more comfortable position for our fine dining."
She giggled, "Mmmmmmm, tonight will be all about fine dining."
"Well then, let's savour these sweet appetizers," I said, the metaphors weak, but kind of fun.
"Actually," she said, as I stood up, "I want to dive right in."
"You do, do yoooooooooou?" I asked coyly, as she shocked the shit out of me by picking me up, flipping me around like a strong man would, and diving into my pussy.
"Mmmmmmm, so good," she purred, as I suddenly found myself upside down, held up in the air by someone I couldn't fathom having the strength to hold me up like this, my legs spread, and her tongue lapping away.
"I can't believe you can hold me up like this," I moaned, her tongue really working my pussy over.
"I'm a lot stronger than I look," she said between aggressive licks.
"So it seems," I moaned, as I enjoyed her athletic tongue, grabbed her ass, and pulled my face into her pussy as best I could. I got a few licks in, but struggled upside down to discover a smooth path.

After about a minute, maybe less, Babygirl said, as she lowered me to the floor, "I don't know how Daddy holds me up like this for long minutes at a time."
"He has a lot of muscles," I said, as we were both now on the floor. I kissed her and said, "So let's go old school and just 69 each other."
"Sounds delicious," she said, as I straddled her face and lowered mine to her parted legs.
"You're definitely delicious," I purred, as I began licking her pussy.
"Mmmmm," she moaned, as we dined on each other's homemade appetizers.

We brought each other to orgasms just seconds apart, me coming first, as usual.
After a brief recovery, Babygirl stood up and said, "I need to get you into tonight's special attire."
"Is it as slutty as yours?" I asked playfully, as I looked up at her wearing all red.
"Sluttier," she smiled, going to a duffle bag I didn't even recall her bringing in when she'd entered... although I'd been focused on her hot body and soft lips.
"Oh my," I said, as I remained on the floor, still enjoying the lingering pleasure of my orgasm from Babygirl's tongue.
"I had the shirt made specifically for you," she said, as she returned with a shirt and nylons in the colour I liked the least... pink.
She pulled me up and said, "I think you'll look hot in this."
"Not as hot as you in that tight shirt," I said, admiring the distinct shape of her nipples through her tight red shirt.
"I don't know," she said, as she put the shirt on me, which I realized once it was on, was a generous description of the garment; almost the entire bottom halves of my boobs were left uncovered.
I looked down and smirked at the words on it.: 'lil' pussy slave'.
"Good choice," I smiled.
"I thought you'd like it," she said, before adding, "although for tonight, 'lil' cock slave' may be a better descriptor."
"So I'm getting to play with you tonight, but I'm also getting fucked?" I asked, as I went to the couch and began putting on the pink thigh highs.
"We're both getting fucked tonight," she corrected.
"Gangbang?" I asked.
"There'll be a gang and a lot of banging," she said. "So yes."
"Another fuck-it list item about to be checked off," I said.
"We'll keep going until every last box is checked off," she said. "Although not all of it tonight."
"That would mean I'm going to eat my two sisters' pussies," I pointed out.
"Yep."
"That doesn't seem too likely."
"Did having a foursome with your husband seem very likely?"
"Touché," I nodded before adding, but that wasn't incestuous."
"As you've made abundantly clear in your writing, incest is way more common than one might assume," she said, "and if you're saying you're against doing, it, I don't believe you," as I finished donning my second nylon.
"Good point. Have you partaken?" I asked, curious.
"Not with my immediate family," she said, "meaning we've never laid a finger on LaCresha, but three times we've had encounters with extended family members."
"No way," I said, having received easily over a thousand plus emails from readers who fantasized about committing incest with a relative (mom and son the most common, siblings second, and then dad and daughter) and a couple hundred who'd admitted to having one or more sexual encounters with a close relative (of course many of those were probably bullshit, but some not).
"Yeah, two of my sisters once, Daddy's mother and his brother once, and a three-generational romp with Daddy's aunt, along with his niece and grandniece."
"That's so hot," I said, wishing I could experience my own incestuous lesbian encounter with my sisters, or at least witness some overboard family love.
"It was wild," she nodded, pulling me off the couch. "But we need to get going."
"Where?"
"To infinity and beyond," she smiled wickedly.
"Mmmmmmm," I said, as I put on a trench coat to conceal my slutty attire from the neighbours.
Twenty minutes later we arrived at a motel, and she asked, "Ready for your cock smorgasbord?"
"Am I dressed like a complete slut?" I asked.
"I think your outfit is very sexy," she said.
"But am I dressed like a complete sexy slut?" I persevered.
"Yes... why yes you are," she said, giving me a kiss before we left her car and walked to a room.
"This doesn't seem like a task," I said, as we reached the door to Room 8.
"No, it's more of a reward for your two weeks of total obedience. Even when we made that mistake with LaCresha, it was an error in judgement, not disobedience."
"Or to put it another way, I'm being rewarded for experiencing two weeks of wild and wicked adventures that I'll never forget."
"Yep. And that was only the beginning," she said, before adding, reaching into her purse, "I almost forgot to give you this."
She pulled out a lovely jeweled necklace and fastened it around my neck, "You've definitely earned this."
"Cum slut," I smiled. "Nice."
'You probably shouldn't wear it to school," she joked.
"Not very often, anyway," I laughed, before she opened the door.
I followed her in, and saw Daddy and a man I didn't know sitting across the room having a drink and watching sports on the television. "Hi, Daddy."
"Hi, slut," he said. "Lose the coat."
"Of course, Daddy," I said, quickly removing it, not at all fazed anymore to be dressed sluttily in front of a complete stranger who was clearly admiring my semi-clad body.
Nice," the stranger said.
"Thank you," I replied, posing for him to take all of me in.
"Slut Jasmine, this is Minister Deacon," Daddy performed the honours. "Minister Deacon, Slut Jasmine."
"Nice to meet you, Minister," I smiled, realizing I did recognize him. He'd been a guest Minister once at my church over a year ago.
"The pleasure will be all mine," he said meaningfully, standing up and walking over to me.
As he kissed my hand, I amended his statement with, "Oh, I imagine the pleasure will be mutual."
"And she's a schoolteacher?" he asked.
"Yes, one of LaCresha's," Daddy said.
"Amazing," he said, as I automatically went to my knees before him. I knew by now that Daddy never introduced me to anyone he didn't expect me to have sex with pretty much immediately.



"May I please worship your God-given cock?" I asked, having always enjoyed misusing religion in my stories (whether it was the lengthy lesbian saga Church Girl, or the three-story incestuous Daughter's Initiation series).
"You may, my child," he said, as I unfastened his belt and took out his cock.
"Why am I still dressed?" Daddy asked.
"Sorry, Daddy," Babygirl said, hurrying over to her husband... who was indeed still completely dressed, but not for long.
A couple minutes later both men were completely naked, although I wished the Minister had kept his white dog-collar on, as it made the sex hotter with a constant reminder I was sucking or getting fucked by an official representative of God.
I sucked the Minister; Babygirl sucked Daddy.

We each enjoyed the big black cock in our mouth until Daddy called out, "Swap."
I swapped to Daddy and took his big cock into my mouth, as the Minister requested, "Do you mind if I fuck your wife?" I smiled, thinking that didn't seem too Christian, or to follow the Bible very closely, but I'd long ago learned most alleged followers of God were just as big, if not bigger, sinners than people who were open about their sinning.
"I'd mind if you didn't fuck my sweetheart," Daddy replied.
"Cool," the Minister said, which somehow sounded stranger than if he'd straight out asked if he could fuck his friend's wife.
"Give me that big cock," Babygirl said, not at all unwilling, as I sucked Daddy, unable to see the fucking perhaps already going on right next to me.
"Sure thing," the Minister said.
"Oh yeah, give it to me hard," Babygirl moaned, as the sounds of bodies slapping together echoed beside me, and I hoped that soon I too would have a big black cock pounding my pink pussy.
"I missed your mouth," Daddy said, as I sucked his cock.
"I missed your cock so fucking much," I replied, stroking it as I looked adoringly up at him.
"Harder," Babygirl demanded.
"Did you enjoy the tasks?" Daddy asked me.
"This has been the best two weeks of my life," I said, feeling a little guilty that was true, since none of it had anything to do with either my daughter or my husband.
"But you hate surprises," he pointed out, as my tongue sild down his shaft, and I sucked a big ball into my mouth.
"I'll happily take a surprise from you every day of my life," I said, hating that these tasks were over and done.
"Don't worry, Jasmine," he said. "I have many additional plans for you, although not every single day, like these past two weeks have been."
"I probably couldn't handle one every day ongoingly and still keep both my job and my family intact," I admitted.
"Plus your writing."
"Yes, you've cost me many writing hours," I teased, sucking his other ball into my mouth. "I've wasted all that time fucking, when I could have spent it writing about fucking. But somehow I can't get very upset about that."
"But we've also created a lot of story ideas," he pointed out.
"Pound my pussy," Babygirl moaned.
"I am pounding," the Minister said breathlessly, clearly getting a workout from drilling the insatiable Babygirl.
"Yes, I already have a dozen chapter ideas outlined for this new story of ours," I said. "Part One has already been sent into Literotica for publishing."
"I can't wait to see what your readers think about what we're doing," he said, as my tongue wandered back up his rock-hard shaft.
"I'm sure they'll love you and Babygirl as much as I do," I said, before I resumed sucking on his cock.
I sucked his cock for a couple more minutes before he ordered, "Swap."
The Minister pulled out of Babygirl, who was now lying on the edge of the bed with her legs spread, and Daddy moved between them.
I crawled next to the bed and offered my back end to the Minister. "Are you going to give me your Holy Grail, or what?"
"You're insatiable," he said, shaking his head as he came up behind me.
"I just want to 'know' God's people," I quipped, as I watched Daddy begin fucking Babygirl.
"Oh, you'll be getting baptized by the Lord tonight," he said, as he slid inside my wanton pussy. "Although it will be sprinkling, not immersion."
"Mmmmm, fuck me Minister, sin with me," I moaned.
"She likes it hard," Daddy said.
"Fuck, I'm not certain I can last long with these two wicked temptresses," he said, as he slowly fucked me.

"Give it to me, Daddy, give me that big fat cock," Babygirl moaned, looking directly at me.
"Fuck me like Daddy's doing," I said, looking back at the Minister.
So for a couple of minutes, Babygirl and I were fucked hard.
"Swap," Daddy said again, as he pulled out of Babygirl and came over to me.
"Oh yes, Daddy, give your white slut that big black cock," I purred, as the Minister pulled out of me.
Babygirl moved around on the bed and got onto all fours asking, "Why is my pussy empty?"
"Sorry," the Minister said, as he climbed up on the bed and entered Babygirl.
"When they want cock, all they want is cock," Daddy said, as he slid into me.
"And I always want cock," I moaned.
"Or pussy," Babygirl moaned, as she too was filled.
"Yes, or pussy," I concurred.
"Or two cocks," she chipped in.
"Or even three," I added.
"Insatiable," the Minister repeated.
"We just want what we want when we want it," I pointed out.
"Exactly," Babygirl nodded.
"Oh yes, fuck me Daddy," I moaned.
"Fuck her, Daddy, Babygirl added. "I love watching you fuck Jasmine."
"And I love watching you munch on her pussy," he said.
"Then you should have seen us at her place," Babygirl said.
"Yeah, we explored a few kinky positions," I added. "I did a pretzel, and she did a muscle woman."
"Mmmmmm, I'll want you two to recreate those for me one day," he said, as he bucked his hips deep into me.

"Shit, your wife has such a tight pussy," the Minister said.
"Then tear it apart, stud," she said, as she wanted it harder.
"Let's change positions," Daddy said. "Ride me, Jasmine."
"Yee haw," I brayed, sounding way too corny.
"And Babygirl, come sit on my face," Daddy added.
"Yes, Daddy," she said, as we once again altered our positions.
I straddled Daddy.
"Fuck, your tattoo is even bigger than I'd imagined," he said, seeing it up close for the first time.
"The bigger the better," I said, sitting completely on his cock, having done a complete about face about having a tattoo.
"True enough," he laughed, as Babygirl ended our conversation by sitting on his face. "Too much talking," she complained, snapping her fingers at the Minister.
"Sorry," he said, having been just standing and watching the threesome.
"Don't waste time on sorry, just get your ass over here and slam that dick back in my pussy," she demanded, annoyed her pussy wasn't constantly full of cock.
"Insatiable," he said again, as he went and slid back into her.
"Having fun?" she asked me, as I slowly rode her husband.
"Its okay, I guess," I responded playfully.
"This isn't even the big surprise yet," she said, giving me a loud, smacking kiss.
We kissed for a couple minutes while I slowly rode Daddy, and the Minister slowly fucked her.
I broke the kiss and placed my hand on her shoulder for a bit of balance, as I began to ride Daddy faster.

"You two almost forget I'm even here," Daddy complained mildly, as he lifted his wife off his face.
"What can I say?" Babygirl shrugged. "I'm completely enamored by this sexy white slut."
"Yeah, yeah," Daddy said, as he picked up his wife and brought me to the floor.
"You don't like watching Jasmine and me making love?" Babygirl asked, as he spread her legs.
"You know I do," he said, as I got off the bed and moved around to watch them.
I asked, "Do you need a warm, wet place to put that cock, Minister?"
"I believe I do," he said, still in a bit of awe about everything.
Daddy fucked Babygirl, and the Minister fucked me... even pulling my hair, as he finally began to take some initiative.
"Oh yes, Minister, punish me for my sins," I moaned.

"You're such a devilish sinner," he said, slamming into me.
"Then purify me with God's Mighty Scepter," I said, realizing it was a lame response.
"My turn," Daddy said, and again we switched cocks.
Daddy flipped me on my back, and really began to pound me.
Babygirl pushed the Minister to the floor and rode him.

This position gave me my second orgasm of the night. "Oh yes Daddy, your dirty black-cock-loving white slut is coming."
"Give her that cock, Daddy," Babygirl said, as she rode hers like the cowgirl slut she was.
We were both flipped onto all fours, even while I was still trembling with my orgasm.
"Oh yes, Minister, drill my pussy," Babygirl moaned, as she looked into my eyes again.
"I'm up 2-1," I smiled.
"Not for long," she replied brightly, as she began to bounce back on that borrowed black cock.

A couple minutes later Babygirl had her second orgasm, and then Daddy ordered, "Knees, sluts."
"Time for your baptism," the Minister said, stroking his cock before me.
"Cleanse me of my sinful ways with that big load," I cheered him on, my mouth open and ready to bathe my face in his baptismal cum.

"Oh fuck," he groaned, furiously pumping his cock.
"Jas loves a load all over her face," Daddy said, just before he grunted and exploded all over Babygirl's pretty black face... his white cum all over her black skin looking so hot.
"Here comes God's gift, you sexy sinner," the Minister grunted, and exploded a load onto me.

Once they were done, Babygirl and I made out again, cleansing each other's faces of cum and swallowing it down.

The Minister said, "Thanks, Chris, that was amazing."
"No problem," Daddy said, before adding, "although we aren't done yet."
"We aren't?"
"No, that was just round one."
They had a drink as Babygirl and I kissed and explored each other's bodies tenderly until Daddy said, "It's eight o'clock. Ready for round two?"
"Definitely," I smiled, thinking the Minister would take his leave and we'd have an old-fashioned (as in a tad more than two weeks ago) threesome.
"Good," he smiled, as there was a knock at the door. "I have a surprise for all of you."
"I hope it's the Rock," I joked, easily the hottest guy on the planet.
"Or Jason Statham," Babygirl added.
"He's hot too," I said, him also on my top five list.
"Hobbs and Shaw is easily the sexiest movie of all time," Babygirl said, as Daddy went to answer the door.
"Well, this may be a disappointment then," he said with a smirk.
He opened the door, and a black man with three white men walked in.
"Yes, a major disappointment," I quipped, as I admired the hunky men.
"Get undressed," Daddy said to the new arrivals.
"I already am," I joked, as I quickly stripped off my sad excuse for a shirt, now just wearing my cum slut necklace and pink thigh highs, which, of course, I kept on.
"Brat," he said, as the guys got undressed while admiring us two scantily dressed sluts.
"These two bitches are hot as fuck," one of the white guys said.
"Well, one is my wife, so thanks," Daddy said. "The other one is my white sex slave."
"You're a lucky man," one said.
"And you're about to get lucky too," I told him, as I got down onto my knees and waited to be surrounded by cock.
"Three for each of you," Daddy said, adding, "sorry Jasmine, one of your three black cocks has to be mine."
"It had better be," I said happily, and I was soon surrounded by three big, already hard, black cocks, which with multi-tasking, I soon had all three of them going... sucking one while stroking two, and switching often.

Babygirl summoned, "Get over here, white boys."
"Shit, she's your wife, Chris?" one man asked in astonishment.
"Yeah, but she loves white dick, and being a reverse Oreo," Daddy explained.
"While I love being a normal Oreo," I pointed out during one of my rotations from one cock in my mouth to the next.
"Oh, you're going to become a cream-filled Oreo, tonight," Daddy promised, as at the moment I had his cock back in my mouth.
I moaned in response to his promise, as I bobbed on his big cock.

"One of you studs lie down," Babygirl ordered.
A moment later, it was pretty obvious to my peripheral vision she was bouncing on a cock.

Hearing fucking, I said, "I need a cock inside me, too."
"I hear you, girl," Daddy said, as he pushed me to the floor, spread my legs, and slid inside me.
"Oh yes, Daddy, show these men how a white slut needs to be fucked by your big black cock," I moaned.
"She needs it big, black and rough," he explained, as he began fucking me, and I reached out for the other two cocks.

While I was fucked by Daddy, Babygirl got pounded by a well-muscled white stud, while her mouth went back and forth between two white cocks.



Then my boys swapped positions... as the Minister took control and slammed into me from behind, while I sucked my own pussy juice off of Daddy's dick and the tall black stranger, who hadn't even been introduced, stroked himself.

Babygirl ended up kneeling on the floor with a new guy pounding her, while she sucked and stroked the other two dicks.

Then we were each double penetrated... then triple teamed... filled air tight....


Then the men swapped positions inside of me.

And swapped again.

We both had another orgasm, before Babygirl did something I'm not sure I could ever manage... she took two dicks into her asshole.
I couldn't resist turning around to see that!

Then I was pulled back into my own foursome, as all three of my black studs surrounded me and erupted three big loads all over my face.

Babygirl was also drenched in cum, as she lay back on the floor.


As the guys, including the Minister, cleaned themselves up and left, Babygirl and I got back into a 69.
Daddy eventually said, as he lay down beside us, "Mind if I join?"
"Mmmmmm," I smiled welcomingly, as I rolled onto my side and took his cock in my mouth.
"I guess that's a unanimous 'please do'," Babygirl said, as we arranged ourselves into a daisy chain triangle and enjoyed a leisurely oral hour... each of us eventually coming one final time.

As we lay on the bed a little while later, Daddy asked, "Ready for David to come home?"
"Yeah," I nodded, then added, "but I'm also hoping his return doesn't signal the end of all these hot tasks."
"Oh, just like I promised earlier, I still have some wicked plans in mind for you."
"Do tell."
"Nope. They're all surprises."
"I hate surprises."
"You keep saying that, but you've loved all of my surprises so far," he said, as Babygirl and I cuddled into him, one head resting on each shoulder.
I closed my eyes and allowed myself to drift into slumber, wondering what fun and games might still lie ahead. Babygirl had said something about my doing my sister, I hoped both of them, and Daddy presumably still had some sort of designs on my daughter, which I probably wouldn't mind, since he must have run them past David before sending me that text. And then the cheerleader Noa had been very specific about Carolyn and my sharing BBC and black pussy with each other. Did she know something I didn't? And of course Babygirl couldn't ever get enough of me, nor I of her. So given Daddy and Babygirl's wild and crazy imaginations and David's full support, it appeared we all had plenty more sexy adventures to look forward to.



THE END... FOR NOW
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Summary: Mom gives up her ass to keep daughter's bf happy.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Larry, who requested the story.
Note 2: This is part five in the MOM'S MOTIVATION series.
In Part 1, Mom's Motivation, Stephanie uses her sexual prowess to motivate the younger of her two grown sons into finally getting a job.
In Part 2, Mom's Motivation: A 2nd Son, after a few fun and exciting encounters with her younger son, she invites him over for another all-nighter (while her high school senior daughter is away at a sleepover), and they're caught in the act by her elder son, which leads to a very hot threesome. (Which only happens once Andrew, the elder son, convinces his Mom that he too can and will get a job.)
In Part 3: Mom's Motivation: Anal Mommy, the next day the boys double penetrate their Mommy.
In Part 4: Mom's Motivation: Daughter's BF, Stephanie, upon discovering her daughter's fear of losing her boyfriend Joel, decides to take matters into her own hands (for 'matters' read Joel's cock), and into her mouth and pussy... willing to do anything to protect her daughter.
Now....
Part 5: Mom's Motivation: Daughter's Prom
Stephanie was wearing a sexy sundress with pantyhose, or crotchless pantyhose to be exact. Without panties of course, so there'd be quick access for a cock, in case an opportunity presented itself.
Tonight's supper would host four people plus herself. Three of them had fucked her pussy at least once, and two of those had also buried themselves in her asshole on numerous occasions.
So tonight she had to make dinner and act casual while her oblivious daughter, her two horny sons and her newest fuck, Haley's boyfriend Joel, we're all seated together.
During Stephanie's seduction of Joel that afternoon, her rationale had been simple: if his needs were being met by fucking her on a regular basis, he wouldn't cheat on her daughter or break up with her. Except of course for the cheating he'd be doing with Stephanie herself. It had seemed so logical hours ago and in the heat of the moment... but now she was feeling so many conflicting other feelings.
Guilt... Stephanie had fucked her daughter's boyfriend.... today... in this very house. And although he'd seemed pleased, she really hadn't given him much choice about it.
Excitement... her recent flood of sucking, fucking, anal and double penetration at the hands and dicks of her two sons, and now Joel, had reawakened her sex drive from almost zero on a scale of one to a hundred in recent years, to just a tad over infinity, which had gotten her constantly needing and craving cock.
Guilt... Stephanie had been having sex regularly with her two sons for several weeks. Raw, intense, nasty sex. Which included spit-roasting, double penetration, and countless loads of cum. And earlier today she'd committed to doing the nasty ongoingly with yet another guy she really shouldn't even be thinking about fucking.
Trepidation... how long could she keep all these secrets straight without slipping up? Her sons had no idea she'd fucked Joel today. Joel had no idea she was being an incestuous slut with her sons, and a very active one. Her daughter was clueless to any of her slutty ways... clueless both to her being a slut to her brothers, and a cum bucket for her boyfriend. Her entire house of sexual cards could come tumbling down in a heartbeat.
Guilt... Stephanie hated lying to her daughter. She loved Haley, and she kept telling herself that seducing Joel wasn't about her own personal satisfaction, even though she had definitely enjoyed today's encounter. But it was really about protecting her baby girl from heartbreak. Yet no one would ever believe that was why she was doing it, assuming Joel came back for more... especially not her religious and moralistic daughter.
Lust... she'd been craving more cock all afternoon ever since Joel had left. With Pandora's fuck box open for business, the MILF was constantly horny. She'd read long ago that most women reach their sexual peak later in life. Unlike boys, who do so in their late teens... and that definitely seemed accurate.
Andrew arrived first, a good half hour earlier than anyone was scheduled to arrive.
"Hi, Mom," Andrew greeted, hoping he could talk his way into a blow job or a fuck before anyone else arrived.
"You're early," she said, as she looked at the clock, the roast in the oven still needing almost an hour.
"Yeah, I was hoping to spend some alone time with my hot Mommy slut," Andrew said, more aggressive and dominant than his younger brother.
"You don't think you're allowed to call me a slut whenever you want, do you?" Stephanie asked, not admitting she could definitely use a dick in her pussy right now.
"No, only whenever we're alone," Andrew said, walking confidently to his Mom, and noticing she was wearing a very convenient dress, if you valued accessibility, which he did.
"Can I can call you a mother fucker then?" Stephanie asked, unable not to respond with something nasty, and loving those two simple words that had become so dear to her heart, 'mother fucker.'
Reaching his mother, he said, "You certainly may. I'll be a mother fucker for life."
"Even when I'm old and wrinkled?" Stephanie asked, as he stepped behind her and cupped her tits.
"I'll happily fuck all three of your holes until the day you die," he promised. Then after pondering his words, "Although that sounds a little morbid."
Stephanie laughed, as she allowed herself to be felt up in her kitchen, "Not to worry, It's the thought that counts. But if you want to do it again the day after that, we might have a problem."
"Eeww, Mom!"
"Glad to hear it, son. Just checking," she said with a wicked twinkle in her eye.
Andrew spun her around, pushed her to her knees, and ordered, "Now suck your son's dick, you son sucker."
"Son sucker," she laughed as she reached for his zipper, laughing at the term. "That's a new one."
"Yeah, I'm a poet," he laughed, realizing the alliteration, as he looked down and watched his hot Mom fishing out his hard cock.
"I see you're already hard for Mommy," she said as she stroked his hard cock.
"You know I'm always hard for you," Andrew said, still a little in awe that his number one stroke fantasy for several years had recently become a frequent reality.
"That's how Mommy likes it the best," the hungry mother said. "Loaded and ready to go."
Andrew watched his Mom lean forward and take his cock in her mouth, loving to hear her referring to herself as Mommy, which for some reason sounded so hot and nasty when used in this context instead of its usual endearing one.
"That's it, Mom, suck my cock," Andrew urged, watching her bob. In his fantasies she'd been an amazing cock sucker who could deep throat his cock, something only other MILFs he'd fucked could do. (Girls his own age, and younger ones even more so, were often terrible cock suckers, although they were easy lays.) And it had turned out, once she'd opened her legs and her mouth to him, that just like in his fantasies, she could deep throat him... which she was doing quite smoothly right now.
Stephanie wanted her son's dick in her pussy, but she couldn't predict when her other son, her daughter, or Joel might arrive. None of them typically arrived early for anything, but she didn't wish to risk the awkwardness of getting caught getting fucking her son by Joel, and certainly not the disaster it would be if they were caught by her daughter!
"You're the best cock sucker I've ever had," Andrew said, watching his Mom smoothly sucking his cock.
"Mmmmmm," Stephanie moaned on his cock, always loving compliments.
"I think we have time for a quick fuck," Andrew said, loving a blow job from his Mom, loving any blow job, but always preferring to fuck. Getting a blow job was passive; fucking was aggressive, and therefore fucking was who he was.
"I'm not sure we have enough time," she said, as she stroked his cock and wondered if there was enough time.
"We have the time," he said, as he pulled her up, spun her around, and bent her over the kitchen counter.
"Hurry up then," Stephanie said, wanting her son's cock inside her badly enough to ease up on the caution.
He pulled up her dress and noted the crotchless pantyhose, "Crotchless pantyhose: fucking hot!"
"Just hurry up and slide your dick in me," Stephanie demanded urgently.
"Such a needy slut," Andrew said, as he obliged by sliding his cock into his hot, needy Mom.
"Yes, I know. Now just fuck your Mommy," Stephanie moaned.
"Tell me how much you love my cock," Andrew ordered, as he fucked her hard, knowing time was of the essence.
"I love your great big mother fucking cock," Stephanie replied wickedly, loving to talk nasty to her son.
Andrew loved hearing his Mom talking so filthy, still dealing with his discovery that the nastiest slut he'd ever met or fucked was his very own mother. He also loved her huge tits, that he reached for and squeezed as he slammed into her. "Yeah, and I love fucking my hot Mom and using her as my cum slut."
"And you love Mommy's tits too, don't you?" Stephanie moaned, as she felt them being squeezed, and she wished they had the leisure time right now for him to suck on her hard nipples and worship those big tits.
"They're so fucking big," he said, as he squeezed them as best he could in this position, knowing unfortunately this wasn't the time to worship his Mom's body.
"As is your dick," she moaned.
"God, and your pussy is so good," Andrew moaned, his balls quickly coming to a boil.
"Yes, give me that fucking load Mommy loves so much," Stephanie moaned, her orgasm already rising from their hard fucking and nasty talk.
It was interesting to the Mom how her two sons were different in every way... even in the ways they fucked. Alex was tender and sweet, and although he could be dominant, it didn't come naturally for him. Andrew on the other hand, was naturally aggressive and dominant, which turned Stephanie on in a much rawer and intense way. Making love was just the ticket when she was in the mood for that, but she seldom was. Much more often she wanted to be used... fucked... pounded.... she wanted to have a man who'd grab her ears and fuck her face, would drill her asshole, would call her nasty names and cum into and onto her. She responded far more viscerally to a man who treated her like a complete slut.
Andrew could always be relied upon for that.
"Oh yeah," Andrew said, really burning some calories with this fuck workout... the best workout in the world. "I'm not going to last long in this tight, wet cunt!"
"Come in Mommy, baby," Stephanie moaned, often climaxing the moment a load was spewed into her, "Fill Mommy's cunt, you nasty mother fucker."
"Fuck, get ready for my load, Mommy slut," Andrew grunted, feeling his balls boiling.
"Yes, fuck Mommy, fill Mommy, give Mommy your load," Stephanie begged, her lust as usual overriding everything else.
"Fuck," Andrew grunted, as he exploded in his Mom's pussy.
"Yes," Stephanie moaned, the load inside her not making her come, but fuck, was she close!
Andrew kept pumping his load deep inside his Mom.
Stephanie, desperate to come, and feeling a sudden need to take control, pushed her son back, hopped up onto the kitchen counter, pulled her son to her, and surprised him by grabbing his head and pulling it smack into her cream pie (or perhaps his cream pie, or if you want real precision, their cream pie).
Andrew was stunned, unable to comprehend how he had, seemingly instantaneously, gone from his dick in his Mom's pussy depositing a load, to his face in that same pussy with his same cum leaking out of it. He'd been suckered into eating her pussy filled with his brother's cum during his first sexual encounter with her... which had been humiliating, but it was the price to be paid for the chance to fuck her... but eating his own cum was a new level of disgusting!
"Eat your Mommy, Andrew," Stephanie ordered, her hand on the back of his head. "Eat your cream pie and get Mommy off."
Andrew was confused by his Mom's sudden aggressive behavior, and by her order.
When he didn't immediately start licking, Stephanie ordered, in her age old since his childhood 'don't you dare defy your mother' tone, but now using far stronger language, "Young man, do as your fucking told, and eat Mommy's cunt!"
Andrew was bewildered and a little disgusted, yet recognizing that tone, and deciding that if this was the price to pay to be allowed to fuck his Mom over and over, then so be it. So he began licking.
"Good boy," Stephanie moaned, getting a rush from turning the tables on her dominant son. "Eat your tasty cum out of Mommy's cunt!"
Andrew had never contemplated what male cum might taste like, nor had he ever considered eating a cream pie... he rarely ate pussy under any conditions... since that was a submissive act. Yet now he'd tasted male cum twice... albeit at least while in a pussy... and to his surprise, the taste wasn't disgusting; no, it was a little gooey, a lot wet, and had a subtle, sweet taste.
As her son began licking faster, she moaned, her orgasm very close, "That's it son, eat Mommy, eat Mommy's cream pie."
Andrew getting past his initial resistance, began licking eagerly, pushed away the notion he was eating his cum, and focused instead on getting his Mom off.
"Oh yes, eat Mommy, eat my pussy, suck my clit," Stephanie moaned, knowing she'd erupt soon, while enjoying putting her dominant son in his place for a bit.
Andrew sucked on his Mom's clit, and within seconds she screamed, her orgasm flooding out of her as she returned some of his cum back into Andrew... in the kinkiest version of recycling ever.
Andrew lapped up his Mom's cum, knowing he was eating his own cum, but now not caring.
Stephanie enjoyed her orgasm, and then as soon as it began to dissipate, she pushed her son's head away and hopped off the kitchen counter.
"Go clean up, you have Mommy's cunt cum all over your face."
"Don't tell Alex what just happened," Andrew urged her as he stood up.
"What? That you ate your own cum?" Stephanie taunted, enjoying the clear discomfort in her son's eyes.
"Yes, exactly that," Andrew said.
"We'll see," she shrugged, enjoying playing with his head. "Depends if you're a good boy or not."
"I'm serious," Andrew said.
This made Stephanie shift from teasing to terse. "Don't you dare give me attitude, young man. Is that clear?"
"Y-y-yes, sorry, Mom," Andrew stammered, surprised by the sudden change.
"I don't mind being your Mommy-slut, I love sucking your big cock and taking it in my cunt and ass," Stephanie said, sounding so laissez-faire as she said such kinky shit. "But I'm still your mother, and when we aren't fucking, I'm in charge. Got it?"
"Yes, sorry Mom," Andrew repeated, no way was he going to allow the most amazingly good thing to come to an end, just because of his ego and a little humiliation.
"Good, because you'll be eating my cum-filled cunt often," she said, just as the front door opened.
"Now go clean up," she whispered, turning away from him and checking the oven timer.
Andrew quickly pulled his pants up and hurried to the washroom, his head spinning at the wild encounter and sudden turn of events. His mother, he was realizing, could switch her personality and mood in a heartbeat, just like every other woman he'd ever met. Which was why he couldn't fathom ever getting married. Why get stuck with one woman for your entire life and have to put up with all the negatives of a relationship, if you could just fuck and go?
Haley walked in and said, "Hi, Mom."
"Hey, honey, how was your day?" Stephanie asked, still feeling a little keep-it-secret wetness leaking out of her.
"It was good," Haley said. "Joel and I had a great talk."
"You did?" Stephanie asked in her caring, motherly tone. "That's terrific!"
"Yeah, he said he wasn't in a rush to... you know... and he both understood and respected my feelings."
"That is good," the mother said, happy to hear her plan seemed to have solved a potential problem before it became an actual one.
"Yeah, I know I can't wait forever," Haley said. "I mean you made some good points yesterday, but I'm just not ready yet."
"Then wait until you are," Stephanie said. "You only lose your virginity once. You'll know when it's right."
"I hope so," Haley said, loving Joel, but not yet certain how she felt about sex.
"Trust me, you're worth waiting for," Stephanie said, just as Andrew walked in.
"Worth waiting for what?" Andrew asked.
"Nothing," Haley said, flipping from happy to annoyed in a heartbeat.
"Still not giving it up to Joel?" Andrew asked.
"Not so, we're actually banging all the time now," Haley said sarcastically.
"You'd better be, or soon he'll be banging some cheap slut, if he isn't already," Andrew said.
"Andrew, that isn't particularly great advice," Stephanie objected, knowing that as of today, he was banging some slut, just not a cheap one.
"Just saying," Andrew said.
"What you're 'just saying' is that guys are pigs," Haley said, glaring at him.
"Oink, oink," Andrew said with an unapologetic smirk, loving to push his sister's pretentious haughtier than thou attitude.
"Joel isn't a pig like you," Haley said.
"You got that... wrong. All guys are pigs if they're given the chance," Andrew said. "Some of them just hide it better than those of us who're up front about it."
"Let's talk about something else," Stephanie said, this conversation going nowhere, and in addition it felt uncomfortable, making her feel just a little bit guilty and a little bit slutty. "How's work, Andrew?"
"It's a job," he shrugged.
"It's hard to believe you can handle such a terrible hardship," Haley jibed.
"You two," Stephanie sighed. "Be civil to each other, at least."
"Sorry, Mom," Andrew said, not wanting to annoy his Mom.
"Yeah, sorry," Haley said. "Can I help you with dinner?"
"Sure, can you cut some lettuce for a salad?" Stephanie asked, and suddenly, a few minutes after getting fucked royally, and fewer minutes after forcing her son to eat his own cum, the house only seemed like the setting for a wholesome family gathering.
Alex and Joel arrived and they all chatted, had dinner and then, as usual, the sons went downstairs to watch some sports, while Joel, who'd been staring at his girlfriend's mother all night, although slyly, since he sure didn't want his girlfriend to notice... or her brothers, either.
"I'll help, Ms. Friesen," Joel offered.
"That's sweet of you," Stephanie smiled, just as her daughter's phone rang.
"I have to get this," Haley said.
"Go ahead," Stephanie said.
Once they were alone, Stephanie said, "I hear you had a significant chat with my daughter."
"Yeah," he nodded. "I do love her."
"And will you be requiring some secret attention to help keep yourself focused?" Stephanie asked, as she brought her hand to his crotch, not surprised to find it was hard.
"I may require a lot of attention," he said.
"I can... feel that," she said, fully aware that her sons were downstairs and her daughter upstairs.
"I need to come soon," Joel said, even though he knew taking advantage of this woman's love for her daughter was wrong.
"You do, do you?" Stephanie asked, still on the prowl, and wondering how much time they had. So who was taking advantage of whom?
Before they could do anything, Haley came downstairs and said, "I need to go and see Jamie."



"What's going on?" Stephanie asked, shifting from predator to caring mother in the blink of an eye and one final squeeze of a cock.
"She's freaking out about her pre-calculus test tomorrow," Haley sighed. Jamie was one of her two best friends, and calling her a little high strung was likely an understatement.
"Well, it's a school night," Stephanie said, not hating Jamie, but thinking that Haley shouldered way too much of her friend's stress.
"Tell me about it," Haley sighed. She walked over to Joel, kissed him and said, "Are you okay with staying and helping my Mom?"
"Yes, I won't leave until everything is taken care of," Joel said, selfishly happy about his girlfriend's friend's drama.
"You're such a sweetheart," Haley said, kissing him once more.
"Yes, he's a real peach," Stephanie added.
"You don't need me, Mom?" Haley asked, looking around at the messy kitchen.
"No, I'm fine," Stephanie said. "I'll just make your boyfriend do whatever I need him to."
"Then do whatever she tells you to," Haley said, and she headed out.
"Will do," Joel agreed readily, feeling the sex gods were watching over him. His cock was raging with desire.
Stephanie placed some dishes in the dishwasher and Joel gathered some plates from the table as the front door closed.
The horny mother went to the window just to be cautious, and watched her daughter drive away. She then went to the top of the stairs to the basement and called down, "Do you boys need anything?"
"Dessert when you have time," Andrew called back up.
"Around fifteen minutes then," Stephanie called back, knowing her sons almost never came upstairs after dinner until they were called... and God forbid they'd ever help.
"Okay," Andrew said.
So with security taken care of, Stephanie hurried back into the kitchen, raised her dress, bent herself over the exact same spot her son had nailed her a couple hours ago and said, "Quick, fuck me."
"Here?" Joel gasped, surprised.
"Yeah, the boys never come up when they're playing video games," Stephanie said, twerking her ass to showcase her pussy from behind.
"I...um...."
"Shove your cock in me now," Stephanie demanded.
"You sure?" Joel said, his cock hard and more than eager to fuck her again, yet terrified to get caught by her two sons downstairs.
"Just slide it in and fuck me," Stephanie said. "My boys won't come up until they're sure the dishes are done."
"Okay," he said, as he unzipped, pulled his pants only down to his thighs for a quick pull up retrieval if needed, and slid his cock into the amazing pussy of his girlfriend's Mom. Since leaving this afternoon he'd felt intense guilt, but it was countered by his just having fucked the hottest MILF in the world, and he'd been promised he could do it again as often as he liked! But then he'd felt like a complete asshole when he spoke with Haley and told her he wasn't in a rush to have sex, yet all the while feeling a rush from imagining fucking her Mom again.
"There you go," she moaned, turned on for multiple reasons. Yes, she knew having sex with her daughter's boyfriend was wrong, even if she was doing it for her; and she hadn't known this next before this afternoon, and was now confirming it this very moment, but the risk of getting caught was a real turn-on for her... knowing her sons were just downstairs added some very combustible fuel to the blazing fire inside her.
"I can't believe we're doing this again," Joel whispered, as he began to slowly fuck her.
"I told you Joel, you can have my mouth, pussy, and eventually even my ass, anytime you want them," she said. "Just as long as you don't cheat on my daughter."
Joel knew this rationale from the mother was completely obtuse, since he was cheating with her mother right now, which if she found out, Haley would see as the ultimate betrayal. But he wasn't going to point that out. This was an amazing deal for him, and one he couldn't turn down. Sure, he felt some guilt, but at his age, a sure thing always overrode guilt or logic... all boys and most men always thought with their lower head first. So, "Okay," was all he said.
"Not even at her prom," Stephanie stipulated. "Except I've already signed up to be a chaperone, so I can be your ace in the hole. Or in this case vise versa, I guess: a hole for your ace."
"Oh fuck," Joel groaned, his balls boiling after just a few strokes, largely because of his visual of fucking this same woman at her daughter's prom.
"I'll make sure your balls are drained good that day," Stephanie said, the idea of finding a way to secretly fuck him during her daughter's prom turning her on, even though... yet again... it was so wrong.
"I usually drain my balls three or four times a day," he said as he fucked her faster, knowing this wouldn't be a long fuck. Fifteen minutes, she'd called down to Andrew.
"Then I guess I'm going to be a busy Mommy," Stephanie said, she too knowing he wouldn't last long.
"Oh fuck," he groaned on cue. "I'm sorry, but I'm not going to last much longer."
"That's okay, just fill my cunt baby, give me that big load," Stephanie said, not feeling the need to come this time, since she'd already decided to let her sons double team her after Joel left.
"Okaaaaaay," he grunted, as he came inside his girlfriend's Mom's pussy.
"Yes," she moaned, feeling another load filling her pussy. Which was only her third one today, but the evening was still young.
He kept pumping until he was completely drained. When he pulled out, he said, "I can't believe we just did that again."
"Yes, you actually can," she said, turning around to face him with cum visibly leaking out of her. "Because behind your nice guy everyday exterior, you secretly love the thrill of having your own older woman fuck toy. Except it's not secret from me, and I'm not judging you for it."
"Okay, you're right. But I still can't believe it," he said.
"Just don't ever forget the only pussy you're allowed is mine or my daughters," she said. "Now get out of here, I'll finish cleaning up."
"You're sure?" he asked, shaking his head in disbelief at this wicked woman.
"Yeah, go," she said. "But whenever you want some more, call or text me."
"Okay," he said. "Thanks."
"No," she said, as she reached her hand under her dress and scooped up a little cum that was still leaking out to pop into her mouth, "thank you for dessert!"
"Holy shit," Joel said, as he watched her eat his cum from her pussy.
"Mmmmmmm," Stephanie purred, loving the power she had over him... loving the shock value. "Now get going, stud."
"Okay," he said, and headed out.
Stephanie cleaned up the kitchen, called her daughter, who was still at her friend's would still be a while, and then headed downstairs.
Instead of gaming as she'd assumed, they were watching sports. She wasn't sure why, but instead of getting double teamed, she decided just to fuck Alex while she played with her older son's head a bit more. She wasn't even certain why she was enjoying teasing Andrew, and even cuckolding him a little, but she was finding it fun. So after standing in front of them and pulling her dress up and over her head, leaving her naked except for her lavender stockings, she went over to Alex and fished out his cock.
"What about Haley and Joel?" Alex asked.
"They had to go," Stephanie said, as she took her younger son's cock in her mouth.
"What about me?" Andrew protested, as he watched his Mom suck his brother.
"You've already fucked me today," Stephanie said, taking her younger son's cock out of her mouth to speak.
"So?"
"So if you like, you can watch me suck and fuck your brother."
"Seriously?"
"Yep," she said, deciding she'd toy with him tonight. Without paying Andrew any further attention (not overtly anyway), she returned to sucking her younger son's cock.
"Can't we double team you?" Andrew asked. He wanted to take control like he always did, to turn his Mom into a two-hole slut, yet after his Mom's extreme mood swings today, he was cautious.
"Nope. Right now I only want my baby boy's cock."
Alex looked at his brother, who looked pissed, which he didn't see as necessarily bad, so he turned back to his Mom and focused on her sucking his dick, which was excellent. "Oh, yeah Mom, that feels so good."
"I love your cock, son," Stephanie purred after a few more bobs.
"I love your sucking it," he said, sensing there was something going on between his Mom and his brother, although he wasn't sure what. But whatever... he certainly wasn't missing out right now!
Stephanie sucked for a couple minutes while her older son fumed.
Andrew decided 'fuck it!' He stood up, went to his Mom, and placed his hands on her hips.
Stephanie slapped his hands away, turned around and snapped, "I told you just to watch!"
"But Mom, I...."
"I'm the one who decides who fucks me and when, is that clear?" The mother barked.
"Y-y-yes, Mom," Andrew said, sheepishly going back to his chair.
"Good," she said, before turning her gaze to the television, "What movie are you watching?"
"Nobody," Alex said.
"Oh good, I wanted to see this," she said as she straddled her younger son, lowered her pussy onto his hard cock, beginning to ride him reverse cowgirl as she began watching the movie.
Then for fifteen minutes, Stephanie slowly rode her younger son while watching the movie with her older one. The movie was surprisingly violent. Not quite up to John Wick's murder count, but perhaps up to John Wick Light... while Alex cupped and squeezed his Mom's huge tits while getting fucked. (Not the way various people in the movie were getting fucked, but the good way.)
Stephanie suddenly spun around, impressively keeping her son's dick inside her pussy, and leaned her tits into his face. "Suck Mommy's nipples, baby."
"Yes Mommy," Alex agreed eagerly, not caring at all about the movie as he cupped her tits and sucked on her nipples... while she continued riding him... except now it was more of a grind.
"Yes, suck Mommy's hard nipples, you nasty boy," the mother moaned, loving to have her huge 34DD tits worshipped.
"They're so wonderfully big, Mommy!"
"I know," she said, glancing over at her other son and winking.
"I can suck your other tit if you like," Andrew offered.
"Maybe later," she said, since that wasn't part of the plan. And besides, she could tell Alex was close to coming.
"I'm going to come soon," Alex warned a few seconds later, his Mom really milking his cock in this position.
"Come inside me, honey," she said, a very wicked idea and a punishment (just because) for her older son popping into her head.
"Get on your knees so I can do the fucking, Mom," Alex ordered.
"Yes, honey," Stephanie said, doing as she was told, using the table for balance as Alex slid back inside her while Andrew tried to figure his mother out... since she was obeying his younger brother without hesitation, but not giving him the time of day.
For a couple of minutes Alex fucked his Mom hard.
"Oh, yes baby, you're going to make Mommy come," Stephanie moaned, bouncing back to meet her son's deep thrusts.
"Get ready," he warned, as his elder brother tried not to watch.
Stephanie bounced faster, taking the entire cock inside her pussy, until he erupted.
"Yes, fill Mommy," she moaned, as her orgasm erupted through her.
As soon as Alex was done filling her pussy, she stood up, leaned over to Andrew, braced a foot on his chair, grabbed her elder son's head and shoved it back into her second of the evening (actually her third, although he didn't know about Joel's), cream pie.
"Mom, no, don't..." he began, before his face was plastered against his Mom's cum-leaking cunt.
"Clean up Mommy's pussy, Andrew," Stephanie ordered, holding her son's face firmly against her pussy.
Alex's eyes went wide, since this was the second time his Mom had made his elder brother eat his cum from her pussy.
Andrew was dazed, having no choice but to eat his brother's cum from his mother's pussy... again. He'd thought eating his own cum was more humiliating... but no... this was even more humiliating than eating his own cum from her pussy earlier this evening.
"That's it, eat your brother's cum from my pussy," she ordered, winking at her younger son.
Andrew felt such shame at the humiliating task. He was also confused because he'd liked the taste the first time. Although no way he'd ever admit that to anyone! So he began licking... awkwardly at first, and then just like the last time, he got lost in the act.
Alex was stunned by what he was witnessing.
After a couple minutes while her elder son shifted from tentative licking to eager, she released his head and asked, knowing the answer, "You love eating Mommy's cream pies, don't you?"
"Yes, Mommy," he admitted, ashamed, and yet oddly wanting to keep licking his Mom's pussy... something he rarely did for any woman, since in his mind it shifted the balance of power.
Just like he knew this time it had shifted the balance of power.
"Good," the mother said, bringing her feet to the floor and standing up. "I'm going up to shower. Shut the television off when you leave, you two."
"Okay," Andrew said, still processing. Once she'd left, he said, giving his younger brother a death stare, "Not a word."
Alex didn't say a word and just nodded his agreement, but he was curious. Very curious at seeing his brother eating his cum from their mother.
.....
It was 10:30 the next morning. Stephanie had worked out already, showered, and was watching The View... her guilty pleasure. Well, that and fucking her sons, and now her daughter's boyfriend. She received a text.
Joel: Can you be at the campus at 11?
Stephanie smiled. That didn't take long. She texted back innocently, as she went to her bedroom to get dressed, still in her robe: Why?
Joel saw the response, and immediately lost the confidence he'd had when he sent the text. He responded: Oh, sorry. Sent by mistake.
Stephanie smiled again as she slid a mocha stocking onto her leg. He was so insecure! She'd have to work on giving him the confidence he needed to be a stud. She texted back: I was just teasing you. Will leave in a couple minutes.
Joel saw the text, his already hard cock flinched in his pants, and he wasn't remotely listening to the professor of the class he was in. He texted back: Great. See you then.
Stephanie finished getting dressed and texted: What building?
Joel texted back: Engineering.
Stephanie stood up and examined herself in the mirror wearing another sexy sundress, but this time in thigh highs, where the slightest gust of wind would reveal her sexy choice in nylons. She responded again: See you soon.
Joel's cock flinched again. He still knew this was wrong. He'd resisted texting Stephanie for a good hour. Yet she was his forbidden fruit of which he'd taken a huge first bite, and now he couldn't get enough of her. He texted: Can't wait.
It was a couple minutes later while across town Stephanie was getting into her car, that Joel realized the obvious: he didn't actually have a plan for where they could do what they were going to do. Fuck! he sighed to himself, as he pondered where they could go.
Stephanie too knew this was wrong. Her recent wicked lustful decision making could all come crumbling down at any time. Certainly, her intentions were good, and they were bearing excellent fruit. She'd motivated her two lazy ass sons to get jobs to be allowed to fuck her, and now they both had full time jobs. She'd motivated Joel to remain loyal to her daughter by fucking him. These weren't selfish motives. Yet she realized almost no one else would see it that way... especially not her daughter Haley... or any court of law.
Yet the mother also realized that the longer this adventure continued, the more selfish it was becoming from her standpoint. Conceivably she could stop fucking her sons now, even though the deal was for them to continue fucking her. They'd complain, but she was reasonably confident they wouldn't quit their jobs. She could reverse course with Joel for sure, since now she could just threaten to out him to her daughter if he stepped put of line. She knew there was an inherent flaw in that strategy, but that deep down he loved Haley.
Yet, admittedly selfishly, Stephanie simply loved all this raw fucking.
She loved the taboo of it all.
She loved her three sex partners' youthful exuberance.
She loved the power she had over these boys.
She loved being fucked by her actual sons.
Before she'd initiated this new phase of her life with Alex, her sex life had dwindled into nonexistence, but now she'd come alive with all this adventuring, and she didn't think she could endure it coming to an end.
And lastly, Stephanie had discovered she really got off on the risk. She knew her recent flirtations with being discovered only increased the chances of her entire house of cards tumbling down at some point, but they really turned her on.
The horny MILF arrived at the campus a good fifteen minutes early, since traffic was almost non-existent, parked, and walked towards the engineering building. She'd been here on a few occasions and knew the general layout of the place, including from a guided tour a couple months ago with her daughter, who was considering attending here.
The sexy seductress felt the wind playing havoc with her dress, and knew that was inviting people to check out the entirety of her thigh high stockings, and perhaps on a couple of occasions, her ass and her shaved pussy as well. Of course she wasn't wearing any underwear, which made her loins burn, knowing all the surrounding college boys were checking her out, and the college girls were thinking she was a slut, or perhaps wanted her too, all of which added to her sexual energizing.
The sexy Mom reached the Engineering Building, walked inside, and looked around. She decided they'd fuck in this very building. In a bathroom. A public bathroom, where the probability of a few guys being present was small, but not nonexistent. She checked the wayfinding sign and saw that the fifth floor was a study floor and mini library. She figured that would be semi-isolated, and thus the perfect floor.
Stephanie stepped into the elevator, pressed Five, and headed up... her pussy on fire because of the impending suck and fuck. She knew she had to give Joel her ass sometime soon. Even given her promise, she really didn't have to in truth, but she definitely wanted to. (And returning to her prior musing, she wasn't thinking of her daughter at all at this point, just her hunger.)
The hot woman got off at the floor, found the men's washroom, and walked in. As she'd expected, it was empty, but it wasn't guaranteed to remain so. She went into the last stall, which was a little larger than the others since it was for wheelchair access, and closed the door. She then texted Joel: I'm here. Fifth floor. Men's bathroom. Last stall. Hungry for your cock. Hurry.
Joel felt his phone vibrate and glanced at it. He read it. His cock, which had slumped into slumber mode during the professor's incredibly boring lecture, suddenly woke up and switched on its pussy radar. A public bathroom in this very building!. Fuck yes! He listened to the professor droning on for a couple more minutes, praying he'd finish soon, before he decided, or his cock decided, or actually both of his heads shook hands on the decision, that they were finished enduring this class for the day. For the first time ever, he got up and walked out of a class before the lecture had finished. He felt like such a bad boy. But then of course he was a bad boy. He was leaving so he could fuck his girlfriend's mother! Again!



He felt like every pair of eyes were on him, including his professor's, but he didn't care, his cock was leading the way... literally, as it poked against the sweats he'd worn for quick and easy access, and for the first time in his life no underwear, which he'd discovered felt super awkward and hard to get used to.
As Stephanie waited, she noticed a hole in the side of the stall... a rudimentary glory hole. Which both shocked and excited her. Did girls come in here to suck cock, or did guys come in here to suck cock? She'd never used a glory hole.
As soon as Joel had exited the lecture theatre, he hurriedly texted her he was on his way, and hurled himself up the five sets of stairs, not wishing to wait for the elevator, and sprinted to the washroom, where he saw someone taking a piss. Struggling to appear casual, he walked past the guy to the final stall and pushed on the door. It was unlatched and he walked in, huffing a little.
"Did you run all the way here?" Stephanie asked.
"Yes, and I took the stairs two at a time," he whispered, pointing back to the urinal area for, he realized, no reason at all.
She pointed at the door far more sensibly, so Joel turned and latched it. She was sitting on the closed toilet seat, happy there was one, and beckoned him closer.
Joel stepped the couple of steps, and Stephanie pulled his sweats down, happy for the convenience, and watched his big cock flip up before her, almost hitting her in the face... surprised to see no underwear. "You were thinking of me when you got dressed this morning," she smiled, as she took the hard cock into her mouth.
"And the rest of the morning too," he said, accompanied by the softest of moans, as they heard a sink being turned on.
"I've been craving this sausage treat all morning too," she said, as she leaned forward and took it in her mouth.
"Ooooh," he moaned softly, not wanting to alert the guy washing his hands to what he was missing out on.
Stephanie bobbed slowly, not in any hurry, enjoying his cock.
Joel just watched her suck, still finding it so surreal that this was happening. It was a dream come true, a dream he couldn't have fathomed ever happening for real... yet obviously it was.
After three or four minutes, she allowed his deliciously hard cock to flop upwards out of her mouth and asked, "Do you just want a blow job and to dump your big load in my mouth, or would you rather bend me over and slam that cock in my pussy?"
"Fuck," he groaned, as she looked up at him, her hand slowly stroking his cock, now well lubricated by her saliva.
"Okay," she said, taking that as an answer, even though it was actually just his bewildered and unthinking response to her words. She stood up, turned around, used the top of the toilet for balance and said, not at all softly, hoping the guy washing his hands could hear, "Just slide it in, baby. My pussy is already wet just from thinking of your big dick slamming into me!"
"Okay," he said, finding this tête-� -tête a real rush. Fucking his girlfriend's mother was wild! Having her drive across town just to fuck him compounded the wildness. And he found the rush of having sex in a bathroom with some guy washing his hands only a few yards away, for some reason very exciting! He stepped behind the amazing proffered ass, and slid his cock into her pussy.
"Oh yeah, give it to me, Joel, give me your big cock," Stephanie moaned, feeling him fill her right up.
Joel grabbed her hips and began fucking her hard.
"Oh yeah, fuck me Joel, fuck me with that big cock," The MILF moaned, not caring who was listening in, just hoping someone was.
Joel did exactly that, slamming into her, making her moan louder. He hadn't come yet today, so he knew he wouldn't last long.
The bathroom door opened, and Joel stopped moving instantly, deep inside Stephanie.
Stephanie too had heard the door, but she didn't care. She demanded, "Don't stop, lover. Don't fucking stop!"
"Someone's in here," Joel whispered.
"Just keep fucking me," The horny mother demanded, but this time in a whisper for Joel's sake. Which by this point didn't matter, since whoever it was would have heard her prior demand!
"Okay," Joel said, ready to erupt. He resumed fucking her, and as her moans got a little louder, he began fucking her faster again.
"Yeah, yeah, give it to me," Stephanie moaned as Joel fucked her fast, but wasn't slamming into her, wasn't making any obvious sounds of their fucking.
Joel reached over and covered her mouth as he kept pumping his cock into the moaning MILF.
Stephanie loved Joel's aggression as she heard the sink running.
Joel focused on the fucking while still listening to whoever was in the bathroom. Part of him was enjoying the rush of fucking Stephanie with someone in the room, but another part of him really didn't want to get caught.
As soon as he heard the door open and close again, assuming whoever it was had left, he brought his hands back to her hips and resumed really pounding her.
"Yes, fuck me Joel, fill my cunt with your big load," the mother moaned, close to coming.
"Come yourself, you dirty slut," Joel ordered, grabbing her hair and pulling on it... a rush for the ages soon coursing through him, as he was close to coming.
"Come inside me, and I will," Stephanie promised, surprised and impressed by Joel's physical and verbal aggression.
"Shit, I'm about to come in that slut pussy of yours," Joel said, surprising himself with his verbal barbs.
"Fill me then, fill me with your big load," Stephanie demanded, as Joel slammed into her hard.
"Fuck," he grunted, as the college boy filled his girlfriend's mother with the big load she'd demanded.
"Yeeeeeeeeees," Stephanie screamed to the high heavens, her orgasm striking the moment her pussy was filled.
Joel slowed down as he finished depositing his load in the hot MILF, and let go of her hair. "Sorry for being so rough."
"No worries, I liked it, Joel," she said, looking back at him as he still slowly fucked her. "All women want a man who can treat a woman like a princess in public and a whore in the bedroom." After a pause she added, "or sometimes in a public bathroom."
"And a kitchen," Joel smiled as he pulled out.
Stephanie turned around, sat down again on the closed toilet seat and took the wet with her cunt cock into her mouth... loving the taste of herself on a cock.
"I love your mouth on my cock," Joel said, watching her slowly suck it.
"And I love this cock inside me," Stephanie said, as she cleansed his dick of any incriminating evidence of his just being inside her... well, except for his cum slowly leaking out of her.
She sucked for another minute before she stood up and said, as a little more cum leaked out of her, "Thanks for being such a good fuck."
"Thank you for the same," Joel laughed awkwardly.
"Until next time," she smiled, looking down at his cock, still hard.
"That may be very soon," he said.
"Luckily I'm often available," she smiled, before she headed out and back home.
Stephanie pulled into her driveway and saw her elder son's car there too. She went into her house and saw Andrew at the kitchen table eating something.
"You don't have any food at your place?" Stephanie asked.
"Where were you?" Andrew asked in return, having been waiting for a good twenty minutes.
"None of your business," the mother replied, immediately annoyed.
"We need to talk," Andrew said, standing up and approaching his very hot mother.
"Yes, we do," she agreed tersely.
Andrew, somehow missing his mother's menacing tone, complained, "I didn't appreciate what you did yesterday."
"What I did yesterday?"
"Yes, making me eat you out after my brother came inside you was humiliating."
"Oh, it was, was it?" Stephanie said, this time Andrew noticing her tone.
"It was emasculating," he said, softening his voice. His brother hadn't said a word about his eating the cream pie, but Andrew had stewed about it all night. It was humiliating; it took away his manhood; yet confusingly, he'd perversely enjoyed it... which had him completely confused.
"I don't believe you; I think you enjoyed it," Stephanie said with just the slightest smile.
"Not at all," Andrew said firmly, although he avoided eye contact, unable to lie to his mother's face.
"You did," she accused, "You liked eating someone's cum out of your mother's cunt."
"No, no, I really didn't!" Andrew denied, getting flustered.
"It's okay, you know," Stephanie said reassuringly. "It doesn't make you gay or anything."
Andrew was speechless.
Stephanie having once again flipped the tables on her son, reached her hand out to his, as expected, hard cock, and asked, "Are you hard because you're thinking about eating Mommy's cunt while it's dripping with man cum?"
"No, I just want to fuck you hard," he said, trying to regain his manhood.
"I bet you'd prefer to do both, wouldn't you?" she asked as she rubbed his cock through his pants.
"N-n-no... ummm... m-m-maybe," he stammered, as his Mom's intrusive hand and accusations had his usual confident demeanor completely rattled.
"Say it, say you want to eat Mommy's cum-filled cunt," she said as she rubbed his click through his pants.
"Oh, God Mom, please," he groaned, as she lowered herself to the floor and unzipped his pants.
"Oh, God Mom, please what?" she asked, as she tugged down his pants and underwear.
"Please don't make me do it again," Andrew begged, shame and excitement battling each other inside him.
Stephanie stroked her son's hard cock as yet another wicked idea popped into her head. A way to push her older son's boundaries, while teaching him a lesson as well. "Just say it, and Mommy will suck you good."
"Fine, I liked it," Andrew admitted frustratedly.
"I know you did," Stephanie said, as she took his cock in her mouth with a plan to reverse the male hierarchy in her family, installing the sweeter Alex as the top dog.
"Oh, Mom," he moaned, as she began bobbing on his cock. Usually he'd be ordering her around, or face fucking her, and even during a blow job he liked to be in charge... yet he was struggling. Recently he'd seen his Mom get annoyed at him over trivial things, but then about face and take it in the ass while willingly being called a Mommy-slut... she was such a difficult read... just like all women.
Stephanie bobbed, and also unusually squeezed his ass, while paying attention to his moans, as she prepared to give him an entirely new kind of orgasm.
Two or three minutes into the blow job, Andrew was about to warn his mother he was going to come, something else he seldom did. Her amazing mouth and squeezing his ass was really driving him wild.
Stephanie still had her hands on his ass cheeks, and because she could read his muscles, she didn't need a warning. She darted a finger to his ass, and before he had any time to react, plunged a finger all the way up his asshole, which led to him instantly exploding into his Mom's mouth while he gasped, "Whaaaaaaat?"
Stephanie kept her finger in his asshole, rubbing downwards onto his prostate as she swallowed his load, knowing the power of a prostate orgasm, since she'd used to do this to a guy a few years ago, who came hardest this way.
Andrew was stunned that his Mom had just stuck a finger in his ass, and that it made him instantly come, and with more intensity than he could explain.
Stephanie kept bobbing on his cock while he kept coming, and once the entire load was done, she pulled her finger out, stood up and said, "Thanks for the tasty treat."
"What was that?" Andrew asked, stunned from what had just transpired.
"A blow job," Stephanie shrugged, enjoying his stunned look.
"And the finger in my ass?" Andrew asked incredulously.
"A prostate orgasm," she answered. "It appears you liked it."
"But you fingered my ass," Andrew pointed out, stressing the gravity of what she'd just done.
"No, I just slid a finger in your ass," the Mom corrected him, really enjoying this interplay. "I could have finger banged that ass, though. Maybe I'll do it next time."
"Mom!"
"What?" Stephanie asked. "There's a lot more to good sex than just shoving your dick in a hole."
"But that was gay," Andrew explained what to him seemed obvious, hating that he'd enjoyed it. Although he wasn't certain whether he'd enjoyed it, or maybe it was just the sudden intrusion that had startled him into coming.
"Was it?" Stephanie asked, always amused by the double standards of men regarding homosexuality. If he or any man saw her with another woman they'd find it hot, and every man's dream is sharing a threesome with two women... but two guys together, or two guys and a girl, or just a hint of gayness like a finger in the ass, and a man freaks out. She found this very common trait amusing, superficial and sexist.
"Yeah, you shoved a finger up my ass," Andrew said, bewildered that his Mom didn't see what he was saying.
"So it's okay for you to shove your big dick up my ass, but my sticking a finger in yours is wrong?"
"Yeah."
"Why?"
"Because straight guys don't take anything in their asses."
"First of all, most women don't either," Stephanie said. "Second, a man's prostate is adjacent to his ass, and it can provide intense orgasms like the one you just experienced."
"Gross," he said, although the orgasm he'd just had was very intense.
"You seemed to enjoy it," she said.
"I enjoyed your blow job," he clarified.
"Sure," she smirked.
"It was just the blow job," he stressed. "I was already about to come before you did that."
"Did what?" Stephanie asked innocently.
"Shoved that finger in my ass," Andrew repeated.
"Oh, you mean that moment when you instantly came in Mommy's mouth," she said.
"Please don't ever do that again," he said.
"I can't make any promises," she shrugged. "Now get out of here, I need to take a nap before I have to go to work."
"Where were you?" he asked, thinking that was quite the sexy attire for her to be out and about in.
"Fucking a guy in a public bathroom," she said, and walked away.
Andrew shook his head in dismay and confusion, since he'd come here to make it clear he wasn't happy about the cream pie thing, but had ended up with a finger in his ass and coming because of it. Fuck!
....
Over the next week, in addition to fucking Alex once, and her two sons together once when she went over for a visit and got double teamed (she didn't make Andrew eat a cream pie that time or stick a finger in his ass), she'd been with Joel five times.
Twice at her house (with Alex showing up just minutes after she'd taken Joel's second load in her pussy), again in the same stall as before, this time them both coming quite loudly while someone walked into the bathroom, in a change room in a Victoria Secret, and the most fun one, in an Uber (although that was just a blow job).
Joel also finally got to really worship her tits. Hers were so much bigger than Haley's, and while Haley was at school, he spent a good hour cupping her tits, sucking her nipples, and then fucking her tits... soon coming between them.
All of which led to today... which was prom.
Today... Stephanie was going to give him the prom night of his life (since he hadn't gone to his when he'd been in high school).
He arrived at 11:30 in the morning, five minutes after Haley had left to get her hair done, which would be a two-hour adventure.
"Hey," he said, walking in, still feeling and looking sheepish around her until they got to the fucking.
"Hey," she smiled, wearing a robe that hid the sexy lingerie she was wearing... only the red stockings in view.
"I'm not sure about our doing this anymore," he said, having come over to say they should stop having sex. Even though every encounter was amazing, each one somehow more intense than the time before, his guilt had been growing. He loved Haley, and no matter how you sliced it, this affair they were having was the ultimate betrayal.
Stephanie said, having had the same thought on a few occasions, "I understand, Joel." Yet determined to have him in her ass today, she tugged open her robe to reveal her red teddy with clasps to hold up her stockings and said, "If you don't want to fuck me today, I'm okay with it. But I did have a special surprise prepared for you."
"Oh God," Joel groaned, as he stared at the beautiful woman in the sexiest lingerie he'd ever seen. Red was his favourite colour; and red was the colour of Haley's gown for tonight.
"If this will be our last time together," Stephanie said, walking over to him sensually, "I want you in my ass."
"Oh God," Joel groaned again, as her hand squeezed his hard cock, and he processed her wicked words and wickeder offer.
"Do you want to fuck my ass, Joel?" she asked as she slowly rubbed his cock through his pants.
"Stephanie," he moaned, his strong resolve melting like butter on a hot skillet.
"What, Joel?" she asked, knowing the power she had over a man... especially when she was dressed like this... especially when she had her hand on the man's dick. "Don't you want to fuck my ass?"
"I...." Joel started to speak, as she lowered herself to the floor and pulled out his cock.
"I'll just suck on your big cock while you think about whether or not you want to bang my asshole with this big, fat, juicy monster," Stephanie said wickedly, as she took it into her mouth.
"Oh God," Joel moaned, as his guilt faded away like it always did whenever she got the pleasure inside him growing.
Stephanie bobbed on the cock with the intention of draining at least two loads this morning. The first would be her brunch snack.
"You really love my cock, don't you, slut?" Joel said, watching his girlfriend's Mom bob on it with such enthusiasm.
"I fucking love it," Stephanie said quickly, before diving back into devouring the cock like it was her last meal.
"This first load is going down that slut mouth or yours," he said, his dominant sex-loving side always awakening the moment he pushed the guilt away.
"Mmmmmmm," she responded, as she bobbed like a porn star on cocaine... her only purpose right now being his load in her belly.
"Oh fuck," he moaned only a dozen bobs later, as she worked his dick over.
Stephanie knew he was going to come soon, but was surprised when he placed his hands on her head and began to face fuck her. It turned her on big time! Every time they were together he was getting more and more aggressive... at least following his typically tentative beginning.
"Take my cock," he said as he fucked her face, his balls literally bouncing off her chin as somehow she easily took all of his big cock.
Stephanie moaned on his cock again, to let him know she was enjoying his rough treatment.
Joel didn't even last a dozen strokes before he was depositing his load in her amazing mouth.
Once he was done shooting, he pulled out and she stood up and asked, "Where did that come from?"
"My balls," he joked.
"Smart ass," she said, taking his hand and leading him to her bedroom.
Once they were there, she dropped the robe and asked as she posed, "Like?"
"Love," he amended, as he walked to her and pushed her onto the bed.
"I love a man who knows how to take charge in a bedroom," Stephanie purred.
"You got your snack, now it's my turn," he said, as he pulled her legs apart, crawled between them, and... saw a butt plug in her ass.
"That's how I've been preparing your surprise. It's just a place holder until you're ready to replace it," Stephanie said, having her ass lubricated and gaped for quick and easy penetration.
"You're such a slut," he said, as he dove into her pussy.
"Your slut," she moaned, as he licked her pussy.



"So delicious," he said, as he licked and probed her wetness.
"I know," Stephanie moaned, having tasted herself many times on his and her sons' dicks.
He licked, he probed, he flicked her clit... purposely pleasing and teasing her... wanting to hear her beg.
Stephanie's orgasm was rising as he ate her pussy with impressive precision... getting her all riled up, yet not getting her off. She soon realized he was playing her. She moaned, as she reached for the back of his head, "Suck my clit, Joel. Get Mommy off."
Even though she wasn't his 'Mommy', and his own Mommy was nowhere near as sexy as Stephanie, the term 'Mommy' during these heated moments really turned him on. He obliged, sucking on her clit and sliding two fingers in her pussy.
"Oh yes, finger bang Mommy, eat Mommy, get Mommy off, make her come," Stephanie moaned as she lifted up her ass and awkwardly tried to grind on his face.
"Come slut, come right now," Joel said, really finger banging her, as he slid a third finger inside her.
"A fist, shove your whole fist into Mommy," Stephanie demanded, wanting to feel extraordinarily full.
"Really?" he asked, this new demand astonishing him!
"Now, dammit, fist fuck me," she demanded in a frantic, urgent, demanding tone as she let go of his head.
"Okay," he said, as he made a fist and closely watched as he pushed it forward, in awe as it managed to disappear into the tight pussy.
"Oh yes, fuck, you nasty boy," she moaned. "Fist fucking your girlfriend's mother on her prom day."
That thought should have brought some guilt to them both, yet in the heat of the moment, it only enhanced their wickedness, as he began truly fist fucking the moaning MILF.
"Oh yeeees, fist fuck me, fist fuck me, fist fuck me, fist fuck meeeee," she repeated in complete ecstasy, as her orgasm hit her hard.
Joel pulled out his fist and drank the sweet cum as it flooded out of her.
"So good," Stephanie moaned, as she savoured the rapture of her orgasm.
Joel licked up as much of the cum as he could, until Stephanie asked, "Still hard, baby?"
"Very," Joel said, his cock raging.
"Then it's time. Pull the toy out of my ass, and slide your big monster in there instead," Stephanie said.
"Okay," he said, as he reached for the toy and slowly pulled it out. Once it was out, he stared at the gaping hole.
"It's all prepped and ready for your cock," Stephanie said. "All you need to do is slide it in," as she rolled off her back and onto her stomach, before she pushed herself up and onto all fours... presenting a perfect target for the anal virgin.
"Fuck," Joel said, as he admired the amazing and very gaped ass.
"Yes, fuck it, fuck it with your big cock," Stephanie said. "I need to drain your cock thoroughly today."
"Okay," he said, as he moved behind her and positioned his cock at the openly inviting hole.
"Just shove it in, Joel," the eager MILF urged. "Mommy wants that dick pounding her asshole!"
"Okay," he repeated, as he slid his cock slowly inside her ass.
"Oooooh, yes," Stephanie moaned, feeling his cock stretching her asshole just a bit more.
A mouth was amazing, a pussy incredible, but having his cock inside an ass was an entirely new and different thing. The mouth and pussy were very wet...warm, and yet... an asshole was tight and warm... like an oven. "So warm and tight."
"Go deeper," Stephanie encouraged, always loving the initial sensations of having her ass filled.
Joel watched his cock disappear into the taboo ass of his girlfriend's mother in awe.
Once the cock was buried, his body resting against hers, Stephanie said, "You feel so good, balls deep in my asshole."
"It feels so warm in there," he said, gazing down towards his hidden cock.
"Now fuck it, Joel, fuck Mommy's asshole," Stephanie encouraged, wanting to feel his cock slamming into her.
"Okay," he said, in a bit of a sexual daze.
For a couple of minutes, Joel slowly slid his cock in and out of the tight ass while he reached around and cupped her huge tits.
"Oh yes, that feels so good," she moaned, enjoying the slow fucking and his worshipful hands on her tits.
"So good," Joel said, as he got used to the wild reality that he was actually fucking the Mom's ass. After a few more slow strokes, he began going faster.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass, Joel," Stephanie moaned.
"You love being my ass slut, don't you, Stephanie?" he asked, the adrenaline of power again rising in him... he couldn't explain why, but it felt like a switch had been turned on inside him that flipped him from nice guy to dominant in a heartbeat.
"Yes, I do love being your ass slut, Joel," she replied, loving when he got verbal.
"Then beg for it," he ordered as he slammed into her hard, and moved his hands from her tits to her hips.
"Fuuuuuuck," she screamed, surprised by a sudden deep thrust. "Please, Joel, make me your ass slut, your whore, your three-hole cum bucket!"
"This asshole is mine," he growled possessively, a rush of adrenaline coursing through him as he began really reaming her asshole.
"Yes Joel, my cunt and my ass are yours," Stephanie declared, loving this dominant side of him. "Now drill my shit hole."
"Oh yeah," he said, slamming into her hard.
"Fuck," Stephanie moaned, her second orgasm rising.
For a few minutes, Joel frantically fucked the Mom's ass. Stephanie's moans got louder and her tongue nastier, her orgasm imminent. "Yes Joel, fuck Mommy's asshole, cum in my ass, drill my shit box, ream my ass, fuck yes, I'm coming!!!"
Joel loved hearing her moans, her desperation and her nasty tongue, all of which made his balls boil, and seconds after her orgasm erupted through her, he followed suit, depositing a load in her asshole.
"Yes, come in my ass," Stephanie moaned, as his warm load filled her back door depository.
"Fuck," he grunted, his load deep in her bowels, and he then collapsed to rest on top of her.
"So good," Stephanie moaned as she enjoyed her orgasm with Joel's cock still resting inside her ass, spasming a little.
They stayed where they were for a couple of minutes until Joel's phone rang. "Shit, I should get that."
"Go," she said, as she lay there still enjoying the aftershocks of her anal orgasm.
Joel rushed to the living room, where he'd left his phone.
After a minute Stephanie got off the bed, cum leaking out of her asshole, and she slipped on her robe and headed to the living room.
"Yeah, that sounds great," Joel said to his girlfriend, still naked, his cock still hard.
Stephanie went to the kitchen and poured herself a drink of water to rehydrate herself.
"See you soon," Joel said.
Once he hung up, he walked into the kitchen and said, "Haley wants to meet for a late lunch."
"Then go to her," the mother said.
"Okay," he said, as he went to find his clothes.
Stephanie went and had a shower.
Later on, it was 5:30, Joel had come to pick up Haley, who looked amazing, in many ways she was a younger version of her mother... which became even more obvious when she was all dolled up.
"You both look amazing," Stephanie said, as she snapped a few pictures of the elegant-looking couple.
"You really do," Joel whispered into his girlfriend's ear.
"You clean up pretty nice yourself," Haley responded, feeling alive and full of energy.
"Well, don't do anything I wouldn't do, you two," Stephanie said, thinking that was hilarious when it came to herself and Joel, as they headed out.
"We won't," Haley said innocently.
Joel had texted the mother an hour earlier that he expected to find her in the family bathroom at the restaurant where they'd be, at 6:15 (forty-five minutes after their reservation). He'd have a load needing to be deposited.
Stephanie had agreed, and she left the house forty minutes after her daughter and boyfriend had, dressed in crotchless pantyhose and a cocktail dress which was sexy, but classy enough for being a suitable chaperone at the prom.
She arrived and saw the limo as she parked. She took a breath and walked in. The maître d' asked, "May I help you?"
"I'm waiting for someone," Stephanie said, taking a seat in the lobby, not planning to remain seated for long. This get together felt so much riskier than her earlier adventures. For instance, if Hayley happened to catch sight of her, how could she possibly explain being here? The risk both excited and terrified her.
"Okay," he nodded, as he went to assist a couple just arriving.
The mother, whose daughter was somewhere in this restaurant, soon got up and headed to the family washroom... where there would be more privacy. Most restaurants of this caliber didn't have a family bathroom, but this one did. She reached it, and was happy to find the door unlocked. She was also excited to see Joel was already inside.
"Hurry up," he said, as he closed the door, locked it, and pulled out his dick.
"I like a man who knows what he wants," Stephanie smiled, as she went and lowered herself before him and his dick, which was already hard.
"Your daughter has gotten me so horny," he said.
"Mmmmmm, she does look amazing this evening," the mother said, as she took his hard cock in her mouth.
"She sure does," Joel agreed.
Stephanie bobbed on his cock, mindful that this encounter was about speed, and for his pleasure only. She sucked it with eagerness and focus.
"Oh yeah, she had her hand on my leg during the drive here, and all I could think about was fucking her," Joel said.
"Mmmmmm," the mother moaned, realizing it was weird she was getting turned on as he talked about wanting to fuck her virginal daughter.
"It was difficult not to shove her head into my crotch," Joel said, becoming more self-assured and confident during each encounter with his girlfriend's slut mother.
"Mmmmmm," Stephanie responded, as she devoured his cock, protecting her daughter's wellbeing by sucking his cock and swallowing his load.
"Oh yeah, suck my cock while your daughter waits for me," Joel said, feeling a superiority power rush in the heat of the moment... even though he knew this was so wrong, which is perhaps why it felt so fucking good.
Stephanie was surprised by Joel's more immediate aggression; she was also surprised how his constant references to her daughter turned her on.
"Oh yeah, I'm gonna shoot this big load in your mouth, Mommy slut," he warned a minute later, knowing time was of the essence.
Stephanie took that as his being obviously about to come, so she bobbed as fast as she could, tightening her lips around his cock as well, and drank down his load seconds later.
"Fuck," he grunted, spewing his load in her mouth for the second time today... plus the one in her ass. He realized he should have gone for the trifecta by fucking her pussy this time.
Stephanie swallowed the delicious treat and kept sucking, albeit more slowly, until he pulled out.
"Fuck, can you suck cock," he said, looking down at the pretty mother.
"And you can shoot big loads," she smiled, licking a little cum from his cock head.
"I need to get back," he said.
"And I need to get to the school and help with the final setup," she said, standing up as he put his dick away.
"I still have one more hole to deposit a load into today," he said.
"You do, do you?" she asked playfully.
"Yeah, so be ready to have that cunt fucked tonight," he said.
"I'm always ready for you," she agreed to his requirement.
"I've got to go," he said, and rushed out of the bathroom.
Stephanie waited for a minute, but then a Mom with her baby walked in and gave her a perplexed and condescending look. This annoyed Stephanie, so she said, feeling so wicked while doing so, "Sorry to intrude, I just needed to make sure my son shot a load before his prom tonight."
"Disgusting," the woman gasped.
"No, it actually tasted really good," Stephanie quipped, as she sauntered out and almost collided with her daughter just as the door closed.
"Mom?" Haley gasped.
"Oh, hello dear," Stephanie said, thinking quick and acting surprised, "Is this where you're having dinner?"
"Yes, but what are you doing here?" Haley asked.
"I just ordered some food for take-out before heading to the school to help with any last minute crises before you kids get there," Stephanie invented on the fly.
"Oh? You didn't recall Joel and I were coming here?" Haley asked.
"I don't remember ever being told," she said, even though she'd been told two or three times.
"I told you this morning, as well as the other day," Haley said.
"Oh well, my memory isn't what it used to be," Stephanie dissembled, knowing she needed to get away before the disgruntled mother came back out and said something disastrous!
"So it seems," Haley said.
"Have fun, honey," Stephanie said.
"It's been a blast so far," Haley said.
"I bet it has," the mother smiled, thinking of the big blast she'd just taken in her mouth. Stephanie hugged her daughter and watched her start out towards the girls bathroom, before she scurried away from the scene of the crime. It was only in her car where she realized her wicked words could really backfire if the Mom had seen Joel leaving that bathroom and said anything to him. She sighed, and could only pray that wouldn't happen, as she drove to the school to indeed help with any last-minute details.
....
It was three hours later, the prom was in full swing, Stephanie had watched her daughter dancing with Joel, had snapped some pictures of Haley and Joel, as well as Haley with a few friends of hers, and even one of just the mother and daughter. It was great for Stephanie to see her daughter so happy.
Watching her dancing with Joel made the mother feel some guilt. What had she done? What was she still doing? The two looked so happy... they looked to be in love. If Haley ever found out what else was going on, she'd never forgive her!
She turned away and looked around to watch some other couples... and it was a few minutes later when she felt her phone vibrate. She checked it, and saw a text from Joel: Third floor boys bathroom ASAP.
Stephanie had mixed feelings. On the one hand, she instantly felt her pussy dampen... she couldn't get enough of Joel's cock. On the other hand, her guilt was growing... she'd suffered bouts of guilt throughout the seduction and during many aftermaths of fucking Joel... yet she'd convinced herself she was doing it for her daughter... doing it to stave off the possibility of Joel cheating on or leaving Haley. Her lifelong experience with men had been if you didn't put out, you were dumped. So she'd sucked, been fucked and done kinky as fuck shit to keep her men... and she really believed that by sucking and fucking Joel, she was protecting her daughter from becoming a somewhat desperate slut like her mother.
Even as she excused herself and scuttled out of the gymnasium, up three flights of stairs through the relative darkness towards the boys bathroom, the mother wasn't sure whether she was going to fuck Joel when she arrived, or end it with him.
Joel was already there, leaning against the sink, rubbing his cock through his pants so he'd be hard and ready for when his MILF slut arrived.
As soon as she arrived, he ordered, "Bend over the sink, we don't have lots of time."
Stephanie had been going back and forth in her head, good Mom versus bad Mom, morally upright lady versus dirty slut, yet one sentence, one order, and her mind was made up. She smiled as she walked to the counter and said, "I see my sexy daughter has gotten you horny again."
"She may be coming around. She's even rubbed my cock twice tonight," Joel reported, as he fished out his cock through his fly while keeping his tux pants fastened.
"Well, prom nights can do that," Stephanie said, as she bent over, wondering if her daughter was considering giving up her cherry tonight. If she did, she was in for a marathon fuck, after all the loads her mother had already extracted from Joel.
"I've been hard for two hours," Joel said, as he placed his hands on either side of her less than convenient cocktail dress.
"Well, there's one hole of mine you haven't deposited a load in yet today," she smiled, wiggling her ass... having already swallowed two of his loads and taken one in the ass.
"That lack will be remedied soon," Joel said, as he slid his cock in her wet pussy. "Fuck, you're always wet."
"And you're always hard," she moaned, as he began fucking her.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me hard," Stephanie moaned as Joel slammed into her.
"Are you enjoying getting fucked by your daughter's prom date?" Joel asked, still getting more and more confident with each encounter.
"Yes, I love being my daughter's boyfriend's slut," Stephanie moaned, knowing these wicked exchanges were so wrong, and yet they enhanced her excitement.
And for three or four minutes Joel slammed hard into Stephanie, dying to fill her pussy and fulfill the trifecta very few men could ever achieve in a single day... sometimes in their lifetimes... to fuck and fill a woman in all three of her holes.
"Oh yes, baby, give me that big cock and shoot me that load," Stephanie moaned, just as Joel's phone rang.
"Shit," he said, as he stopped, leaving his cock deep inside the MILF and saying, "it's your daughter."
"Then answer it, but keep fucking me," Stephanie said, her lust for cock once again overriding any variety of moral code.
"Yeah," he said, as he reached into his pocket, pulled out his phone and answered, "Hey, honey."
"Where are you?" Haley asked.
"Just in the washroom," Joel said, as he resumed fucking his girlfriend's Mom while talking to said girlfriend.
"Okay. Except I requested our song, and they promised to play it next," she said. "So it would be great if we could dance to it together."
"I'm almost done here," Joel said as he slammed into Stephanie... fucking her while talking to Haley being a perverse kink that added to this already wicked scenario.
"Okay, hurry please," Haley said.
"I'm hurrying," Joel said, as he fucked the Mom hard.
"See you soon," Haley said.
"I'll be right there," Joel promised, hanging up and really giving it to the Mom.
"Oh, you're such a wicked boy," Stephanie moaned, as her own orgasm was about to burst.
"And you're such a nasty slut," he grunted, as he spewed his fourth load into her, and officially completed today's trifecta.
"Yes," Stephanie screamed, as the warm load filling her triggered her own orgasm.
A couple minutes later, the mom said, "Go back and find my daughter."
"I should," Joel agreed, putting his cock away.
....
It was 1:30, and Stephanie was just driving home after going to a bar with a few of the parent chaperones for a couple of drinks, when she got a text from Joel: Still awake?
Stephanie responded, her pussy instantly tingling: Yes, just leaving Walton's Pub.
He responded: Perfect. Drive by my place, now.
She responded: Yes, sir.
She was only a few minutes from his place, an apartment he shared with two other college guys.
When she pulled up to the curb, he was waiting outside.
He got into her car, pulled out his cock and said, "Get sucking. Your daughter gave me a few more rubs after our encounter, but that was it."
"So she left you high and hard again?" Stephanie asked, as she undid her seatbelt, looked around and saw nobody nearby, and then leaned down to suck his cock again.
"Yeah. She's quite a tease," he said.
"While I'm made to please," the Mom said as she began sucking his cock again.
She bobbed for a couple minutes before she felt his hand on the back of her head, and then heard him roll down the window and say, "Hey guys."
"Shit, you lucky bastard," Mike, one of his roommates said.
"Yeah, I can't complain," Joel said, as Stephanie obediently continued bobbing up and down.



"Have a good night," Mike said.
"I am," Joel said.
"See you later, Haley," Mike said to the Mom, who obviously looked a lot like her daughter from this position. She said nothing, and just kept sucking.
A minute later Joel groaned, "I'm going to come."
Stephanie appreciated the warning, since swallowing in this position was a bit more challenging.
He spewed his load, and she swallowed it all, before she sat up and asked, "They thought I was Haley?"
"Yeah," he nodded.
"Funny," Stephanie laughed, as she sat back in her seat.
"Except for the tits, you two do look a lot alike," he said.
"I guess we do," she said.
"I need to head inside," he said.
"And I need to head home," she said. "The Mom isn't supposed to arrive home after her daughter on prom night."
He laughed, "Well, you were an amazing prom date, and you made what could have been a frustrating evening into a huge success."
Stephanie smiled, "Thanks."
Joel left, and she drove home. She peeked in on her sleeping daughter and wondered how long she could keep up this charade.
THE END
Coming next is:
Mom's Motivation: Gangbang Blackmail
Stephanie deals with Joel's two roommates in a very unorthodox way after the threat of blackmail by them after they realize the girl blowing Joel in the car was not Haley.
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Summary: Angela becomes a celebrity and a nationwide pegging guru.
Note 1: Thanks to the real Ivan, who requested this unique plot.
Note 2: This is part 2....
In part 1, bride-to-be Angela, with the help of her secret Mistress Jen, (who's also Angela's fiancé's ex-wife), turns her fiancé into a cream pie eating, strap-on taking submissive.
The first chapter ended with a video of Angela and Ivan the fiancé engaged in a wild public revelation of their outrageous sexual practices going viral on Twitter which, fortunately for us, sets up an equally wild part 2.
So without further ado, here's part two:
THE BBW'S BOTTOM BOY: A SPIT-ROAST
By daybreak, the retweet count had climbed to over a million. Angela could only stare at the comments and stats and shake her head, overwhelmed... what had she and Ivan gotten themselves into?
Angela was pouring herself some coffee and starting to make breakfast when the phone rang.
She answered it, knowing it was only a matter of time before their identities became common knowledge, but not knowing whether it had happened yet. She was just thankful this was reading week at Ivan's college so he had the week off, and Angela too didn't have to go in to work, having gotten permission to take a hiatus to be with Ivan and to make all the arrangements for their wedding. Ivan was still asleep. She wasn't sure what she was going to say to him the day after... since besides the explosion on Twitter, she'd also outed herself to Ivan as having an ongoing lesbian affair with Jen... his ex-wife. Not only that, but she'd informed him that Jen was her Mistress, and going forward she'd also be Ivan's!
Angela pushed all her confusing thoughts out of her head and answered, "Hello."
"Is this Angela White?"
"Perhaps, who's asking?" Angela wondered who it was, although it was obviously a man, and even a man whose voice she vaguely recognized.
"Jack Watson," the voice said, making Angela's eyes go wide. Jack was a shock radio host who made Howard Stern sound tame. For instance he'd aired live sex on his show more than once.
"J-J-Jack Watson?" she stammered.
"We're on the air. Do you have a few minutes to chat?"
"Yeah, sure, why the hell not?" Angela said, shocked to be on the radio... and perhaps being listened to by millions of people.
"Are you aware that someone posted a video of you and your fiancé making certain statements in a restaurant yesterday, and that it's gone viral?" he asked.
"It's been quite a shock to both of us, but that certainly appears to be the case," Angela said, shaking her head to herself. "I may have overreacted to something somebody said in that restaurant."
"Both of the handles BBWMISTRESS and bottombitchboy are trending on twitter," he added.
"I know," Angela said, both excited and mortified by that knowledge. Was this her fifteen minutes of fame? If so, she may as well ham it up and enjoy it. But she knew the consequences of fame could be precarious at best.
"You're quite a spirited woman," Jack's on air partner (as well as his regular bed partner) Sarah said... Jack's equivalent to Howard's Robin, except Sarah was white and a former porn star.
Angela laughed, "Truth be told, yesterday, and even the past few days, have been a revelation for us both, as well as a sexual awakening."
"How so?" Jack asked.
"Yes, do tell," Sarah added curiously, having watched the clip dozens of times since she'd first seen it.
Angela wasn't certain what she should or shouldn't say, but she figured with the video going viral the entire world already knew the most outrageous parts of the story, so she might may as well go ahead and tell the rest of it. "Well, it's rather complicated."
"No worries; it sounds fascinating, so we can reschedule some of our other guests if necessary," Jack said.
"Yes, and I'm sure all our listeners would love to hear the entire story," Sarah said. "I know I would."
"I can't believe anyone cares about my story," Angela said, since most of her life she'd been seen as a wallflower.
"Oh, believe it! Actually, you've become a symbol of the feminist revolution," Sarah pointed out enthusiastically.
"Really?"
"Not only that, but you're the (albeit unofficial) spokesperson for the pegging lifestyle," she added.
"Yes, your underground actions may be making it to the mainstream," Jack added.
"You can likely achieve something even Ryan Reynolds couldn't manage when he got his hot ass fucked by Morena Baccarin in Deadpool," Sarah continued, having been secretly hinting to Jack for a while that since he liked fucking her ass so much, she should get to do his too... she'd pegged a couple of men on camera when she'd still been making movies, and a couple of men just for fun, before hooking up with Jack and becoming a one man woman (except when as a couple they played with other women).
"You think I could do that?" Angela asked, feeling so overwhelmed by unexpectedly being in the spotlight, and recalling the thrill of learning that Ryan Reynolds himself had re-tweeted her last night.
"Fuck yeah," Sarah said. "So regale us with your tale, and just start from the beginning."
"Which beginning?" Angela asked, now feeling a very heady sense of feminism empowerment from Sarah's encouragement. "Do you just want the first time I fucked Ivan's ass, or should I begin earlier, when my Mistress, who's Ivan's ex-wife, ordered me to do it?"
"Fuck off," Sarah gasped, praying this was true. She was bisexual and had shared many threesomes with Jack and other women, but never with two men, even though she had been pushing for it. Getting DP'd by a dick and a strap-on was wild, but hosting two actual flesh cocks inside her had always been the way she came the best (which was obvious if you'd seen some of her work, like double teaming Debbie in a Debbie does Dallas sequel, Double Penetration Queens, or Nerds do what Cheerleaders Don't).
"You're not serious?" Jack asked, this brief ten minute segment Sarah had talked him into at the last minute already looking like it would be delaying... or maybe even cancelling... his other guests, whom he'd actually scheduled.
"Yeah, like I said, it's been a crazy couple of weeks," Angela said, somehow feeling good about shocking them with her revelations. Her being able to shock the shock jockey himself was quite the thing.
"That sounds like the understatement of the century," Jack laughed, shaking his head to his partner.
Sarah winked, "So to be clear, you're having lesbian sex with the ex-wife of your boyfriend?"
"Yeah," Angela said. "Is that wrong?"
"Yeah, it's absolutely salacious." Sarah roared with laughter.
"Angela, why don't you start at the beginning?" Jack suggested.
"Okay, if that's what you want. Many years ago, my Mom and Dad got together and fucked each other," Angela began wickedly. "And then nine months later..."
Sarah laughed again, "You're a spunky one."
"Oh, was that too early?"
"Perhaps a little," Sarah said, "although it's likely a key item in the series of events that make the eventual story possible."
Angela then spoke tor twenty minutes, re-telling the past couple of weeks in vivid detail (read part 1 to learn those wicked details).
"Wow," Sarah exclaimed. "My pussy is on fire!"
"Maybe I should drop by your studio to put out that fire," Angela offered flirtatiously.
"Oh, you're such a bad girl," Sarah said, so fucking turned on by the wild story she'd just heard.
"I'm not sure you could handle her," Jack joked.
"Me or her?" Angela asked.
"I'm not even sure anymore," Jack said, knowing this interview was going to be a ratings explosion. "But my producer is demanding we go to commercial. We seem to have missed two breaks, but now we've sent the guests we did have scheduled home, and completely reorganized our day so our listeners can ask you some questions. Are you okay with that, Angela?"
"Sure, why not?" Angela said, really enjoying her fifteen minutes of fame... which had already stretched to longer than fifteen minutes, with no end in sight.
"Alright," Jack continued. "Listeners, we'll be back with more of Angela, aka BBWMISTRESS, and next she'll be taking your questions. Call in right now, and you may ask our special guest anything you want."
"We're off," a producer called out.
Sarah said, "Angela, that was amazing. But is that really how it happened?"
"That's exactly how it happened," Angela confirmed, suspecting she'd shared way too much, but she was so caught up in the moment that all she could do was reveal everything... without thinking of the consequences for Ivan, for herself, or even for Jen... although she hadn't mentioned her name during the entirety of the story.
"It sounds like such crazy fun," Sarah said, looking directly at Jack with clear intent. "You've inspired me to wield a strap-on myself."
"You really should, it's an exhilarating experience," Angela said.
"So it seems," Sarah agreed. "Don't you think so, Jack?"
"It's definitely interesting," Jack agreed, but mainly because he knew Sarah wanted him to, at least out loud on the air, but invisibly to the listening audience, shaking his head negatorially at his hot girlfriend, who was the kinkiest fuck he'd ever had, and he knew this pegging story would lead to her really pressuring him to give up his ass... something she'd previously mentioned on a few occasions... but never too aggressively. Yet.
"Angela, why don't you go get a drink of water or anything else you need? We have seven minutes before we're back on the air," Sarah said helpfully.
"Sounds good," Angela said, setting down her phone and quickly going pee. Her phone had vibrated a few dozen times while she was on the radio but she couldn't respond, and now she didn't want to. She had no idea who might be calling, but she didn't want to lose the rush she was experiencing.
She returned, and said she was back.
Sarah told her there was a growing list of people waiting to talk to her.
"Crazy," Angela said, still finding all this a little surreal.
"That's one way to put it," Sarah agreed.
"Yeah, but now you've gotten Sarah obsessed with pegging me," Jack complained, but laid back about it.
"You'll love it, Sarah," Angela said, feeling they were kindred spirits now. "You will too, Jack."
"Told you, Jack," Sarah said. "You love fucking my ass so much, I think it's time I got to fuck yours."
"A prostate orgasm is really intense," Angela added. "Kind of like God's extra treat for men only."
"Thirty seconds," the producer announced, enjoying Jack's rare discomfort.
"Thank God," Jack said, already knowing this conversation with Sarah would be continuing after the show.
After thirty seconds, Jack said, "We. Are, Back! And with us is the vivacious and deliciously scandalous BBWMISTRESS. She's just shared the most passionate, intense story I've heard in a while; and I'm certain she's inspired many women to spice up their own lives."
"And she's also given men the permission they've always longed for to give up their asses," Sarah added, not particularly accurately.
"Yeah, yeah. Now let's take some calls," Jack said, avoiding making any response to Sarah's words, and to her blunt implication about his own future activities. "First up is Jane, from New Orleans."
"Hi, Jack, hi, Sarah," Jane greeted. And then with extra enthusiasm, "And hi, BBWMISTRESS!"
"Hi, Jane," all three greeted.
"Welcome to the Jack Watson Show. What's your primary question?" Jack asked.
"First, I want to thank BBWMISTRESS for coming on the air and telling us her story," Jane began.
"Thank you very much," Angela said, "but please call me Angela."
"Yes, of course Angela," Jane said. "My question for you is: What advice would you give a woman like myself who wants to peg her husband, but has no idea how to bring it up?"
Angela smiled at the question. "Well, I suppose most people would advise you just to bring it up, but with men being men, he'd likely just avoid the conversation, or wave it off as if you were joking. So I think you need to be aggressive."
"How so?" Jane asked.
"Well, if your man is like mine, you could take it in stages. The next time he comes inside you, if he hasn't already gotten you off, just hop up and sit on his face and force him to eat his own cum, while he gets you off with his tongue."
"Oh my."
"It worked for me," Angela said. "Not only did he do it, but it shifted the dynamic between us in the bedroom. Instead of his assuming he'd make all the decisions, I made myself into an equal partner, so I was making some of them. Then once we'd established that plateau for a short while, the pegging was a simple matter of my putting on my strap-on and telling him I was going to do it, so kindly assume the position. And shortly after I did that, while he learned how much he loved being humiliated while I pegged him, instead of remaining an equal partner, I quite easily and naturally became the dominant force in our entire relationship, not just in the bedroom."
"Epic," Sarah added. "So to begin with, you just sat on his face and made him eat his own cream pie?"
"Yeah," Angela answered. "If a man can't get a woman off by fucking her, then he'd damn well better get her off with his tongue. And if he needs to clean up after himself to accomplish that, then all the better!"
"Better advice has never been given," Sarah agreed. "Thank you for the question, Jane. Good luck with pegging your man."
"Up next is Sharon, from Atlanta," Jack said, hoping the next question would be in a different vein.
"Hi Angela, first off I want to thank you. You've become an instant hero for all of us women who aren't size zeroes."
"Thank you," Angela said, those words warming her heart.
"You're welcome," Sharon said. "My question is: How do you manage to balance being submissive to the woman you mentioned, with being dominant to your man?"
Angela responded, "That's an interesting question, but only because I've never even thought about it. During all of my sexual encounters, even including yesterday's public outburst, I've always done what felt natural at the time. And sometimes being on my knees licking a pussy is where I want to be, and where I'm meant to be."
"Me too," Sharon agreed.
"Me three," Sarah joined in.
Angela smiled to herself as she continued, "While at other times I feel like being in charge, whether it's by riding a man and bouncing on his dick, or indulging in my newfound passion of pegging. I think it's simply a matter of knowing who you are, and not giving a fuck what anyone else thinks. Another example is that last night when Ivan and I learned our team effort in the restaurant was going viral, neither of us was in charge... we just needed to talk things out, and try to figure out how we both felt about it."
"I wish it were that easy," Sharon said.
"It can be," Angela said, feeling she was speaking to her younger self, but also to every woman like her, "but first you need to recognize that you love yourself. If you're not getting what you want, and you keep telling yourself that's all you deserve, then it's hopeless. So tell that naysayer inside your head she's dead wrong, so shut the fuck up!"
"What great advice," Sarah nodded.
"Society is full of cruelty and unfair judgements thrust upon us by jealous and bitchy people," Angela said. "I spent years giving credence to them, believing I wasn't good enough, and trying to become just like them. And it was all bullshit! But now, thanks in large part to my Mistress, who's just as large as I am, but has always known how sexy she was, I've come to accept who I am and what I am, and I don't give a fuck what anyone says. So just be who you are, Sharon, and be proud of who you are. Be proud of your body. Be proud of your inner slut."
"'Be proud of your inner slut.' That should be on a bumper sticker," Sarah joked. "Thanks for the call, Sharon,"
"Thank you," Sharon said.
"Angela, that was a very perceptive and obviously heartfelt answer," Sarah said. "Now I have a question. What would you say right now to all those people who bullied and judged you in the past?"
"Mmmmm, that's a tough one. Give me a moment." Angela pondered for a rather lengthy moment before answering, "How about... 'I feel sorry for you'?"
"You feel sorry for them?" Jack asked, intrigued. "Please explain."
"Well, if you're a person who needs to find your self-justification, your raison d'être, by picking on people different from you, by bullying yourself into the spotlight, you're going to have very sad life," Angela said. "Most of that happened to me in high school, which a lot of people told us were the best years of our lives, which is a load of crap! I'm in my early forties, and I feel I've only recently begun the best years of my life."
"You fascinate me through and through," Sarah said. "But let's go back to the phones. We have Dwayne, from Albany."
"Hi, Jack and Sarah, I'm a first-time caller, long time listener," Dwayne said, employing the most overused line ever from a caller.
"Thanks for listening," Jack said. "What's your question?"
"Angela, what advice would you give to a man who wants to watch his woman with another man, but has no idea how to bring it up?"
"I'm not sure about that one," Angela said. "But one thing I can tell you from a woman's perspective, is it drives us nuts that our men think we're all prudes, and men are the only ones with naughty fantasies. The truth is that we women can be just as kinky and twisted as you men are. So, don't just assume your girlfriend or your wife will automatically object to the idea and say no. There's no risk. And open conversations about each other's fantasies shouldn't be taboo; they should be natural and frequent.
"In fact," she added, "I've just had a thought you may find helpful. If you just tossed out the suggestion that she have sex with someone else right out of the blue, her kneejerk response could very easily be negative, if only because it's so different from anything you two have discussed previously. But if you prepare the ground somewhat by cuddling with her while you draw her out, asking lots of 'what if' questions about her secret desires, with nothing on your agenda except learning more about her secrets, while making it very clear every step of the way you're only interested and not being critical. And then you can share some of your own less startling kinks, before drawing her out some more, and then later on bring up the topic again. And then eventually your ongoing discussions might be getting very adventurous, and with her being the one doing most of the adventuring! And then when you tell her how much you'd love watching her with another man, it wouldn't be out of the blue, and she might consider it flattering and love the idea. How does that sound?"
As she proffered this advice about a couple sharing their thoughts and feelings openly, some guilt struck her, since she wasn't living the advice she'd just given. Recently she'd been dictating her and Ivan's sex life, and most recently Jen had even been doing a lot of it. But neither of them were really asking, or even caring what Ivan wanted. She thought he was onboard with it, he'd certainly said so at the top of his lungs at the restaurant yesterday, but she needed to begin devoting at least a little time to drawing him out about all the nuances of how he felt about their sex life.
"What if she says, 'Absolutely not,' and is disgusted by my asking?" Dwayne asked.



"I can't answer on her behalf, since I don't know her, but almost anyone will be willing to explore, and to go at least a tad outside their same-old-same-old sexual comfort zone, if they're given the right opportunity. And I'm pretty sure I'm safe in saying that all women fantasize about other men at least sometimes... so if she was given the opportunity, she might be willing to do a threesome, or like me, even to cuckold her man."
"I'd love to be cuckolded," Dwayne said.
"Well if you phrased that wish in the right way, I can't imagine her feeling anything but enormously flattered, even if she wasn't willing to do it. And here's something that worked for us. Do you two watch porn together?"
"Occasionally."
"Then watch a film containing a cuckold scene, and see how she responds to it," Angela suggested.
"Thanks, I'll try it," Dwayne said.
"Good luck," Angela said.
"Thanks for the call, Dwayne," Sarah said. "Angela, that was some more really great advice!"
"I don't know," Angela said. "I'm just giving my opinion, sometimes based on lots of experience, and sometimes on very limited experience."
"I think that's what makes it so real," Sarah said. "Don't you think so, Jack?"
"Sure," Jack said heartily. "She's real a firecracker."
"Let's take another call," Sarah said. "Wanda, from Toronto."
"Hi Wanda," Angela greeted, really enjoying coming across like a BBW stand in for Dr. Ruth.
"Do you prefer pussy or dick?" Wanda asked bluntly.
"I'm lucky. I don't have to choose," Angela said.
"But if you had to?" Wanda pressed.
"Well, I prefer eating pussy to sucking dick for sure, and I definitely prefer the taste and texture of cunt cum to cock cum," Angela said, "but for sex, I prefer a real cock to a strap-on."
"You still haven't answered the question," Sarah pointed out.
"You're relentless," Angela said with chuckle, before finally answering, "if I really had to choose I'd take pussy, but just barely."
"Luckily it's 2021, and you can have your cock and eat your pie too," Sarah said.
"If you play your cards right," Angela agreed.
"We have time for two more calls, and up next is Beth, from Los Angeles," Jack said.
He was dying for this interview to be over... for although he loved sex talk, which was why he did this show in the first place, and even in his private life he was open to pretty much anything... he'd been blown by guys on many occasions, fucked them as well, had even sucked a few cocks, all of this before Sarah and a part of his life she knew nothing about, he'd never been ass fucked, nor had he ever wanted to be. Sarah had been pushing this pegging notion for a while, and yesterday's video seemed to have upped his hot and insatiable girlfriend's motivation to make it happen.
"Angela, I'm a BBW too, and I have major insecurities about my body," Beth said. "How do you cope with judgemental men and women who think we're unpleasantly fat, and who say it's just because we constantly eat too much, which I'm sure you know we don't, and they call us unpleasant names, not even trying to conceal their contempt for us?"
Hearing this outcry made Angela's heart break for the woman. She understood exactly what Beth was describing, having encountered people like that for her entire life. "Beth, thank you for that very important question. Now I know my answer may sound impossible to achieve for some of my fellow BBW's, but it's truthfully how I recently overcame years... no, decades... of feeling insecure about my body, years of enduring the name calling you describe, years of society telling me loud and clear I wasn't good enough... and finally I just threw my hands in the air and said, 'fuck it'."
"Fuck it?" Sarah asked with a laugh. "That's your philosophical reply to all those heartless people?"
"Yes, I don't give a fuck anymore what anyone thinks of me," Angela said. "And I think I told that to the world yesterday from the restaurant!"
"You certainly did," Sarah agreed. "And we're all still listening."
"Well you see, I am who I am. I can't change my girth any more than people can change their height. I'm big boned. My mom was big boned. My grandmother was big boned. I never knew my great grandmother, but I assume she was too. Nor can I change what a bunch of superficial assholes or bigoted bitches think. So fuck... them! Beth, and anyone else listening, regardless of your waist size, you are beautiful. You are loved. You have a rich and thriving sexuality just like skinny people do. In fact, anyone who's actually been with a BBW, knows we're lots better fucks anyway. We're eager, we're often happy to do the fun things all those skinny, frigid, prima donna size zeros turn their noses up at, and there's more of each one of us to love. Shit, every man I've ever met wants to see, feel and suck on my mammoth tits. Every one of those guys wants to squeeze my expansive ass. Every one of those men wants to fuck me. And if I let them, I give them the fuck of their lives... all of us BBW's do. You see, when we were young, while those skinny girls were busy validating their skinniness through television shows and ridiculous girls' magazines, we BBW's were learning how to deep throat a dick," Angela said, on a real rant.
"So your advice is for me to own my body?" Beth asked.
"Own it, love it, and don't hesitate to sex it up," Angela said. "Showcase lots of that cleavage every man around you will become a babbling fool for. Wear a tight skirt to showcase that wide ass men drool over, and I definitely recommend wearing nylons, since they showcase my legs and make me feel sexy... especially if I spring for some nice sheer ones."
"Nylons?" Sarah asked, since she never wore them.
"Men love women in nylons, they love the look and feel of them, but I also find they accentuate whatever outfit I'm wearing, and they also make me feel more like a woman. Nylons are sensual, they're the kind of lingerie that's on display for everyone to see... especially if they're being held up by garters."
"I've never thought of that," Sarah said, thinking she needed to go shopping.
"See yourself as a sexual being, and you'll become one, regardless of your waist size, regardless of whether you're pretty according to society's unreachable standards. In essence, love yourself first, then understand the power your body has, and own it," Angela said.
Sarah said, "What a great answer! I almost wish we could end on that climactic note of female empowerment. But we have one more caller."
"Beth, I love you, and to all the BBW's out there, I love you too! I know from painful experience what you're going through, and I also know from much pleasanter experience that once you accept your beauty because it's simply who you are, you'll be able to own it," Angela finished.
"You really are an amazing woman," Sarah said, wishing she could meet her in person.
"Thanks," Angela said. "I'm just speaking from years of painful experience, but with some delightful experience tacked onto it recently."
"Well, I think you're an inspiration to all women," Sarah added.
"Alright, Angela's final question is from Barry, in Mill Valley," Jack said.
"Angela, you're a revelation," Barry opened with.
"Thank you so much," Angela said, being asked questions as if she were an expert, followed by enthusiastic compliments about her answers, was an experience she wasn't at all used to.
"My question is: What if a man wants to be pegged? How does he bring it up?" Barry asked.
"This will be similar to my earlier answer, just with the roles reversed, but one thing you should understand is that every woman has a kinky side, and if she's given safe opportunities, she'll be likely to explore it," Angela said.
"But what if she freaks out?" he asked. "What if she calls me a pervert for even mentioning the idea?
"That's just a risk you'll need to take, no matter how concerned you might feel about the outcome. Because if you're curious about getting your ass fucked, you'll continue being curious until you succeed in getting a dick in that butt," Angela said, really loving this chance to talk dirty to a nationwide audience of millions of listeners... since after yesterday's viral video, that's what they expected from her.
"It has become an obsession for me," he admitted.
"Yes, it always does that until you can resolve the matter somehow. So talk to her, watch a video with pegging in it together, ask her to read some articles," Angela suggested. "Pegging can build a stronger relationship in a couple, since the act is the ultimate expression of trust by a man."
"How so?" Sarah asked.
"Well, society has brainwashed us into believing that sex has to be a certain way, and that men and women's assigned roles during sex are obligatory," Angela said. "But women (and some men, usually under their women's tutelage) are beginning to question those archaic beliefs. Sex can be more than just a married man and woman performing an endlessly unchanging ritual. For instance it can be a guy sucking another guy, a girl getting gangbanged while her man watches and cheers her on, a guy taking it in the ass... or even a woman named Angela eagerly eating her fiancé's ex-wife's pussy," Angela completed her list, really on a roll. "My point, and I may be going off the rails here, is that all men have feminine sides hidden deep inside them. And all men do have that feminine side, don't fool yourself into thinking any of them don't. But primarily through fear of ridicule, society has conditioned men into hiding their emotions, always requiring them to man up, to act like a so-called real man, and so forth."
"You've obviously done some research, and I agree with all of that," Sarah said, looking at Jack again with an I-told-you-so-expression, "but you're also saying pegging builds trust. How does that work?"
"It's not rocket science. Whenever he's being pegged, a man is giving up his caveman's right to be in charge of his woman, he's allowing himself to be vulnerable to his partner possibly for the first time ever, and he's venturing into the unknown when he breaks free from the chains of straight sexuality society has previously bound him with. And like it or not, the unknown is always scary, at least it is at first. So pegging is the ultimate demonstration of trust. And by his giving up his ass, his manhood, by taking a dick in his ass even if it's only a plastic one, he's also opening himself up to experiencing the ultimate rush for a man. So his role reversal, his taking instead of giving, his becoming the fuckee instead of the fucker per se, frequently becomes the ultimate rush for both partners."
"Wow! Do you hear that, men? It's a clarion call only without the bugle, for you all to give up your asses, so you can build your relationships while experiencing the ultimate rush!" Sarah sang out, while once again looking challengingly at Jack.
"Yes! You've got nothing to lose, Barry," Angela added.
"So ladies, let's start a pegging revolution," Sarah declared.
"Yes, let's fuck all our men in the asses," Angela added grandiosely.
"Agreed," Sarah said, looking at a Jack with such intent, "every... last... man."
"W-w-well this concludes our interview with the scandalous but wise BBWMISTRESS," Jack said. And for the first time on his show, which was famous for breaking all the rules, he sounded rather terrified!
"Have you ever been pegged, Jack?" Angela asked bluntly.
"Can't say that I have," Jack answered, trying to act casual.
"That's what I thought, and it's a shame," Angela said. "The host of a show like yours should understand all things sexual all both points of view."
"Yeah Jack, Angela makes a good point," Sarah said.
"As a matter of fact it would be a great show," Angela said, "if you lost your anal virginity on the air. I'd even fly down and do the honours for you."
"Oh my God," Sarah said. "That would be brilliant!"
"I don't think so," Jack demurred.
"Oh, but I know so," Sarah chimed in. "It's the hottest idea ever!"
"Unfortunately, or perhaps fortunately, we're out of time," Jack said for the record. "The segment of this show hosted by Sarah is next, and I'll be back tomorrow. Have a great day, everyone."
"And ladies, go out and buy some stockings, plus: buy a strap-on and fuck your man with it. Let the pegging revolution begin," Sarah said.
"And I'm joining you in person to fuck that ass, Jack," Angela promised wickedly, it being obvious just from the sound of his voice how uncomfortable he was with this topic.
"May I ask just one more quick question?" the listener Barry asked.
"The seconds are ticking down until we need to go to break, but go ahead," Sarah offered.
"Do you still see your fiancé as a man after you've fucked him?" Barry asked.
"Indeed I do. In fact I now see him as even more of a man," Angela said. "Giving yourself to someone is the ultimate gesture of trust, and when a man bends over and gives up his ass, thus symbolically giving away his masculinity, and thus in an unmistakable fashion takes part in a role reversal, it demonstrates that he's not only a real man, but a complete one."
"Great question, Barry; great answer, BBWMISTRESS," Sarah said. "But now we're absolutely, totally out of time. So here's a word from our sponsors. Jack is finished for today, but I'll be back shortly for my own segment."
The show went to commercial and Sarah said to Angela, "It's just you and me now. You wouldn't believe how quickly Jack skedaddled out of here!"
"Thanks for the invite, that was lots of fun," Angela said, wondering what she'd sounded like on the radio.
"I'm going to make your visit happen," Sarah said. "If not for pegging Jack, then perhaps some other sort of our playing together."
"If you're looking for ideas, I could eat your pussy better than any porn star has ever done," Angela offered, still riding her rush from the past hour and more.
"Maybe we could live stream that," Sarah mused aloud, having refused offers for parts in many porn movies since retiring, but the idea of making a BBW fetish movie with this undoubtedly talented amateur was kind of intriguing. "Shit, maybe we could make an actual porn movie! It could feature BBW's seducing and turning skinny bitches into cunt munching submissives. And if it was you and me, I'd love to throw trash talk at you for a while, until you put me in my place between your legs and made me beg for mercy!"
"You had me at cunt munching," Angela joked.
"I have to go," Sarah laughed. "But may I call you later to chat some more, just the two of us?"
"Certainly, I'd love that," Angela said, her pussy on fire at the possibility of making such a movie. She knew the video going viral was going to change her life completely, Ivan's too, and although it may close some doors in a world filled with superficial judgement, it could also possibly open some doors she'd never imagined... like making a porn movie... which should have scared her, but instead excited her. Her sexuality had been awakened recently in a way that transcended not only her sexuality, but her core being.
"Talk to you soon, sexy thang," Sarah said, as she hung up, her head spinning with possibilities. She wasn't certain she'd actually be in a movie about BBW's dominating skinny girls and turning them into submissive playthings... but she could write and direct it. And perhaps even star in it too! Why not?
Angela hung up, and finally checked her phone.
There were over forty text messages and missed calls. Several from her mom, some from a few friends, and two from Jen. None from any strangers yet.
She was about to call Jen, not certain she was ready to talk to her mom, who as far as she knew wasn't on any social media platforms. But any of her friends could easily have alerted her to her daughter's viral video and to the radio show.
"That was quite the interview," Ivan said from behind her, startling his bride-to-be.
"You're awake," Angela observed.
"I have been for a while."
"Would you like some breakfast?"
"Sure," he said, still processing yesterday and being pegged, the viral video, the revelation of Jen's role in Angela and his sex life, his bride-to-be's formerly secret lesbian activity with his ex-wife, and just now her frank, tell-all radio interview, and finally the surprisingly perceptive advice she'd given to several listeners.
"How much of it did you hear?" she asked, more concerned about his reputation than hers.
"I began listening during your telling about the past couple of weeks," he said. "Dave called me and said you were on the radio."
"Oh," Angela said, guilt beginning to rise in her as the rush of her sex guru renown on the radio began to fade. She grabbed some eggs from the refrigerator. She asked, "I'm sorry for how it all came out. That was never part of the plan."
"'That' wasn't? Exactly what wasn't?" Ivan asked, still feeling overwhelmed by the past twenty-four hours, and yet secretly craving to be fucked again.
"Almost the entire world learning about our sex life."
"But the pegging was part of the plan?"
"Yes darling, and you loved it," she said, knowing he really had, as she walked over to him. She brought her hand to his crotch and was surprised to feel he was hard. "Interesting. Why are you hard right now?"
"I don't know," Ivan replied, and he actually didn't know.
"Is it because my sexy bitch wants to be fucked again?" she asked, regaining her confidence in being able to read him. She didn't need to sit down with him and hold his hand while asking a bunch of gentle questions about how he felt about this and that. It was obvious he wanted to get pegged again... she could see it in his eyes and his demeanor. Whatever he wasn't saying with words, he was screaming with his sheepish body language!
"Angela, I..." he began, not wanting to sound pathetic... since the internet largely saw him that way... while a small, hopefully perceptive minority applauded him.
"I'll be right back," she said, deciding to take matters into her own hands again.
Ivan sighed, attempting to process his weak-minded desire, obvious to himself as well, to get fucked again, and with her accepting his surrender of his manhood... although her answers on the radio to some of the questions did make him feel somewhat better. Right near the end she'd even been touting him as a 'complete' man, superior to and worthier of respect than those machismo guys he'd always been intimidated by.
She returned, her strap-on already in place, lube in one hand, and ordered, "Bend over the table, my sexy slut."
"Angela, I'm not sure about this," Ivan prevaricated while his cock raged.
"You're not sure about wanting me to fuck your pretty asshole?" she asked as she strode up to him, pushed him forward onto the table, and pulled his pajamas and underwear off.
"Angela," he protested, although it wasn't much of a protest at all.
"Just tell me what you want," she ordered as she poured lube between his ass cheeks. "It can be anything, but I'm certain I already know what it is."
"Angela, please," he said, his plea beginning as a protest against making him do this, but actually coming across as 'Please fuck my ass.'
"Tell me Ivan, tell me what you want," she repeated as she positioned her cock against his asshole.
"You already know what I want, but I feel so gay for wanting it," he confessed, trying to explain his mixed feelings to her.
"You think you might be gay? Do you find me attractive?" she asked as she rubbed her ever-hard cock around his puckered asshole.



"Yes, of course I do," he said. "You're beautiful. Just like you described all BBWs as being."
"You do have a thing for large girls," she smiled, as she pushed forward and into his ass.
"Ooooooooh," he moaned, his hard cock flinching as his ass was filled.
"You see, you're not gay if you're still attracted to women," she explained, as her cock slowly filled his ass. "And I'm your woman, even while I'm fucking your ass."
"So you meant what you said about me on the radio?" he asked, the cock sliding into him feeling so good and so natural.
"Yes honey," she said, now all the way inside his ass. "You're not gay, you're not a sissy, but you are my beloved little fuck toy, and I love humiliating you. Which we both know you also love."
"Ooooooh," he moaned at her nasty words, and the pleasure consuming him as she began to fuck him.
"Even if you suck another man's cock then swallow, or take his facial, or if you take a living monster cock in your pretty asshole and serve as some guy's cum bucket, you re not gay," she said, "so long as you're doing it to please me; especially if I'm taking part in some fashion, even if I'm only watching."
"But I don't do those things," he moaned, as she began fucking him harder.
"Not yet, maybe. But I bet you'd look really hot with a cock in your mouth while I watched," Angela continued planting seeds, knowing Jen already had plans for him to suck a real cock someday soon.
"Oh God," he moaned, finding her words so taboo, so wrong, and yet his hard cock, flying all over the place with each of her deep thrusts, throbbed with every single word from his bride-to-be.
"I bet you'll be a really hot cock sucker," she continued, now wording her fantasies more as predictions than speculations, his moans conveying that her wicked words were turning him on. "We already know how you love the taste of cum."
"It was my own cum, and you made me eat it," he protested, recalling the cream pie he'd eaten that one time so far. And it had been from her ass!
"You could have refused," she said. "I didn't threaten you or anything, I simply told you to do it, and then you chose to lick my cum-filled asshole."
Ivan realized he could have said no at the time, could have pushed her away, yet he'd found the humiliating task enthralling. He also realized he would still do anything to keep her happy, so whether or not she'd coerced him into doing anything at any time, was really a moot point. She now appeared to be foreshadowing his sucking cock sometime in near future, which he wasn't looking forward to doing. But he knew if she asked him to, he'd do it. And he'd probably even end up enjoying the experience!
"I bet you'll also look hot with real cocks in both of your fuck holes, spit-roasting your slut body," she continued, her nasty words turning her on as well as him, while she imagined him with dicks in his holes... and for some reason black dicks... perhaps only because that would make the taboo act look even more taboo, and thus even hotter.
"You're not considering I should... oooooh God," Ivan began to ask, but the pleasure was consuming his body.
"Yes, watching you getting fucked by some big black dick will be so hot," she confirmed, as if it were a done deal.
"Blaaaaaaack?" he moaned in question form, since for some reason, the moment that visual popped into his head, it led to him to instantly spewing his morning load all over the table.
"You always did have a quick trigger," Jen observed, since it turned out she'd been quietly watching the wicked act.
"HI, Mistress," Angela said, not slowing down while she finished giving her man a prostate orgasm.
"Fuuuuuuck," Ivan said, his shame compounded by being seen by his ex-wife with a dick in his ass while he kept squirting cum all over the floor.
"I see your morning nationwide debut shas gotten you all excited," Jen said.
"I need to live up to my words," Angela said.
"Indeed," Jen agreed. "That was quite the interview."
"It was surreal," Angela said. "I still can't believe how many people called, or that anyone cared about anything I had to say. But the ones I spoke to seemed to be hanging on my every word!"
"Did you continue listening after you hung up your phone?" Jen asked.
"No, I've been busy fucking my slut, "Angela said as she slowed down.
"Sarah said she thinks you should host your own weekly advice hour," Jen said. "Which might be an excellent idea, since there were over 50 more calls you didn't get to."
"No way," Angela said as she stopped moving, resting deep inside her man.
"Yeah," Jen said. "It seems like you may really have started a revolution."
"But you're the one who actually started it," Angela said. "I was just your John the Baptist."
"So now I'm the feminists' version of Jesus Christ?" Jen asked with a chuckle. "Maybe that's fair enough. I did plant those seeds in your fertile mind," as she hopped onto the kitchen counter, spread her legs and snapped her fingers.
Angela pulled out of her man, quickly went to her superior and buried her face in her perfect pie.
"So, Ivan," Jen said, while she was snacked upon. "If only I'd known you liked dick so much while we were still married."
"I don't like dick," Ivan insisted weakly, still bent over, still recovering from the intensity of his orgasm, and he watched in surprised perverse awe while his wife-to-be ate his wife-of-before's pussy.
"Oh, we both know you're a little cock sucker bottom bitch dying to feel a real dick in your pussy," Jen said, as she pressed a hand against the back of Angela's head.
Angela listened the to exchange curiously, and with a little guilt. She'd recently been rough and verbally abusive towards Ivan, but they also shared regular moments of tenderness. However she knew Jen would show no sensitivity to him at all, only dominant humiliation.
"I don't think so," Ivan said, standing up.
"Your lack of a denial only confirms you want to be a cock sucker," Jen said.
"You need to hear me say it out loud? Then fine; I have no interest at all in being a cock sucker," Ivan said firmly, still unable to tear his eyes away from the lesbian act occurring right in front of him.
"As well as no interest in getting that pussy of yours fucked?" Jen smirked.
"Pussy?" Ivan asked, having heard her misuse that word twice. "What pussy?"
"Would you prefer I call it your cunt?" Jen asked wickedly.
"I don't even know what you're talking about," he said, always hating to get into arguments with Jen... he lost 99% of them, and even in the rare case he did win one, she found a way of making it his fault she was wrong.
"Sissies have cunts, not asses," she said, as she pushed Angela's head deeper into her pussy.
"I'm not a sissy."
"Would you prefer I call you a faggot?"
Ivan had begun to accept he liked being pegged, the fresh evidence on the floor pretty hard to deny, and that it wasn't gay... he had Angela's testimony that it was an intimate moment when he gave away his masculinity to assist in strengthening their relationship, and his manliness was returned to him in a few minutes. But now Jen was turning it back into his original paranoia.
"No," he said, then was unsure of what to add... his cock surprisingly still hard... a rarity at his age after he'd come.
Jen noticed and said, "Shit, you're still hard. You must be a faggot."
"No, I'm hard because of watching my woman eating out my bitchy ex-wife," he said, trying to regain his masculinity. Although with Jen in the picture, that was a lost cause.
"Oh my, is the faggot trying to grow a spine?" Jen laughed. "Don't pretend to be something you're not."
"Look, Jen," Ivan began.
"Hold that thought for a second, your wife-to-be is about to get your bitchy ex-wife off."
Angela hadn't heard much of the last couple minutes of bickering since Jen's legs were squeezed around her ears, so she focused on licking. Now Jen parted her legs again.
"That's it slut, eat my cunt," Jen ordered, looking down at her pet, and then up to her stunned ex-husband.
Angela obeyed, dying to taste her sweet cum.
After a few seconds Jen ordered, "Tell me what you want, slut."
"I want you to come all over my face while my man watches me being a submissive cunt-licking pet for my Mistress," Angela responded between licks, smoothly shifting from dominant ass fucking Mistress to submissive cunt licking lesbian.
"Good slut," Jen said, her hand still on Angela's head as she maintained eye contact with Ivan right up until the moment of her climax. "Oh yes, fuck, eat my cunt, get me off you nasty slut. Oh yes, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuck!"
Ivan watched the live action porn scene with complete fascination. It was so wrong! His wife-to-be servicing his ex-wife... even though in his eyes they were two of the most beautiful women in the world... having lesbian sex right in front of him in his kitchen. And yet his cock felt it was so right!
Once Jen's orgasm had run its course, she said, "Let's take this to the bedroom."
"Take what to the bedroom?" Angela asked, luxuriating in her last licks of pussy heaven.
"Ivan's first spit-roasting," Jen said.
"Jen, I really don't think...." Ivan began, but she cut him off.
"I didn't ask for your opinion, and neither did my slut," Jen said, hopping off the kitchen counter and grabbing Ivan's hard little cock as if it were a handle. "Now let's go."
Ivan reluctantly followed as he was led by his cock, both figuratively and literally, into his bedroom. He looked back and saw a shiny-faced Angela following them eagerly, and definitely not asking his opinion about what was coming next. However, she did mouth, 'I love you,' while still wearing her strap-on cock.
Once inside the room that had used to be solely Angela's and nothing to do with her, Jen led her ex-husband to the bed as if she owned the place, and ordered, "Get onto the bed on all fours."
"Jen, this is wrong," Ivan argued.
"Right now, fucker," Jen roared, slapping his ass hard.
"We're doing whatever our Mistress tells us to, sweetheart," Angela said, lending her support to the real power in their bedroom, but coaxing him lovingly, with none of Jen's sneer in her attitude.
"Angela..." Ivan said, looking at her with pleading eyes.
"No, just obey her, as will I. But don't worry, I promise you'll love this," Angela insisted as gently as she could. That second-guessing of herself she'd indulged in right after the radio broadcast was now gone... she was now confident that she understood her man better than anyone else possibly could... except for the master manipulator Jen, of course.
"Yes, you were born to be the bitch for two dominant women," Jen said with far less diplomacy. "You pretty much have been for your entire life. Angela, go back and grab my bag from your kitchen."
"Okay," Angela said.
"Did you enjoy watching Angela eating me out?" Jen asked.
"Yeah, but any guy would," Ivan pointed out.
"True, true," Jen nodded, as she ran her hands over his ass.
"But this is too much," Ivan said, even though his cock was raging.
"What is?" Jen asked.
"This," he said frustratedly, waving his arms around in vague gestures that also didn't explain anything. He couldn't actually say the words.
"This what?" Jen continued, enjoying watching his frustration.
"Your controlling my fiancée," he finally said.
"She can tell me to back off, if that's what she wants," Jen said. "It's not my fault she loves pussy."
"No, I'm not telling you anything of the sort. But actually, my loving pussy is kind of your fault," Angela said, returning to hand Jen her bag.
"Okay, it is kind of my fault," Jen shrugged, as she pulled a strap-on from the bag.
"We shouldn't do this," Ivan protested again, but it had no substance, since he didn't any effort at all to leave his position on all fours.
"Honey, you'll love it," Angela repeated her assurance.
"Yes, we need to train you to be a perfect two-hole fuck toy," Jen added, coming across as more threatening than reassuring, while she drew the harness up her legs.
"Being pegged by my fiancée is one thing," Ivan said, taking note that Jen's cock was bigger.
"And the other thing of being double teamed by your ex-wife and your wife-to-be is a dream come true," Jen finished for him while pre-emptively redirecting his conclusion, as she got onto the bed behind him. "Now shut him up, slut."
"Just relax, honey," Angela said, as she too got onto the bed.
"We really shouldn't be doing this," Ivan said as he felt his ex's hands gripping his hips, making his cock flinch.
"Tell that to your eager little wee-wee," Jen smirked, seeing it was still hard even after shooting a load all over the kitchen floor.
"But... but... I just..." he began, as Jen slid her cock into his already gaped asshole, and Angela shut him up with a cock plugging his mouth that had been in his ass only a few minutes ago. Humiliation shot through him at the ultimate shame of what was happening to him... and that even though Jen's cock was spreading his ass wider than Angela's previous one and thus creating a fresh burning sensation, he also felt pulses of pleasure back there.
"That's much better, the less a sissy says, the better," Jen said, as she kept sliding her cock into his ass, and then began a mundane conversation with Angela. "So that was quite the interview."
"Yeah, it was wild," Angela said, this current act adding to the wildness of a day that had still only just begun.
"Sarah seemed to really like you," Jen said, now all the way inside her ex's asshole.
"Yeah, she said she'll be calling me later," Angela said.
"Really? Why?" Jen asked, as she began to slowly fuck her ex.
Angela was also slowly fucking his mouth as she answered, "I'm not sure, but she did say she liked the idea of a BBW porn movie, where bigger girls turned skinny girls into their submissive sluts. She even indicated that if I was taking part, she'd be glad to be my skinny slut."
"No way," Jen said. "That's really hot!"
"Yeah, she thinks a major niche market is being ignored," Angela said.
"Well that's certainly true," Jen agreed. "There are lots of men like our fuck toy here who prefer big women, and lots of bitches, once they discover the thrill of submitting to a big woman, will be lining up in droves to become our bimbo cunt-licking slaves."
"Exactly," Angela agreed, loving the idea of inspiring other women and being a trendsetter.
"Make sure we have some say in the script," Jen said. "A million ideas are already percolating in my head."
"Of course they are," Angela smiled, thinking of a couple of her Mistress's skinny pets she'd met so far.
"It may need to become a series," Jen added. "One episode could be, 'The BBW Gals Take On the Fashion Industry!'"
"That would be a good one," Angela agreed.
"Are you going to star in the first one?" Jen asked.
"I don't know," Angel said. "I haven't thought about it enough, yet."
Ivan was listening avidly while both of his holes were being slowly fucked. His cock was throbbing, yet his head was spinning. Were they really talking about taking part in a porn movie? The idea was hot, but no way did he want his wife-to-be seen by the world at large in pornographic films, whether she was starring in them or not.
"Now that you're a celebrity, you may have to think of a career change anyway," Jen said.
"I hadn't thought about that," Angela said. There would be unavoidable consequences stemming from her viral video and today's radio interview. She'd now be seen very differently by many people, and although there were many of them who appeared to see her as a hero and as a credible spokesperson for the BBW community, there'd be others seeing her in a far less flattering light.
"And since you outed me this morning," Jen said. "I may have to reconsider my own future as well."
"Outed you? I didn't mention your name even once," Angela pointed out.
"Perhaps not, but how difficult will it be for some busybody to research the identity of fuck toy's former wife?" Jen asked.
"Oh my God, I'm so sorry," Angela said.
"No worries," she shrugged. "Actually, I don't even care. I'll find some kind of way to monetize all of this notoriety."
"How?" Angela asked.
"Not sure," she said. "But whenever one door closes, another opens."
"I guess," Angela said.
"And in the past twenty-four hours... actually, less than that... you've opened one monumental fucking door," Jen smiled, as she began to fuck Ivan's ass faster.
"You've opened all of the doors for me," Angela returned the compliment, considering herself so lucky to have found a way of having such an open and sexually charged relationship with a woman that according to some she was supposed to despise, since she was Ivan's ex.
"And now we need to open up our slut," Jen said, as she began slamming into Ivan.
"Oh God," Ivan groaned, when all the fucking shifted from slow and conversational, to rough and deep.
"Keep sucking, slut," Angela ordered as she fucked his face.
"This is fun," Jen said.
"Yeah," Angela laughed.
"I mean chatting together while sluts eat our cunts is fun too," Jen said. "But this is even better!"
"I like chatting while skinny bitches eat our cunts too," Angela said.
"We can keep doing that," Jen said. "Actually, following this morning's radio interview, we'll likely find lots of new eager and curious sluts to play with."
"I could always handle another eager pet slut," Angela said.
"Or an entire stable of them," Jen expounded, as they leaned in and kissed, while both of their cocks remained lodged deep inside Ivan.
Ivan had to really focus on breathing through his nose, since Angela's cock was resting deep inside his throat.
They kissed for a full minute before Jen said, "Now let's really double team this bitch."
"Yeah," Angela said.
"On three pull out, and let's fuck him in unison," she said.
"Okay," Angela agreed.
Ivan prepared for the hard fucking... which by this time he undeniably wanted.
"One, two, three," Jen counted, and then they both slid deep into their fuck toy.
And pulled out.
In.
Out.
In.
Out.
Ivan moaned like a bitch in heat, cock-throbbing pleasure coursing through his very core. He hated how much he loved being fucked. Being used. It was like a sexual rebirth, where once again the baby emerges from the womb crying like mad.
"Oh yeah slut, take my cock," Jen ordered.
"Yeah baby, you look so hot with two dicks inside you," Angela added.
"Could you imagine if he had two real cocks pounding his holes?" Jen asked, really reaming Ivan's asshole. "Maybe while we danced around spouting silly slogans and waving pom poms?"
"Oh, that would be so hot," Angela said, as her man's eyes went wide.
Jen paused deep inside Ivan's asshole, knowing he was close, and thus it was the perfect time to ask, "Do you want to get fucked by some big real men with their big real cocks?"
Angela pulled out and ordered, "Tell her, baby."
"No, only by you two," Ivan said.
"You'll get fucked by anyone we tell you to," Jen corrected him, punctuating her statement with three deep, hard thrusts.
"Noooooooo," Ivan moaned.
"Just tell us you agree, and we'll fuck you like the nasty fuck slut you are," Jen offered, this time with five deep hard thrusts.
"Oh God!" Ivan said, so close to coming, and so badly needing to be fucked hard.
"Come on, honey," Angela soothed, playing good cop to Jen's bad cop. "All three of us know you'll end up doing exactly what we tell you to."
"Because you're our sissy," Jen said, with three hard thrusts.
"Yes, I'm your sissy," Ivan moaned in agreement.



"And our fuck toy," Jen added, five thrusts.
"Yes, I'm your fuck toy," Ivan declared.
"And you'll be our obedient submissive, always doing whatever the fuck we tell you to," Jen added with seven hard thrusts.
"Please, Jen," Ivan pleaded.
"Say it, tell us you'll suck men's dicks for us," Jen continued her interrogation, three deep thrusts.
"Jen," Ivan moaned weakly, trying desperately to avoid making such a dangerous declaration.
"Say it, honey, say you'll suck some dicks for me," Angela whispered gently.
"Fuck," Ivan moaned, three hard thrusts in his ass.
"Do it for me, baby," Angela encouraged. "I know you want me to be happy!"
"Say it," Jen demanded.
Yes dammit, I'll suck some dicks for you," Ivan agreed out of sheer lust and desperation, "now please fuck my ass."
"You mean your pussy?" Jen corrected him/her.
"Yes, yes, please fuck my pussy, and make me into the slut that I am," Ivan agreed mindlessly.
"There you go," Jen said, happy she'd broken him. She kept her word, and resumed fucking Ivan's pussy rough... hard... deep.
"Oh, fuuuuck yes," Ivan moaned, his cock throbbing.
"Come faggot, come sissy, come slut," Jen ordered with each deep thrust.
"Oooooooooh," Ivan moaned in a decidedly unmasculine way, as he spewed his second load of the morning, without ever having his dick touched... except when Jen had used it as a handle to lead him to the bedroom.
"Only a real sissy cock sucking, ass taking faggot comes without having her weewee touched," Jen said, as she continued drilling his ass throughout his orgasm.
Angela, horny since she hadn't come yet during her wild morning, shucked off her strap-on, presented her pussy to her man, and ordered, "Get eating."
Ivan began licking his woman's pussy. even while he continued trembling from the intensity of his orgasm.
"He's already pretty well trained," Jen observed, as she slowed down.
"Mainly because of twenty years of marriage to you, Angela smiled.
"If only I knew then what I know now," Jen said, pulling out of his ass.
"Then you and I wouldn't ever have met," Angela said, as she clutched Ivan's head.
"True," Jen said. "I have to get going, but I expect both of you at my place for dinner tonight, is that clear?"
"For sure," Angela said.
"You too, faggot," Jen said. "Today's training is far from over."
"Okay," Ivan agreed mindlessly, as he licked and continued enjoying an orgasm that didn't seem willing ever to end... this prostate orgasm lasting substantially longer than any other he'd ever had.
"Good boy," Jen said, slapping his ass. She then walked over and kissed Angela. "Tonight we're going to have lots more fun."
"I can't wait," Angela said, just as her phone rang.
"I'll get that for you," Jen offered.
"Great," Angela said.
Jen picked up the phone, and instead of giving it to Angela, answered it. "Hello."
"Angela?"
"No, this is her best friend, Jen."
"HI Jen, this is Sarah from the Jack Watson Show; is Angela available?" Sarah asked, now in her office with one of her interns under her desk and between her legs.
"Sure," Jen said, considering introducing herself as Angela's Mistress and chatting with her for a while, but having an appointment to get to.
Jen handed her the phone and Angela greeted, "Hello."
"Hi, Angela," Sarah greeted. "It really was amazing chatting with you."
"You toooo," Angela said, and let out a little moan as Ivan sucked on her clit.
"Are you okay?" Sarah asked.
"I'm just having my bottom bitch eat my pussy after my Mistress and I spit-roasted him a few minutes ago," Angela answered bluntly.
"No way," Sarah said, finding it a little hard to believe this was all true. "Was the woman who answered the phone your Mistress and also bottombitchboy's ex-wife?"
"It was," Angela said.
"This almost seems too hard to believe," Sarah said.
"I know," Angela said. "I can scarcely believe it myself."
Jen took the phone back. "Hi, Sarah, it's Mistress Jen."
"Hi, Mistress Jen," Sarah greeted, feeling compelled to address her using the honorific .
"Are you a cunt eater?" Jen asked bluntly.
"I've dined on a dish or two," Sarah said.
"Ever service a BBW?" Jen asked.
"Can't say I have," Sarah admitted. "The industry I was in tended to expect all their actresses to have a certain body type."
"I know," Jen said. "But Angela tells me you're thinking about making a BBW porn movie."
"I am," Sarah said. "That's why I called, actually. I've already called a studio I used to work with, and they're all in."
"Really?" Jen said, looking at Angela.
"Really what?" Angela asked.
"I'm going to put you on speakerphone," Jen said, "so Angela can hear you while she gets her twat licked."
"Sure," Sarah said, as she too got her twat licked.
"So tell us about the movie," Jen said.
"It's already been greenlit," Sarah said. "All they need is a sample script."
"Would you like us to write it?" Angela asked.
"Actually, I'd like you to fly down to Los Angeles, and we would write it together," Sarah explained.
"The three of us," Jen specified.
"Sure, I'm sure I could get the studio to pay for an additional flight," Sarah said.
"When?" Jen asked.
"I checked," Sarah said, as the intern slowly licked her pussy, "there are flights leaving tomorrow morning, and then we could meet for dinner tomorrow night and get to know each other."
"We can make that work," Jen agreed.
"But I have a wedding to plan," Angela pointed out.
"Right. So we could only be there for a couple of days," Jen said.
"That should be long enough for us to hemmer out a script," Sarah said.
"And to do some other hammering," Jen added, realizing she'd be late to her appointment, but this was too good an opportunity to miss.
"I have a hunch we'll have time to play," Sarah said.
"I already know what you'll be having for dessert," Jen said bluntly.
"Sounds delish! I look forward to dining with you," Sarah said, turned on by the brazen bluntness of this woman behind the woman.
"I've got to go," Jen said, "but I look forward to meeting you tomorrow. "
"And I look forward to eating you tomorrow," Sarah replied, a little brazenly blunt herself.
"I'm giving the phone to my slut," Jen said.
"Bye, Mistress Jen," Sarah said.
"Bye, my future pet," Jen responded courteously, or at least her version of courteous, handing Angela the phone.
This entire time Ivan had been licking obediently, his head spinning with the memory of yesterday's submission, and today's radio show and subsequent humiliating sodomy from his ex-wife. And now his wife-to-be was about to fly to Los Angeles to help write a porn movie. This all just seemed too much... too soon... too unbelievable... too wild... and too life altering. Plus too good to be true!
"Hi Sarah," Angela said, clicking off the speakerphone and putting the phone to her ear.
"Your Mistress is quite the woman," Sarah said.
"You have no idea," Angela said.
"Are you really being eaten out right now?"
"Yeah, my sissy is eating my pussy while he recovers from his second prostate orgasm this morning. I fucked him over the kitchen table after hanging up from speaking with you," Angela said.
"That's crazy," Sarah said. "I'm getting my pussy licked right now too."
"By Jack?"
"No, by one of my interns," Sarah said. "I have a few pussy lickers here who service me whenever I need to get off."
"I bet you do," Angela said, knowing she'd be online to download some of Sarah's old movies later today.
"Want to come together?" Sarah asked.
"I'm pretty close," Angela warned.
"I am too," Sarah said. "This morning was a huge turn on, but Mistress Jen's wicked talk, and her expectations for when we meet, have me pretty damn hot and bothered."
"And she meant every word she said," Angela emphasized.
"I believe you," Sarah said, having always been somewhat of a submissive, sexually.
"Do you really want me to fly out there tomorrow?"
"I do," Sarah said. "I'm dying to meet you."
"I'm dying to meet you too," Angela said, as she closed her eyes. "I'm about to come while I picture myself eating your pussy."
"And I'm about to come picturing myself eating your pussy while Mistress Jen fucks me," Sarah moaned, as she grabbed the back of her intern's head... she literally couldn't remember her name... Beth, maybe.
The intern, whose name was actually Gabby, licked faster, having quickly learned the importance of obedience if she wanted good references.
"Oh yes, I'll eat your pussy until you come all over my face," Angela moaned, shoving Ivan's head as deep into her wetness as she could.
"And I'll finger bang your cunt until you coat my face with your cunt juice," Sarah moaned, as they both began grinding their pussies against the faces between their legs.
"Oh fuck, come for me, Angela," Sarah moaned.
"I'm so close," Angela said.
"Come for me baby, I'm won't last much longer," Sarah begged, knowing she could come anytime she let go, since she was so fucking horny.
"Now slut, come right fucking now," Angela demanded.
"Oh fuuuuuck," Sarah screamed, biting her lips to muffle it somewhat, as her orgasm hit her hard.
"Yesssssss," Angela screamed too, hers totally unrestrained, her orgasm kicking in the moment she heard Sarah reach hers.
"Fuck," Sarah said, as she collapsed into her chair and released her intern's head.
"God," Angela said, as she crashed onto her back and allowed the ongoing orgasm to take its course.
They were both silent, as they allowed their respective cunt lickers to lap up their respective cum. Finally Sarah said, "That was amazing."
"Fucking wild," Angela agreed.
"So, I need to go and book your flights," Sarah said. "Can I text you the information, once it's booked?"
"Sure," Angela said, still in awe she was going to Los Angeles tomorrow to collaborate on writing a porn movie.
"I'll also book you a hotel. Single queen?"
"That'll be great."
"I'll see you both tomorrow then," Sarah said, as she rolled back her chair, thus granting Gabby access to the rest of the radio station.
"I can't wait," Angela said, as her man finally sat up from between her legs.
"Me neither," Sarah said. "Have a great day."
"I already have," Angela said, looking at the clock and seeing it wasn't even eleven yet.
"Bye."
"Bye."
Angela asked, as she put her phone down, "Did you hear all that?"
"Yeah," he said.
"Are you okay with my going to Los Angeles for a couple of days?"
"What about our wedding?"
"I'll work my ass off today to get as much done as I can, and I may get you to do a few things while I'm gone."
"So you still want to marry me?" Ivan asked pitifully, his masculinity rather fragile after yesterday's tumultuous events, and now today's.
"Honey," Angela said, pulling him up and kissing him. "I love you. Absolutely nothing has changed about my feelings for you."
"Good," he said.
"But do you still want to marry me after everything I've put you through in the last two days?" Angela asked, confident he'd do anything for her, he'd proven that indisputably recently, but she still felt the need to give him an out. He was certainly willing enough she knew, but she didn't wish him to feel at all trapped.
"Yes, very much so. I love you, Angela," he said, feeling so lucky to have a woman as amazing as Angela willing to marry an average Joe like him.
"And I love you too, Ivan," Angela said. "I want to live the rest of my life with you, exploring my sexuality and helping you to explore yours."
"I didn't know mine needed to be explored," he said.
"But now you know it does?" she asked.
"I'm not sure," Ivan said, not having had any time to process his accelerated sexual awakening.
"I do," she said. "Every man and every woman should have the chance to explore all sides of their sexuality."
"All sides?"
"Masculine and feminine," she said. "Dominant and submissive."
"I don't know if I even have a dominant side; I just want to make you happy," he said, unsure of how he felt about his own suddenly confusing sexuality, but completely comfortable with his bride-to-be exploring hers.
"And you do make me happy Ivan, you really do," Angela said. "But sexually I need more than just you, or any man actually, can give me."
"I understand that," he said, and he did. She was a free spirit, or had recently become one, just like Jen, and if he didn't allow Angela to explore her sexuality he'd lose her, just like he'd lost Jen. And at his age, he knew finding yet another woman to spend the rest of his life with would be next to impossible. His meeting Angela after Jen gave him the boot was a miracle in itself... he wasn't sure there was a third miracle left.
"So do you want to do something crazy?"
"I'm afraid even to guess what the word crazy means to you now," he smiled.
"Let's take a nap together," she said, "and just sleep."
"That is crazy," he said, as she cuddled into him.
"I love you, Angela," Ivan said, as she nestled into him
"I love you too, Ivan," she said, as she placed her hand on his heart. "With all my heart."
Ivan placed his hand on hers, and they both closed their eyes.
Angela smiled as she mused upon how she loved being Jen's submissive; she revelled in the thrill of the sexual bluntness she'd disseminated far and wide on the radio this morning, and how much she'd loved wearing a strap-on and fucking her man... but no matter what happened in the future... no matter how wild it got... she also wanted this man who loved her to be with her at least in spirit, even if he couldn't always fly to Los Angeles with her. But most of all, she wanted to share interludes with him like this one... with simple romantic intimacy.
For his part, Ivan knew everything had changed recently... and yet as he lay there with the love of his life snuggled against him, he also knew nothing had changed. He still loved Angela with all his heart. He would still do anything at all to make her happy. He also knew the phrase 'anything at all' was scary, and he knew that Jen's emergence into their lives could only bring kink and humiliation... at least to him, if not Angela too occasionally... yet he knew that no matter how much he protested against being humiliated... sometimes just for show... he'd always end up doing that 'anything at all' for her, just like he'd do it for Angela. Anything at all. He had no idea what that would include, but being thrown into the deep end with no preconceptions was at least half the fun, wasn't it?
Angela's phone rang again. It had remained strangely silent after so many people nationwide had listened to her saying what so many of them might consider scandalous ranting. In addition to the callers she'd spoken to on the air, who'd been so supportive of her points of view, surely there were lots more who couldn't wait to hurl abuse at her. But then again, how many of them would have access to her personal number, so this paucity of calling so far, made sense.
But when she checked the Caller ID, she saw it was her Mom, and her heart sank. She and her Mom had always been close, but they'd never discussed their sex lives with each other. In fact, for the minimum amount of sex necessary for her Mom to get pregnant with Angela and her elder brother Howard (by two years), she wasn't even certain her parents had ever even had a sex life. So, it was likely this call wouldn't be at all pleasant! But not answering, and thus putting off the inevitable talk with her mother about her new lifestyle would only make matters worse, so she'd better bite the bullet and face it now. She picked up and answered nervously.
"Hi Mom, I'm guessing you know about yesterday, and you heard me on the radio. So, go ahead and let me have it: what do you think?"
"Well daughter, I have to tell you it was at least... interesting."
THE END... FOR NOW... MAYBE.
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If the Shoe Fits: A Voyeur Story
Summary: Shoe obsession leads to submissive sexual exploration.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Kevin, who requested this fantasy.
Note 2: This is part 2. In part 1, If the Shoe Fits: A Shoe Fetish Story, A college freshman named Kevin, home for the summer, is looking after his next door neighbours' cat while they're away. Roxy and Mike are a very hot and fit couple in their thirties who also run the gym he goes to. They return home slightly earlier than Kevin expected, and find him fucking one of Roxy's high heels. Which leads Kevin to becoming their extremely willing submissive sex servant, where he orally services Roxy's feet, shoes and pussy, joins her in sucking Mike's cock, and soon gives up his anal virginity to Mike. A real shocker is when the couple mentions in passing how Kevin's parents are also their submissives, one detail of which is how much Kevin's Dad loves giving up his ass to Mike. Kevin returns home that night with lots to think about.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
If the Shoe Fits: A Voyeur Story
The next morning, a Sunday, was surreal.
First, the memories from last night came flooding back and made my dick harden in a heartbeat; Mike had ass fucked me... hard... and I'd loved it.
Second, I'd discovered my Mom eats pussy, Roxy's pussy to be exact, like I already had, and also gets fucked by Mike, just like I was last night.
Third, if that wasn't enough to blow my mind, my father sucks cock and takes it in the ass too.
Surreal!
Wild!
Unbelievable!
Yet it must be true. Why would Mike or Roxy lie?
I was dying to discover how that could possibly have come about, but alas, neither of our next door neighbours would tell me any further details, only saying it was a story my parents could tell me if they wanted to. Which placed me in an awkward position. It wasn't like I could just blurt out, "Hey Mom, Hey Dad, can you tell me how you became sluts for our hot neighbours like I have?"
So as I sat at the kitchen table, my Dad reading the newspaper (yes, we still had the paper delivered to our house every day as if it were still the 1980s) while drinking his coffee, and my Mom making me breakfast (yes, we had a resemblance to a 1950's family too)... I couldn't fathom a scenario where what I'd learned last night could possibly be true.
How did it start?
Were my parents swingers with anyone else?
How long had it been going on?
So many questions, so few answers.
I asked, trying to be a detective, "Do you guys spend much time with the Jacksons?"
"Pardon? Why?" Mom asked, as Dad looked up from his newspaper.
"I don't know," I said, digging for info while also keeping my own secret, "it's just since I've been cat sitting for them, I think they're really nice."
"We do hang out sometimes," Dad said, in a way that didn't at all hint at what 'hang out' really meant.
"Cool," I said. "They seem like really fun people."
"Yeah, we have a blast when we're with them," Mom said, glancing at her husband in a way that I instantly knew this was innuendo I wasn't expected to catch on to, but made my Dad smile ever so slyly.
"What do you four do together?" I asked, as I took a bite of toast to hide any embarrassment or amusement I might show on my face.
"Just hang out," Mom said.
"Cool," I said. "Maybe I can hang out too the next time."
"We'll see," Dad said, as I tried to imagine him with a dick in his mouth or up his ass... which still seemed impossible... but fucking hot!
It was hours later, early afternoon, I was watching television, binge watching the old Magnum PI after watching the new Magnum PI, when I got a text from Roxy: Get over here now!
I didn't need to be told twice. I turned off the television and headed out.
Mom asked, "Where are you going, honey?"
"Just for a walk," I said, unsure what else to say.
"Okay," Mom said, as I headed next door in hopes of having sex with Roxy.
I walked over, glancing behind me to make sure my Mom or Dad weren't looking out the window at me for some reason... which of course they weren't.
I knocked on the door and Mike called out, "Come in."
I walked in, got out of my shoes and went over to him. He was lounging on the couch, naked, watching television, his big cock semi-erect.
"Get naked, sexy," a feminine voice said from the television.
I looked behind me at the sixty-inch television and gasped as I saw Roxy, wearing sexy red lingerie, sitting on a brunette's face. Whatever she was looking at must have been some sort of two-way setup, since as soon as I turned to face the television, she smiled and waved at me.
"H-h-hi, Roxy," I stuttered, waving back.
"I'm at a friend's for the night, and figured you could keep my man entertained for me," she said, as she combed her fingers through the brunette's hair.
"S-s-sure," I agreed, instantly in awe of the beautiful Roxy in such sheer red stockings, picturing her sitting on my face.
"Well like I said, get naked silly," she said.
"Yeah, sorry," I apologized, a little stunned, as I pulled my t-shirt over my head while watching Roxy climb off of the brunette's face.
"No worries, honey," she said, as she stood up and assisted the brunette to her feet.
As I pulled my pants down, I watched as the very pretty, and much younger than Roxy, she looked my age or younger, girl sat down beside her.
"Kevy, this is Amy; Amy this is Kevy," Roxy introduced as I admired the younger girl's small but perky tits, amazing eyes, sexy smile and the slight gleam on her face.
"H-h-hi," I stammered, now in awe of two beautiful women... Amy fully naked except for white pantyhose.
"I think he likes you," Roxy said, as I stood before them in my boxers, which didn't conceal my admiration for them at all... thankfully I'd gotten rid of my tighty whities a little while ago... they really don't flatter anyone.
"He's cute," Amy said, making my cheeks flush red in a heartbeat.
"And he has a nice cock too," Roxy said.
"Mmmmmm," Amy purred, looking at me the way I was looking at her... with intrigue, curiosity, and I think lust.
"Show her, Kevy; show us both that big cock of yours," Roxy said, as her hand went onto Amy's leg.
"O-o-okay," I stammered, this encounter more awkward and exotic than everything else I'd done lately... and the recent list was pretty crazy.
"Don't worry," Roxy encouraged, as I moved my hands to my boxers, "it's a very impressive cock."
Amy actually leaned forward a bit as I nervously pulled my boxers down. "Oh my," the cute brunette said, as she admired my very hard eight-inch cock.
"Told you," Roxy said.
"He's cute, smart, and he has a big dick," Amy said. "You did well, Aunt Roxy."
"Aunt?" I gasped.
"She's not really my niece," Roxy clarified. "She's my best friend's older sister's daughter."
"Oh," I said, that seeming like a Six Degrees of Kevin Bacon game kind of thing.
"And I told her I knew a hot guy she should meet," Roxy said.
"Oh," I repeated, this being the most surreal blind date ever, since I'd never heard of one where both parties began naked, and were on each other's televisions... was Roxy playing sexual Cupid?
"She's even starting college this fall at the same one you attend," Roxy continued.
"That's great," I said, my cock flinching (without even asking my permission), as I spoke with obvious excitement.
"It could be," Roxy said. She smiled as she instructed, "Now fetch the stockings from the table."
"Really?" I asked, noticing at the pink stockings on the table, as well as a red wig. This apparel could end any possibility of a relationship with Amy before it had even started.
"Yes, Amy is like you," Roxy said. "Bisexual."
I hadn't put any thought into the word... that term... one that before these last few wild days wouldn't ever be used to describe me... but now... now... it most certainly did.
I loved women. Pussy. Tits. Legs. Lingerie.
I loved sucking on their tits, caressing their nylon-clad legs, eating their pussies, and of course, fucking them.
I'd recently also discovered my love for cock. And for cum.
I now loved sucking Mike's ten-inch cock, and as of last night, getting fucked by him.
I also, of course, loved the feeling of wearing nylons... it made me feel sexy and feminine... it made me feel like the fuckee instead of the fucker.
Yet what were the odds of Amy respecting... or even understanding... my newfound bisexuality, my cross dressing, or especially my shoe fucking fetish. It seemed unlikely... and yet....
"Oh," I finally said, as I reached down and picked up the pink thigh high stockings.
Possibly sensing my concern, "I love a man who can embrace his feminine side, Kevy," Amy said, presenting me with a very pleasant surprise.
"I'm just discovering mine," I said, her simple sentence and her using Roxy's endearing name for me instantly making me more comfortable about the potential awkwardness of the situation.
I sat down on a chair opposite Mike, who'd remained completely silent ever since inviting me in, and began to put the first stocking on.
Roxy said, "I know this might seem crazy, and hardly the normal way a potential couple would ever meet, and my idea was completely spontaneous, but this could work."
"Maybe it can," Amy agreed, as she obviously enjoyed watched me putting on the stocking.
"You see, Kevy, I came over to look through some photos for a big 30th birthday party for my friend Jane, who you'll meet at the sex toy party, but Amy's mother Tara is working late at the hospital, so Amy and I decided to kill some time."
"That's quite a sweet way to kill time," I laughed.
"Roxy has been helping me to explore my sexuality ever since my birthday," Amy said.
"Yes, I knew exactly what you needed for your birthday," Roxy said, as a strap-on suddenly was in her hand and within my view.
"Best present ever," Amy said.
"And now you really know how to fuck," Roxy said.
"And to eat pussy," Amy added.
"And to suck cock," Mike chipped in, doing something on his phone... his dick still just sitting there, likely waiting for some attention from me.
"Just like your Mom," Roxy said to Amy.
"Yes Kevy, she knows I'm Roxy's submissive pet," Amy said. "And she approves. But I don't think she'd like you playing matchmaker, Auntie."
"No? Why not?" Roxy asked, as I finished the first stocking.
"I don't know for sure," Amy said. "But I think she might still be hoping I'm a complete lesbian."
"But you love cock too much to be a lesbian," Roxy pointed out, as I slid the second stocking up my leg.
"I sure do," Amy said in a sexy voice. "Especially a nice big one."
"Hey, I have one of those," I joked, trying to go along with this crazy situation.
"Yes, you do," Amy and Roxy said simultaneously, both in a sexy as fuck tone.
"Thanks," I said.
"I have a big cock too," Mike pointed out, just as I finished with the second stocking.
"We haven't forgotten about you, Mike," Roxy smiled.
"You'd better not," Mike said, as he stroked his big cock, that had been in both of my holes just yesterday, and was now completely hard.
"Never," Roxy said.
"Yes, Uncle Mike, you have quite the fuck stick there," Amy said, which instantly made me assume everyone in this conversation had been fucked by Mike's fuck stick.
"Don't you forget it, baby girl," he smiled, as I stood up, now decked out in pink stockings.
"Ooooooh, you're so cute," Amy purred, turning her attention back to me. I noticed Roxy wasn't sitting beside her anymore.
"You're okay with this?" I asked, feeling feminine and sexy... and not masculine at all... which I assumed would be a detriment for whatever this thing between Amy and me might or might not be.
"Yeah," she said. "I want a man who's comfortable with his sexuality, able to invest himself in his carnal lust, and...."
"And what?" I asked, dying to hear what the third thing was.
"And who has a nice big cock," she smiled.
"As do I," Roxy said, now back in the picture and wearing the birthday black strap-on.
"Oooooh, nice," Amy smiled.
"Kevy, I want you to put the wig on for me," Roxy said.
"Yes, Kevy, let's get you looking all sexy and girly for us," Amy added, as she stroked the fake cock in front of her face.
"Okay," I said, as I fetched the wig.
Once I had it on, and could feel the hair on my back, I felt a rush of feminine excitement. I wondered what I looked like.
"So sexy," Amy said.
"Yes, she does look sexy," Roxy agreed, using a feminine pronoun for me.
"I feel sexy," I said, as I posed girlishly with my hands on my hips.
"Nice, very nice," Roxy said. "Now are you ready to be me for the night?"
"Y-y-yeah, I-I guess," I stammered.
"Good, so you and Amy will be doing the same things at the same time," Roxy said, as Mike stood up.
"Knees," Roxy ordered, and I watched as Amy obeyed and slid onto the floor in front of the huge black strap-on cock.
"You too," Mike said, as I stared at the big television screen.
I mindlessly obeyed, trying to focus on two things are once. The very pretty Amy in her knees slowly stroking the fake black cock, and Mike's big hard ten-inch cock right in front of me.
"Take our cocks in your mouths, my sexy sluts," Roxy ordered.
I watched Amy glance to me, smile playfully, and then take the black cock in her mouth.
I turned to Mike and took his big cock in my mouth.
"That's it, suck those cocks," Roxy purred, as I slowly bobbed, and assumed Amy was doing so as well.
I slowly sucked Mike's cock, enjoying the thrill of having it in my mouth while Roxy watched. Although I hadn't originally seen myself as a guy who'd suck cock or get ass fucked, now that I'd done both with Roxy's encouragement, I'd awakened another side of my sexuality I hadn't even known existed.
Licking pussy is amazing.
Fucking a woman is amazing.
Fucking a high heel is amazing.
Sucking cock is amazing.
Getting ass fucked is amazing.
I'd become more a man by becoming less of one... which I know is a strange contradiction of terms.
"Tonight Kevy, you're being me, and you're there to pleasure my man just like I would," Roxy said.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned on his cock in response, as I slowly sucked the nice hard cock.
"Let's fuck," Mike said, after a couple of minutes of me slowly sucking him, wishing I could see what was happening on the screen.
"Let's," Roxy agreed, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth, and I quickly turned to watch the strap-on leaving Amy's lips.
"Auntie, may I please watch Kevy get fucked while you fuck me?" Amy asked.
"Of course, honey," Roxy said, and they rearranged themselves, including moving to a different location.
As they did that, I got on all fours facing the television so I too could watch.
Mike asked, as the women reorganized themselves, "What do you think of Amy?"
"She's really hot," I answered.
"Yeah, she is," Mike agreed. "And she's really sweet too."
"The perfect girl," I said.
"And a slut who will do pretty much anything," Mike said as he lubed up his cock.
"The icing on the cake," I said, fascinated by this girl I'd only kind of met so far.
"You already look ready," Roxy said, as she came over to Amy, who was on all fours and looking at me.
"Hey Kevy," Amy said, rather casually... as if we were just meeting somewhere and not about to be fucked by a married couple.
"Hey Amy," I replied, as I felt Mike moving his cock to my ass even as I was mesmerized by this cute girl... with the perfect sweet girl next door vibe.
"So, weird first date, huh?" Amy asked.
"This is a date?" I asked.
"A blind date," Roxy said, as she ripped Amy's pantyhose.
"We certainly won't be able to tell our kids how we met," I joked.
"We could," Amy said, "we'd just have to leave out some details."
"Like how hot you look naked," I suggested.
"Or how much I like the looks of your big, hard cock," she tossed back.
"I guess," I laughed, finding the most authentic if surreal connection with a girl on a screen in the most surreal of situations. I mean what were the odds I could meet a girl this way... or that she'd be okay with my very kinky fetishes, although I didn't know if she knew about my shoe fucking one yet.
"You two could go on a real date tomorrow, or some other day soon," Roxy suggested.
"But now it's time to fuck," Mike added.
"I'm free tomorrow evening," Amy said rather quickly, seeming to want to get to know me better, just as much as I wanted to get to know her better.
"For sure," I replied, excited about the opportunity for a real date with her.
"Aaaaaah, I knew you two would hit it off," Roxy said.
"Enough romantic shit," Mike said.
"Ignore him, he forgets how romantic he used to be," Roxy said.
"Fuck me, Roxy, I'm so horny," Amy said, breaking our brief romantic interlude, as she also broke eye contact to look back at the redheaded beauty.
"Yes, fuck me, Mike," I added, wanting Amy to see me getting fucked as I watched her getting fucked... somehow trusting she wouldn't find me less manly for taking a dick in my ass... which was promising, since I was already in thigh high pink stockings and a wig at the moment.
"On three," Roxy said.
"Count fast," Mike said, his cock positioned at my no longer virgin hole.
"Just shove it in," Amy begged, assumedly Roxy's dick poking at her pussy,
"One, two, three," Roxy counted quickly and with a bit of a chuckle, as Mike's cock slid into my ass and like last time, the pleasure-pain principle went to work as I moaned, while a burning sensation coursed through my body and my rock-hard cock throbbed.
"Oh yes," Amy moaned as her pussy was filled. "Fuck us, fuck your sluts."
I looked up and saw Roxy fucking Amy while Amy was looking right back at me.
"You two are darling together," Roxy said, as we both got fucked. "Don't you think, Mike?"
"It's the weirdest matchmaking I've ever seen," Mike said, as he slowly fucked me, thankfully giving me time to get used to his big cock in my ass.
"Mmmmmm, are you going to take me on a real date, Kevy?" Amy asked, looking at me with the sexual glazed look of a woman in the throes of pleasure.
"I'll do anything for you," I moaned, as I was taking all of Mike's dick, and after a couple dozen slow strokes, the pain was beginning to fade.
"Ask her out, Kevy," Roxy said, as she began fucking Amy faster and Mike followed her lead, picking up speed and power as he now slammed into me for our mutual pleasure.
"Fuuuuuck," I moaned much more like a woman than a man, as he reached new depths, now creating a new pain, a new pleasure.
"Fuck him, Mikey, fuck him good," Amy said, seeming to really enjoy watching me get fucked.
"Oh Amy," I moaned, trying to get up the nerve to say the words, and also the mental acuity, since Mike was really giving it to me by now.
"Yes, Kevy," she moaned too, as Roxy was equally really giving it to her.
"Will you," I began, the pleasure consuming me, my cock throbbing from the really deep, hard pounding, "will you... go out... on a... oh fuck...."
"Well, that's pretty forward of you for a first date," Amy teased, as I could feel my orgasm rising intensely and rapidly inside of me.
"No, no, I meant..." I struggled to correct myself as Mike really railed my ass, giving me such intense pleasure.
"But sure, I'll be glad to fuck you," Amy agreed, although I wasn't sure if she meant have sex where my dick was inside her, or she meant fuck me with a strap-on.
It didn't matter what her intentions were, her wicked words, mixed with Mike's rough pounding, and then his sudden without warning massive cum deposit in my ass, had me spewing my load all over the floor, as I bellowed, "Oh fuuuuuck!"



"That's so hot," Amy moaned, her eyes bright as she watched me cum.
"Such a tight asshole," Mike grunted, as he kept pumping his load into me.
"Kevy, you're such a sexy slut," Amy purred, really enjoying seeing me getting fucked and cumming.
"As are you," Roxy said, really pounding Amy.
"Please don't stop, Auntie," Amy moaned, clearly close to an orgasm herself, as I remained on all fours, watching Amy with all my focus, as Mike pulled out of my ass and I felt cum oozing out.
"Come for me, slut," Roxy demanded, really giving it to Amy.
"Oh fuck, yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuuck," Amy babbled, closing her eyes as her orgasm rose, and then erupted through her. In porn, watching a woman come was incredibly hot... but watching it live, even on a television screen, was even more delicious. Amy looked so beautiful in her vulnerability as she surrendered to the pleasure cascading through her.
I was entranced by what I was watching, not budging from my submissive place on all fours, even though Mike had pulled out.
After another minute, Amy opened her eyes and asked, "Did you enjoy watching me getting fucked, Kevy?"
"I plead the fifth," I said, even though it was obvious I had.
"I really enjoyed watching you get fucked," she said, as Roxy pulled out.
"I'll let you two plan your date for tomorrow," Roxy said, "But then Amy has some pie to eat."
"Actually, she never said yes to the date, just to fucking me," I pointed out.
"Yes, I'll certainly go on a date with you, silly," she smiled.
I looked behind me and saw I was alone too. I took the wig off and asked, "Dinner and a movie?"
"Sounds great," Amy said. "Although perhaps a little anti-climactic after today."
I laughed, "I'm sure we can make sure to include a climactic experience."
After a brief pause, I asked, having learned at college not every family was like mine and ate at five or five-thirty... my Mom's diabetes meaning she had to eat at regular times, "Are you a dinner at five person or a dinner at seven person?"
"Definitely seven," she said.
"Then I can pick you up at six-thirty," I offered.
"Sure," Amy agreed.
"Hurry up, this pussy isn't going to eat itself," Roxy called out, presumably from a bedroom.
"Duty calls," Amy smiled. "I'll get your number from Roxy, and maybe we can chat later tonight."
"I'd love that," I said, finding how I'd gotten a date simultaneous with cross dressing and being ass fucked pretty surreal.
"Bye," she said, blowing me a kiss.
"Bye," I said, as I watched her get up and walk away, getting a nice glimpse of her torn pantyhose-clad ass.
I got up, took the nylons off, got dressed and left.
Two hours later, I got a text from an unknown number: Hi sexy, time to chat?
Pretty confident it was Amy, I replied sure, and asked if we could Facetime. I hated texting.
Two minutes later, we were both on our laptops and I was looking at the very pretty Amy. She was fully dressed now, not particularly sexily, just casually, like I was. We chatted for almost two hours. Not once mentioning what had happened earlier in the day. We chatted about school, family, travel, music, movies, summer plans, fall plans, where we looked forward to seeing each other at college, and other random things. It was the most relaxing and comfortable conversation I'd ever had with a girl.
Then out of the blue she asked, "Will you do something for me?"
"Sure, what?" I agreed without any hesitation, without even knowing what it was... yet after a shared twisted sexual encounter and a two-hour conversation, I already knew I'd do anything for this girl. I'd never been in love, so I had no idea if I loved her... but in some way I did know... I was strongly enough attracted to her, that this was very likely love at first sight.
"May I watch you fuck a shoe?" she asked.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, having heard her question, but was stunned by it.
"Roxy was telling me you fuck her open toed heels," she said. "That sounds so hot."
"Oh," I said, her knowing this somehow more embarrassing than being sodomized while dressed in thigh high stockings and a wig.
"You can watch me fuck my pussy while I watch you do it," she offered, lowering her phone to show me her completely shaved pussy. I'd thought she was demurely dressed, while the vixen had apparently been naked below the waist the entire time!
"I don't have a heel here," I said, as I admired her pretty pink pussy.
"If you go downstairs and just outside your front door, I believe Roxy has left you a gift," she said.
It was after midnight, my parents were definitely both asleep, as I asked, "Really?"
Amy brought the camera back to her face and said, "Yeah, something sexy, I was told."
"You really want to see that?" I asked, thinking it was a very weird perverted thing.
"Yeah, I want to watch you fuck a heel, and I'll go and select a nice cucumber for you to watch me fuck myself with," she offered.
My eyes went wide, my already hard cock flinched in my boxers, and I said, perhaps a little too eagerly, "I'll be right back."
"Me too," she said.
I quietly left my bedroom, tiptoed down the hallway, opened the front door, and saw a black five-inch heel sitting on the doorstep.
I quickly picked it up, closed the door and returned to my bedroom. I stripped and got back onto my bed.
I waited a couple minutes, my cock throbbing, admiring the sexy heel, fuck was it a sexy shoe, when Amy returned and asked, holding up a cucumber, "What do you think?"
It was huge! I joked, "I think I'm going to be a disappointment."
"Oh, I'm sure you'll fuck me good when we have the chance," she smiled, and then asked, "Let me see the shoe."
I lifted it up and showed it to her.
"Mmmmmmm, that's a very sexy shoe," she said.
"I bet it would look great on you," I said smoothly.
"With or without a load of cum in it?" she asked.
"Your choice," I smiled, in awe that my perversion was turning her on.
"So how do you fuck a shoe?" she asked.
"Not easily," I said. "It'd be easier if someone was here to hold it."
"Mmmmmm," she moaned in a very sensual tone. "I'd love to be there to watch you fuck that shoe."
"And I'd love to be there to watch you fuck yourself with that huge cucumber," I said, as I pondered how exactly I was going to fuck this heel.
"You mean this cucumber?" she asked, as she put it to her mouth and slid it inside... taking a good eight inches into her mouth!
"Oh, God," I gasped, as I watched her deep throat the cucumber.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred again, making my cock long for her.
As she pulled it out of her mouth, she asked again, "So how exactly do you fuck a shoe?"
"It's not easy," I repeated, looking around. "The key is to get the shoe lodged someplace where it can't easily move."
"I see," she said, and she pulled her t-shirt off and slid the cucumber between her perky tits and shivered... her nipples instantly hard.
"Although if you keep doing stuff like that, I may shoot my load before I even get to the shoe," I said, kind of joking, but kind of not... it was somehow natural to have such a strange sexual conversation with a girl I'd just met hours ago... online....
"Well, we can't have that," she said, as she took the cucumber away from her tits.
"I have an idea," I said, as I got off the bed and grabbed my overpriced but handily heavy first year textbooks off the shelf and used them for something productive for once. I placed one on each side of the heel, and one behind, and had the open toe angled up slightly.
"Creative," she said.
"I'm a creative guy," I said, then realized how odd that sounded.
"And a cute one," she smiled.
"Thanks," I said, flattered by her compliment. "You're beautiful."
"Now you're lying," she said.
"No, I mean it," I replied, sensing that behind that self-confident sexual submissive was an insecure girl.
"You're sweet," she said.
"I think you're amazing," I said.
"That's only because you saw me get fucked," she said.
"Do you really think that?" I asked.
And for all of her sexual bravado, all her raw passion, all her wicked words, she was still at heart a girl needing to be loved. Like Julia Roberts' character in Notting Hill, or Kate Beckingsale's character in Serendipity... and our meeting and the cascading dominos series of events that had to take place for it to occur was the ultimate example of serendipity.
It was like Fate (in the person of Roxy) had brought us together.
Like Cupid had shot arrows into us both.
I couldn't explain why, I really couldn't, but I'd never felt like this about a girl... ever... and it wasn't just sex... it was something completely different... something that was making my heart beat faster and was shaking me to my core. Again, was this love at first sight? Even if it wasn't, it was pretty damn overwhelming.
"I don't know," she said, looking sheepish and very vulnerable.
There's something so heartbreaking about seeing a sad girl, but also something so beautiful about her open vulnerability. I said, "I know we've only just met, and under very strange circumstances, but I'm not just saying this: I really feel a deep connection with you, and it's not because of the sex. It's something else. Something I can't explain. Something bigger than you or me."
"Serendipity," she said.
"Did you just say serendipity?" I asked.
"Yes," she nodded. "Because I feel the same. I feel as if every moment of our lives was planned to bring us to this moment."
"I was literally thinking the same thing," I said.
"No way," she said.
"I'm serious. I literally was thinking how this connection was just like the connection between John Cusack and Kate Beckingsale in...."
"Serendipity," she said, finishing my sentence.
"Exactly," I agreed, now feeling an even stronger connection with her.
"You've seen that movie?" she asked.
"Many times," I nodded.
"I've never met a guy who's even heard of that movie, never mind liking it," she said.
"I bet you've never met a guy who knows what the word means," I smiled.
"No, I don't think I ever have," she laughed.
"It's my favourite movie," I said.
"Mine too," she nodded, looking at me with a sense of perplexed awe... and serendipity.
"Then you believe this was meant to be," I said.
"I'm beginning to think I don't have any choice," she said.
"Wow," I said, forgetting about the shoe, forgetting about the lucky cucumber, almost forgetting about my being able to see her tits and her hard nipples... I was just inhabiting this moment, and I didn't want it to end.
"Yeah, wow," she said.
"So, now what?" I asked.
"Well for one thing, let's not lose track of each other, so we won't have to go through all that drama to find each other again!" she laughed.
"Good idea!" I laughed in return.
"And," she said. "Even though that was a very special moment, and my entire body is filled with warmth, I still want to watch you fuck that shoe."
"And I want to watch that lucky cucumber filling you right up," I said.
"Then let's entertain each other," she said, as she brought the cucumber between her legs.
I reached for my lube and generously lubed my cock.
"Yes, get that cock lubed up for that shoe pussy," Amy moaned, as she pressed the cucumber between her pussy lips.
"I'm going to fuck this heel imagining it's your pussy," I said, as I moved my very slippery cock towards the tight open toe of the heel.
"Mmmmm, and I'm going to fuck myself imagining this is your cock slamming into me," she countered. "Can you angle your laptop down a little? I can't see the entire shoe."
"Okay," I said and then asked after moving it, "Better?"
"Perfect."
"Like you."
"Ah," she smiled, the cucumber just resting between her pussy lips. With my cock head at the small entrance, Amy asked, "Now fuck that shoe pussy."
"I love when you tell me what to do," I said, hinting at my natural submissiveness.
"Okay, then you'll be my bitch whenever I want you to be," she promised. "Now like Roxy said before, on three."
"Okay," I agreed, feeling a wild rush of excitement that I was about to fuck this shoe in front of someone who was perhaps my new girlfriend, and definitely my potential girlfriend.
"One..." she said, drawing the short word out for a couple of seconds.
"Two," I counted up, as I watched her rub that cucumber up as if she were stroking my cock.
"Three," she said, and slid the cucumber into her pussy. I was so preoccupied watching the green vegetable fill her I forgot to do my part.
"Kevyyyy," she squealed, "fuck that damn shoe pussy!"
"Sorry, you're just so distracting," I said, as I looked down at the shoe, pushed forward, wiggled my cock just a little, and slid it inside the tight, creative pussy.
"Sooooo hot," she moaned, as she pumped her pussy while watching me do inappropriate things to a sexy heel.
"You too," I said, as I began slowly to fuck the shoe.
"Yeah, fuck that shoe, Kevy, give it that dick," she moaned, really turned on it seemed, by watching me performing such a wicked act for her, and her wicked words only enhanced the sensual kinky act.
In just several hours she'd seen me kind of cross dressed, sucking a cock, getting fucked by that cock, cumming from getting anally pounded, and now using a heel to masturbate with... this was easily the strangest first kind of date in the history of mankind.
"You like this?" I asked, as she seemed entranced by watching me, as I realized in those same several hours I'd seen her having her face sat on, getting fucked from behind by a strap-on, walking her really cute ass away to eat Roxy's pussy, and now fucking a cucumber... while not as extreme as my list of kinks, still pretty kinky.
"I doooo," she moaned, as she fucked her pussy good.
I slowly fucked the heel, knowing the tight friction, mixed with watching Amy fuck herself, talk nasty, and the erotic voyeuristic act, was going to have me coming pretty quickly if I fucked it too fast.
"Oh Kevy, fuck that shoe, destroy that pussy, fuck it good," Amy urged me, all with soft sexy moans, as she was fucking herself rapidly with her makeshift fuck stick.
"I won't last long," I warned, wanting this wild encounter to last as long as possible.
"Oh Kevy, I'm not going to last long watching you fuck that shoe and admiring your cute ass," she moaned. "Just fuck it like Roxy fucked me."
"Okay," I said, noticing my setup wasn't completely working. I reached down and gripped the back of the shoe as I began pumping faster.
"Oh yeah, give it to that shoe, fuck it, hammer it good," she moaned, as I glanced over and watched her furiously fucking herself while watching me intently, even lifting up her ass while she fucked herself.
"Yeah, fuck yourself too," I said, as we watched each other fucking things or being fucked by things never intended for that purpose.
"Oh yes, Kevy, yes, fuck that shoe pussy, fuck it, fuck it hard," she continued, watching me, fucking herself and talking nasty seeming to bring her close to orgasm... which was good, because I too was close.
"Oh yeah, shoe, take my cock," I said awkwardly, talking dirty to an inanimate object, knowing I was close, and desperately trying to hold on as long as I could.
"Yes, Kevy, don't stop, don't stop fucking that shoe! Fuck it Kevy, fuck that shoe pussy, fuck it, fuck it, fuuuuuuuuck it!!" she cried as she fucked herself fast, bucked her ass to take it as deep as humanly possible, and I fucked the shoe as fast as I could until she came.
Once she came, I didn't hold back any longer, and a dozen strokes later, I grunted and filled the inside of the shoe with a massive load.
"Yes, Kevy," she moaned, although a lot more softly now as she enjoyed her orgasm, the cucumber lodged two thirds in her pussy while she watched me spewing into a shoe.
"Fuck," was all I could muster, the wild encounter and orgasm usurping all the energy in my body.
Once I was done, she ordered, "Show me the cum."
I decided to keep my cum-coated dick in the shoe as I brought it and my cock close to the computer camera.
"Fucking delicious," she said.
"Let me see that cum-covered cucumber."
"Nice alliteration," she smiled as she pulled it out and a gush of cum squirted out of her and even onto her computer. "Sorry, I squirt... a lot."
"Yummy," I said, both to that, as well as to the very wet cucumber.
"Likewise," she said, as she inspected the large load in the heel.
There was an awkward pause while we each considered now what. Finally she said, "I should get to bed. I have school in like seven hours."
"Right, you're still in high school," I said, having forgotten that completely. I asked, in joke form, but actually kind of curious, "you're eighteen?"
"What, no. I'm only sixteen," she said, deadpan.
"W-w-what?" I stammered.
"I'm kidding," she roared with laughter... even her laugh was sexy. "I turned eighteen three months ago. Remember how Aunt Roxy gave me that birthday present?"
"Thank God," I said, mockingly wiping sweat off my head, and then realized I did have some sweat on my head.
"So, see you tomorrow at six-thirty?" she asked.
"Definitely," I said.
"I'll text you my address," she said. "You can meet my Mom."
"I can't wait," I said, wondering what the Mom of such an amazing girl would be like... plus, she was friends with Roxy.
"Yeah, I think she and Roxy are still fucking," Amy said.
"Roxy is still there?" I asked, surprised.
"She was when I went to fetch the cucumber. She was ass fucking Mom while Mom was eating out our neighbor," she said casually, as if this was as normal as walking in on a bridge game.
"No way," I gasped.
"Yeah, my Mom is a submissive like me, well, actually I'm a switch, and she only eats pussy," she said.
"I see," I said.
"I assume you eat pussy," she said pointedly.
"You assume correctly," I said. "And I can't wait to prove it to you."
"Well, goodnight, Kevy," she said, yawning and stretching her arms, showcasing her perky tits.
"Night, Amy," I said.
She blew me a kiss and logged out.
I logged out too and looked down to see I still had my dick in the shoe.
I shook my head and gave my cock time to shrink before pulling it out of the well fucked shoe.
I put it on the side of the bed, cum still in it, closed my laptop, shut off my lights by clapping twice (yep, I had the clapper... eBay is cool).
Suddenly exhausted, I closed my eyes and wondered what tomorrow would bring.
The end
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Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 03
Summary: Cassie learns a shocking truth and goes to lez club.
Note 1: In Part 1, Cassie is the owner of a bridal shop which although in the past it's been very successful, its sales, and thus its profits, have recently been declining severely during a recent recession. She hires a young woman with a stellar reputation for taking on failing businesses and turning them around into wildly successful ones. But she always demands total control of a business, at least temporarily, before she'll do anything at all for it. Cassie agrees in desperation, signs a contract, and from that moment on, even though within a week the customers and the money are flooding in, she watches her world falling apart as the young woman (consistently referred to or addressed as Ms. Amber by absolutely everyone, far and wide) assumes iron control not only of Cassie's business, but also of her sex life, by training her to become a thoroughly submissive pet.
In Part 2, Cassie desperately tries to find her way out of her predicament, but instead she falls deeper into submission, including becoming her secretary's pet, servicing a stranger at a hair salon, wearing a vibrating egg in public and the surprising arrival of her mother with Amber.
Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 03
The day had been a whirlwind... just like every day since I'd allowed Amber into my life.
Alone in my office... finally... the taste of pussy still on my lips... I received a long-anticipated phone call from Dr. Carter... the therapist I'd called near the beginning of my humiliating fall.
"Hello, Dr. Carter."
"Hello, Cassandra," she greeted. "Sorry for the delay, I just got your message, and you sounded rather frantic. Are you okay?"
"It's Cass now," I said, then realized what I'd said. Cassandra is what I called myself back when I'd had some self-respect... or maybe it was just pretensions.
"Okay," she said, sounding surprised. "If you feel this is urgent. I have an opening in an hour."
"I'll take it," I said. I wasn't sure what I'd tell her... or how much I'd tell her... but I needed a wise and non-judgemental sounding board with someone I could trust to keep my situation private.
"Great," she said. "See you then."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied out of habit... and then stammered, "I-I-I mean Dr. Carter."
"Interesting. But no worries, we'll chat in an hour," she said reassuringly, although her tone was more like What the fuck did this woman just say?
"Okay," I agreed, hanging up before I could say anything else stupid or self-incriminating.
Sitting in my chair (for a change), I sighed. I ran my fingers through my hair and sighed once again, because I now had short hair. A hairdo like a lesbian might have. A dyke. I sighed again.
I then wondered what Mom was having done to her hair at the salon... I prayed she hadn't been corrupted by Amber. Amber always seemed to get whatever she wanted... did she want my Mom? Or worse, had she wanted my Mom, and now it was a done deal!? And what the hell had Amber discussed with her during that twenty-minute period while I'd been hiding beneath my desk eating Amber's pussy but unable to hear a word?
Part of me had accepted my reality... as pathetic as it was.
Another part of me was still resisting... deep down inside... although that part was quickly diminishing in strength.
Part of me felt alive... a steady ebb and flow of adrenaline...but always present... unlike anything I'd ever experienced.
Part of me just wanted to cry.
But all those parts... regardless of my state of mind during the highs and lows of my sexual submission... unanimously did not want my Mom getting drawn into this twisted, sick, web of kinks.
I headed out, telling Sophia, "I have an appointment."
"With whom?" she asked, which she'd never ask before Amber, although in truth, she always knew my agenda before Amber had waltzed in... since she'd usually planned and facilitated it.
"Dr. Carter," I answered.
"Going to straighten out your head?" she asked.
"I don't even know anymore," I said. "I first called her way back when I felt I was falling apart, but still had some control in my life, and she just now returned my call."
"And your status now?" she asked.
"Now I have no fucking idea where I'm at," I said, altogether frustrated and bitter.
"There have been a lot of major changes in a very short time," Sophia said, for a moment sounding more like my dear old friend than my newer Mistress, although we were still friendly whenever she wasn't Mistress-ing.
"That's an understatement," I laughed.
"Just remember what I keep telling you," she said. "Don't try to fight the inevitable."
"Don't fight?"
"Yep. It's the single most important difference between you and me, ever since Ms. Amber marched into our lives and started cracking her whip: I gave in to her immediately, and I've been having the time of my life as her slave. You're still fighting your purpose in life, and you're constantly miserable. When just like I was, you were born to be her pet," Sophia reminded me.
"I can't just be her pet though," I said, ironically having accepted the truth that I was indeed a submissive lesbian plaything... yet equally knowing I needed to find out what else I was... I couldn't only be a lesbian pet.
"I understand."
"You do?"
"Yes. I completely accept my role as a submissive pet to Ms. Amber and to whomever she loans me out to," she began. "But I also have other roles. A wife... a mother... a key functionary in this bridal shop... and assistant Mistress to a hot slut."
As I processed this, she slapped my ass, "By the way dummy, you're the hot slut."
"You bet I am," I said, and I headed out.
Thirty minutes later while I drove, with my sexual high dissipated... once again I was questioning everything.
Was there any way out of this predicament? Did I even want out?
Could I ever get my business back?
Could I ever return to the life I had before Amber? Did I want to?
I sighed as I parked.
What on earth was I going to say to Dr. Carter?
How much of my new world was I willing to share?
What could she possibly say or do to help?
I stepped into Dr. Carter's waiting room, exchanged polite nods with the receptionist, and took a seat. I selected a magazine with a cover article called Be the New You.
I began to read it, and I found ten tips to becoming 'the new me'.
One: Find a new passion or activity that makes you happy.
I almost laughed out loud. I had indeed found a new activity... but was it a passion? Perhaps.
Did it make me happy? In the heat of the moment, yes... in the aftermath while I reflected... less happiness and more guilt... which was once again building inside me, since I was alone and I had some quiet time to collect myself... and to reflect... and to realize I'd become a mere fragment of the woman I used to be.
I sighed.
Two: Accept your faults.
This made me smirk. This damn article was conspiring with Ms. Amber!
Should I just accept that I'm a submissive woman who's unable... when push comes to shove... to stand up for myself... or to put a different spin on the same thing, should I accept that at my core I'm submissive, and my greatest inner truth is how much I relish my submissive nature?
Should I accept my weak will?
Should I ignore my conscience... just set it completely aside... and mindlessly obey whatever Ms. Amber tells me to do... to abide by her every whim... especially the sexual ones... without giving any consideration at all to my own value judgements?
Should I simply accept how I get sexually stimulated and become a mindless bimbo in the heat of the moment, and then skip right past those troubling introspections afterwards?
Should I accept that I couldn't save my business on my own, and that the only way for me to achieve a successful business is through sexual servitude to a beautiful but sadistic young woman with an amazing professional track record?
Should I just stop thinking and move forward?
Three: Acknowledge your anger.
This was similar to accepting my faults. Yet it was something slightly different that I also needed to do. I was angry at Amber for tricking and manipulating me. I was angry at Sophia for betraying our long friendship. I was mad at myself for allowing all of this to happen. This anger was undeniable in all three cases, if I was being honest with myself.
Four: Forgive.
Could I forgive myself for my weakness? Could I forgive Amber for exploiting it? Perhaps. It all depended upon the highs and lows of my emotional state at any given moment.
Five: Listen to Other People.
I actually did laugh out loud at this one. The only other person in the waiting room was the receptionist, who looked up, shrugged, and looked down again.
That's exactly what had gotten me into his horrific situation. Listening to Amber... trusting Amber... obeying Amber.
Six: Be open to change
Shit! I knew this article was about personal change... yet it felt like it was speaking directly to me personally. Since the moment Amber had sauntered into my office, I'd been inundated with changes. Changes in my business. Changes in my employees. Changes in myself. Changes in my long-time best friend. A whirlwind of changes, that by now had me unable to locate any solid ground.
Seven: Be respectful
Although that had always been the foundation of my business philosophy... suddenly the concept of respect had coalesced down to using the term Ms. or Mistress. And while my principle of respect had always been mutual between myself and my employees, myself and my customers, myself and my suppliers... now it seemed to be a one-way street... and I was driving the wrong way.
Eight: Be honest and direct
That sure as fuck hadn't worked for me so far. Instead it had backfired miserably, and it had led to humiliation after humiliation, while I performed a variety of sexually degrading and kinky acts that I'd never before seriously contemplated.
Yet Amber was always direct with me... as was Sophia. They were in charge, and that was that... which I guess qualified as their being honest and direct.
But what about me? All my life I'd been honest and direct, yet now those same two core principles were being used against me.
Nine: Never make excuses
I lingered over this one. I'd been making excuses for a while. Excuses for why my business wasn't as successful as it once was. Excuses for why I'd succumbed to this wild sexual submission to a woman half my age. Excuses for the predicament I was now tangled up in.
And I wasn't taking responsibility for any of it. When it was my fault. When I had allowed all of this to happen. When I had continually given in. When I was the one to blame.
Ten: Surprise people
Well... this one I'd done in spades... or more accurately, it had been done to me.
Following my stumbling into surprise after surprise, perhaps it was my turn to surprise people. To come out as the real me. The new me. But who the hell was the real me?
Was the real me a submissive pet to Amber, to my best friend, and to countless strangers?
No doubt I wasn't as straight as I'd always thought I was. I now enjoyed the taste of pussy, and I reveled in lapping down pussy cum. As much as I'd been denying this to myself, I relished being on my knees and serving other women.
I also couldn't deny that being told what to do, that being used, and that being fucked like a cheap slut were all sexually recharging, and they'd awakened a sex drive in me that had been idling along in neutral for years.
My life had always been business first... relationships a distant second... and that was relationships of all kinds: romantic ones, friendships and family.
I sighed.
Still waiting, I went onto my phone and googled sex quizzes. One I found was How submissive are you? I answered the questions, and I scored at 82% submissive. I wondered where I would have scored a month ago.
As I pondered the article and the quiz, I was brought back to reality by the receptionist telling me I could go in.
I nodded, walked in, and sat down in the comfortable chair provided... in my experience, lying down on a couch for a therapist only happened in the movies.
Dr. Carter sat down across an empty space of several feet from me, like she always did, and crossed her legs, which were encased in tan nylons... which I'd never noticed before.
"So tell me... what's going on, Cassandra?" she asked in her soft, soothing voice... which I'm not sure I'd heard from anyone since Amber's arrival.
"I don't even know where to begin," I said, which was the honest truth. Why had I even decided to come here? What was I willing... and unwilling... to tell her? What did I hope to gain from this session?
"Well, you sounded quite frantic when you left the message," she said. "What was going on then?"
I'd called her before my complete sexual humiliation and fall... I'd called her when I'd started having lesbian sex dreams... I'd called her when I still thought I had at least some control over my life and some slight possibility of regaining control of my bridal shop.
I finally settled on revealing the tip of the iceberg and said, "I'd begun having lesbian sex dreams."
Not appearing at all surprised, her face remaining totally placid, and maintaining a calm, soothing tone seemed to be prerequisites for a Psy.D. degree, while she asked, "And these were new? You hadn't had any prior sex dreams about women?"
"No, never," I said.
"Had anything changed at that time that would explain this shift in your inclinations?" she asked.
I sighed.
"Go ahead, Cassandra," she said. "As always, this is your safe place. By talking it all out, hopefully you can understand everything you're feeling, and then we'll be able to deal with those feelings in a productive, knowledgeable fashion."
"Well, it's a long story," I said.
"Again, start at the beginning," she suggested.
And then the floodgates opened up, and I spilled. I told her about my company's financial predicament, about hiring Ms. Amber, my tropical retreat, and the astonishing changes I'd found when I returned. This torrent took over twenty minutes, while she only probed for more information a couple of times (such as 'When did this happen?') but otherwise, she just listened and took notes. I hated when she took notes... I always wondered what she was writing... I always wondered which highlights she was selecting from what I was telling her.
But once I'd given her the gist of everything, she conducted more of a point by point interview.
"Would you describe Ms. Amber as a controlling person?" she asked.
"Very," I agreed, that being an understatement.
"Do you resent that about her?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"Do you know why you resent it?"
"Because she's someone half my age, telling me I'm doing everything wrong, and insisting she knows more than I do about absolutely everything," I said, a bit of my pent-up rage clearly showing... as I relived her humiliating takeover of my company.
"And previously, you've always been the one in charge," she said.
"Yes."
"And in control."
"Of course. It's my business, so I should make the decisions."
"Understandable," she acknowledged, able to ask the tough questions, but also somehow be completely empathetic to me... which wasn't the same as being sympathetic, because she didn't hold back from stirring up strong feelings inside me, and she didn't duck and cover whenever those feelings flared out in her face.
There was a pause before she asked, as she dangled her heel on her toes... which shouldn't have distracted me... perhaps she'd always done this... but now it did, "So what's happened since your frantic phone call?"
"Once again, I don't know where to begin," I repeated, although this time it was more out of shame, than being swamped and confused.
"For starters, is Amber still in your life?"
"Yes."
"Still in control?"
"Yes."
"Were those sex dreams you mentioned about her?"
"Yes," I admitted sheepishly.
"And you're still having them?"
"Yes."
"Got it. If you don't mind, I'd now like to ask you some very personal questions."
"Sure, why not? I'm an open book," I said, although that was far from the case.
"In these dreams, is she always in charge?"
"Yes."
"Are you always submissive?"
"Yes."
She wrote some things down.
"What are you writing down?" I asked, finally finding the nerve to ask the question I'd wanted to ask during every damn session.
"Just some notes," she said unhelpfully.
"Hmph. Okay then... what kind of insanity is it to have lesbian sex dreams about a horrible person you hate with a vengeance?"
"Actually, dreams are neither sane nor insane," she said. "But they can sometimes be very revealing glimpses into someone's subconscious mind. And to answer your question within a question, dreams like yours are much more common than you think, especially for middle-aged women in positions of power."
"You're about my age. Are you submissive?" I asked.
"This session isn't about me," she said. "You may think of me as your highly trained adviser, not your confidante."
"Fine," I sighed, longing to take some of the attention off myself... this session was getting very uncomfortable.
"So back to the point, many women occupying positions of power and thus who are always in control, almost always need to find outlets for letting themselves go."
"Letting go?"
"Yes, to take much-needed breaks from always being in control."
"How so?"
"Well, many men go for meaningless sex with an aggressive lover."
"Lover," I scoffed.
"Partner, then?" she tried accommodatingly.
"Another loaded word," I sighed.
"Then to spell it out precisely, another person who takes control for a period of time, and who makes all his decisions for him."
"Including in a sexual way?" I asked, this sounding a lot like my situation.
"Especially in a sexual way," she clarified. "And the same principle applies to women."
"I see," I said, pondering.
"Are you in a sexual relationship with Amber?"
"Pardon?" I asked, my eyes going wide.
"I don't mean to be insensitive, but your body language, your facial expressions, and your accidently addressing me as Mistress over the phone, all hint that you have," she said, as my attention returned to watching her heel slowly swinging back and forth.
"I-I-I..." I began, overwhelmed by her accurate deductions, and yet distracted by her nylon-clad legs, and her hypnotically oscillating heel... God, Amber had affected me to the very core!
"Take your time, Cassandra," she said.
"Yes," I finally said.
"Yes what?"
"Yes, I'm in a sexual relationship with Amber."
"And she calls you Cass, doesn't she?"
"Among other things," I said.
"Derogatory things?"
"Yes."
"And how do those words make you feel?"
"A wide range of feelings," I admitted.
"Like?"
"Anger and resentment," I said, "but they also..." I trailed off.
"They also what?"
"It's so embarrassing!" I said, feeling my cheeks burning with shame.
"This is a safe place, Cassandra," she reminded me, her voice still soft and soothing.
"Okay, then. It excites me."
"Do you mean it arouses you?"
"Yes."
"That isn't as uncommon as you might think."



"No?"
"Not at all," she said. "The reality is that during the heat of a sexual encounter, many women are 'turned on', to use the vernacular, by things they wouldn't tolerate in any other situation."
"But it's more than that," I said. "She humiliates me."
"Please elaborate."
I just couldn't hold my diatribe back! "Name calling; requiring me to go down on a hairdresser I'd never met before; sticking a remote controlled vibrator in my pussy and forbidding me to orgasm, then forcing me into a literally screaming one in a crowded restaurant; ordering me to serve as a sexual slave to all my employees," I said, tears beginning to form in my eyes. "And the fucking worst part is that just telling you about it's making me soaking wet!"
This time she was speechless. For about a minute.
Finally she recovered and asked, "Do you feel you have control of your life? Any control at all?"
"No. None at all."
"And I assume you want it back."
"Of course," I said.
"But you don't know how that's possible. Or even whether it is."
"Yes, I feel totally lost! And hopeless," I said, and then deciding just to throw it all out there. "I've tried everything, and it always blows up in my face, and I end up on my knees servicing her, or bent over a desk getting fucked by my former best friend, who's now been appointed as another of my Mistresses."
"Oh my," she said, aghast. Apparently I'd finally shocked her enough that her tone of voice had changed, for the first time in any of our sessions.
"What?"
Well, I have to admit that I'm floored! Your situation is a lot more complex than I'd imagined."
"Tell me about it," I sighed, wiping tears from my eyes.
"But," she said more forthrightly, "you're a strong woman, and you can overcome this."
"I don't feel strong at all," I said weakly.
"What do you want the most?"
"My bridal shop back,"
"Have you discussed that with a lawyer?"
"I have, "I explained. "The contract is pretty ironclad, but there may be one loophole... which is if we can prove I wasn't in a rational state when I signed all my authority away to her."
"Did you sign this before or after the retreat?"
"Before."
"Oh."
"That's a bad oh."
"Well, I could honestly testify you were psychologically manipulated once you returned, although your testimony and the cross examination would quickly become ugly, and decidedly X-Rated. And because the news media would consider it sensational, many so-called 'juicy details' would become widely known."
"This has already gotten X-Rated, ugly, and very public... at least in a few circles."
"I understand," she said sympathetically.
"So what should I do?" I asked, needing someone else to make a decision for me... ironic, I know.
"That depends on what you want the most right now. I advise you to set one goal at a time, then once you achieve the first one, decide on what you want to achieve next. So the question right now, is what do you want to do first?
"That would be getting my business back," I said.
"Then you've answered your own question."
"I guess I have."
"But another thing: try not to be ashamed of anything you've done or discovered about yourself," she said. "We're all sexual beings."
"If you only knew half of what I've done recently."
"You've already told me some of it, and even if the rest is worse, do your best not to beat yourself up about it. Just own it," she advised.
"What do you mean?"
"Accept what you did, forgive yourself if necessary, move on, allow yourself to continue to explore your sexuality, but also take control of yourself whenever you need to."
"I wish it was that easy."
She chuckled, "Good point. But if it was, I'd be out of a job."
Five minutes later my time was up, and I headed out, feeling better about some things, but still insecure and overwhelmed about some others.
I called my lawyer, but it went to machine. I left a message for her to call me when she could.
I also saw a message from Mom: Are you coming to meet Ms. Amber and me for dinner?
I noticed she called Amber Ms. Amber, but at least it wasn't Mistress Amber.
I responded: On my way.
She texted back: See you soon.
I realized I hadn't been completely forthcoming during my session with Dr. Carter. Since the other goal high on my list was that I was extremely determined to protect my mother from Amber... although my having left her alone with her twice now, and I'd failed to keep her away from the salon visit, so far I hadn't done a good job at all.
I drove to the restaurant, worrying about what Amber might be saying... or doing... to Mom.
I arrived, having sped a little, my anxiety increasing as I got closer... worried about everything. What she might be doing to my mother right now... and what she might do to me in a little while right in front of my mother...
I went in and was led to a secluded table at the back. A large one with space enough for at least six people, but chairs and table settings for only four. Amber and my mother were seated... each sipping on a cocktail. The chairs weren't typical restaurant chairs but were more like you'd see in an upscale living room... plushily cushioned from the top of the seat back almost to the floor.
Mom's hair wasn't cut short like mine... no... but it had been darkened... the grey was all gone, and she was wearing makeup... not excessive by any means... but noticeable, and definitely making my Mom look younger and prettier.
"Take a seat, Cass," Amber said, pointing to the chair opposite hers... oddly, they were seated right next to each other, even though there was plenty of room to my Mom's right.
I did.
"I'm told you've just been to see a therapist," Amber said.
"Yes, I check in with Dr. Carter regularly."
"I see," she said. "And how was it?"
"She gave me lots of food for thought."
"I see," she repeated, as if she was slyly trying to get more intel out of me by using only two words, plus some tone. "Therapy can be very beneficial."
"It's always helped me to feel balanced," I explained, which was true. Having a place to go and vent, or to explore the things I was feeling had always been very helpful... and I never wanted to burden my family or friends with any of my drama... they must have enough of their own.
"Most of it's bullshit though," she said.
"How so?"
"No one can truly understand what you're thinking or feeling, or your true purpose in life."
"I couldn't agree more," I said, staring at her with the unspoken message that her words were indeed true, especially when it came to her own so-called insights about me.
"Although I myself have always been an excellent judge of character," she added.
I glanced over at Mom, who oddly hadn't said a word... which was very unlike her. I noticed her cheeks were quite red... and not from make-up... also very unlike her. I asked, "Are you okay, Mom?"
"Yes, dear," she said, but her words didn't come out smoothly at all... and she exhibited a slight tremble.
"Your mother is enjoying a special gift I gave her," Amber said.
I instantly knew it was one of those fucking eggs! Was our quiet dinner together going to devolve into another screaming orgasm in a restaurant, this time with my Mom as the lead soprano?!
"Amber, please no," Mom pleaded.
"Barbara," Amber said, as I felt her reach her foot between my legs, "I told you: you need this."
"Just what exactly does she need?" I asked tersely, even while I spread my legs a bit to facilitate her bringing her shoeless foot to my naked pussy. I rationalized that I didn't want to create a scene... I didn't want to be outed in front of my Mom... I didn't want to challenge Amber in public, even though I could tell what she was doing to my Mom... but basically... frustratingly... the ball of her foot pressing against my cunt felt good... really, really good!
"She needs to come," Amber said. "And soon."
"Amber!" Mom gasped, her red cheeks getting even redder.
"Barbara, we're all women here, and we all have needs," Amber said. "Your daughter has needs that need fulfilling, I have needs that need fulfilling, and so do you... because denying them makes us unhappy and bitchy. For instance, you should have seen your daughter before I began helping her with her needs."
"Amber, that's enough," I whisper-barked sternly, even as she applied more pressure directly onto my excessively wet pussy, which was... as usual... wantonly betraying me.
She didn't utter a word.
She just gave me a look.
A terrifying look.
The same look that when I was a child and my mother gave me one, I knew I was in deep shit, and I'd better shut the fuck up right now.
"Barbara, are you getting close?" Amber asked, after giving me a lengthy look.
"Amber, oh dear God," Mom moaned, her upcoming orgasm clearly getting very close!
"Get her off, slut. Eat that clit! Finger fuck that pussy!" Amber ordered in a harsh but softened voice.
My eyes went wide, while Amber's stocking-clad foot rested on my pussy
She wasn't ordering me to service my own mother, was she?
"Yes, Mistress," a feminine voice responded from under the table, which was both a shocking surprise and a relief.
"I'm sorry Cassandra, but it's been so long," Mom said, gazing at me with eyes filled with apology, before she turned away, rested her head against her soft chair, and closed her eyes. "Don't stop."
"You may peek under the table if you wish," Amber offered. "You know this woman."
Curiosity consumed me, so I leaned sideways and bent down to peer under the table... accidentally stimulating myself as I moved, and my pussy grazed against Amber's silky sole. But all I could see was a brunette wearing a tailor-made suit, between Mom's legs... and that Mom was wearing thigh high stockings... which I was confident she wasn't wearing earlier, and no panties... which I'd always assumed she was wearing.
I sat back up, not willing to watch my mother getting pleasured.
Amber asked, "Recognize her?"
"Not really," I admitted.
"Oh God," Mom moaned, having always given me crap for using the Lord's name in vain when I was a kid.
"She's been sent beneath this table because of you," Amber said.
"Me? Why?"
"Because you sucked her into your own submission," Amber said. I prayed Mom wasn't listening, even though I assumed that by now she knew at least a little about my recent past... if not the entire background to my sordid predicament.
"How could I have sucked..." I began, and then realized who she must be... and why my attorney hadn't returned my call!
As I bent back down to confirm my suspicion, making Amber's resting foot rub against me again, Amber asked, "And what were you phoning Deirdre about?"
My suspicions confirmed by her words, I sat back up and said, "I just needed to tell her something."
"Oh yes, oh yes, ohhhhhhh," Mom moaned in a whisper, as she gripped the table fiercely, clearly having an orgasm.
"And what was that?"
"To stop looking into my case," I lied.
"I don't know why you even bother! As always, you're a terrible liar," she said, stroking her foot up and down, ever so teasingly.
"Fine," I said annoyed and sick of the charade. "I wanted to know if she'd found any further legal approaches to terminating your control of my business."
"I see," she said, her tone and smirk indicating she already knew that, and since my lawyer was under the table licking up my Mom's cum, she likely knew exactly what I'd requested, and my Hail Mary of a chance of winning.
"Look, Amber," I said.
"I let the last one go. I won't be that generous again," she growled.
"What? I...." I began, and then realized she was objecting to how I'd addressed her just now.
I glanced at my mother, who was still slumped in her plush chair, basking in the afterglow of her orgasm, her eyes still closed, before returning my gaze to Amber, and I tried again. "Ms. Amber, I'm very grateful for all you've done to make my bridal shop successful again."
"Do you mean popular, trending and making lots of money?" she asked.
"Yes, yes and yes," I agreed. "I couldn't have done it without you."
"That's true," she said, once again moving her foot up and down.
"But..." I moaned, as she stimulated my pussy.
"But what?" she asked with a sly smile.
"But I need to be involved in the day-to-day operations."
"I agree."
"You do?"
"Yes, it's your company, and it's important for you to play a significant role in its running," she said, not at all what I expected her to say.
"Good," I said, feeing relieved, but also responding to her rubbing my pussy.
"How was that Big O, Barbara?" Amber asked.
"Baby, I'm sorry you had to see that," Mom said to me.
"Don't apologize for giving into some pleasure for a change," Amber rebuked her mildly, then she snapped her fingers and ordered, "Me next, bitch."
"Yes, Mistress," my poor, mistreated lawyer responded, lost in humiliation under the table.
"Was she good?" Amber asked, her foot now just resting on my pussy... but with the pussy on fire.
"Yes she was," Mom admitted, embarrassed to be acknowledging that she'd just had sex right in front of me.
"See? I told you women eat pussy better than men," Amber said.
"I wouldn't know. That was the first time anyone has ever gone down on me."
"No fucking way!" Amber said, shocked.
"Yes, fucking way," Mom said, making me gasp from her language. "Cassie's father said he tried it once, and it was gross."
"Fucking men," Amber said, clearly disgusted.
"None of that for many years, either," Mom said, now seeming more comfortable to be having such a conversation in front of me.
"Well, I can't help you with that, since it's in the past," Amber admitted. "But I can make sure you have some amazing and life-altering experiences going forward."
"I don't know," Mom said.
The waitress arrived at long last... had she been thoughtfully biding her time while we had our fun?... and she took dinner orders from the three of us who were visible and cleared away Deidre's table setting... thus thankfully ending this conversation.
And for the next forty minutes even after the food arrived, we three chatted about mundane things: travel, movies and so forth... Amber having instructed her newest pet just to slowly lick her.
Twice Amber's foot left my pussy, only to be replaced a moment later by her other one, while my lawyer friend Deidre remained between Amber's legs.
After we'd finished eating, Amber ordered, "Time to get me off, slut."
I worried for a moment she might mean me, but Deidre responded, "Yes, Mistress."
"So what's your plan for the rest of the night?" Amber asked my Mom.
"I think I need to spend some time with my daughter," she said.
"I guess you do," Amber said, smiling slyly at me.
"We have a lot to talk about," Mom added, looking at me shyly.
I remained silent... wondering how much she knew... and pretty sure it was just about everything.
"Well, I'd love to continue our own chat sometime in the next couple of days," Amber said.
"I'd like that," Mom agreed, making me wonder what they'd already talked about, and what they'd continue talking about. For instance would I soon find myself alongside my mother servicing Amber, or instead would I be servicing them both?
"And you and I have a lot to talk about too, my entrepreneurial sex slave," Amber added to me.
"Agreed."
And then Amber began really rubbing my pussy with her foot. "It's time for you to come, slut," Amber ordered, staring into my eyes.
"Please, Ms. Amber, not right here," I pleaded.
"Just come for Ms. Amber, honey," Mom urged, astonishing me.
"What? You're saying that? Why?" I gasped, staring at her... while Amber really went to town on my pussy with her foot.
"Fair's fair; I've already come in front of you," she pointed out.
"I guess," I said. But this was really weird!
"So come, Cassie, come for Mommy," she said, her use of the word 'Mommy' so strange, and I noticed her not using my full name.
"Yes, come for us, Cass," Amber smirked.
"Oh God," I moaned, my pleasure surging forward rapidly.
"Come for your Mistress Amber," Mom added.
"Mommmmm!" I moaned.
"I already know you're a lesbian," Mom said.
"And a submissive lesbian," Amber embellished.
"And Ms. Amber's pet," Mom continued.
"And my slut," Amber added.
"With your pussy juice soaking Mistress Amber's foot and your chair," chimed in Deidre from beneath the table.
"Please," I moaned weakly, not even able to say Stop, but just leaving it at that, as the pleasure consumed me... all the name calling and taunting, as usual, enhancing my cresting pleasure.
"Now, Cass, come all over Mistress Amber's foot," Mom ordered, her tone firm... just like a Mistress would say. And this time I was Cass instead of Cassandra or Cassie.
"Yes, Mommy," I agreed weakly, and I leaned back and erupted... soaking Amber's foot with my flooding pussy.
"I told you that you had it in you," Amber said, as she kept rubbing me.
"Thanks," Mom said. "It was empowering."
"It's just about taking control," Amber said.
"Get back between my legs, solicitor slut," Mom ordered.
"There you go," Amber approved.
"Yes Mistress," my lawyer responded.
"When you want something, just take it," Amber advised.
"Got it," Mom said.
"Did telling your slut daughter to orgasm turn you on?" Amber asked.
"A little," Mom admitted.
"Slut, come and get your dessert," Amber ordered, and this time she was looking right at me!
"Here?" I asked.
"Unless you want me to sit on the table right in front of you," she said. "And you already know that I never bluff!"
"Do as you're told, Cass," Mom said sternly.
I couldn't believe Mom was siding with Amber... and I couldn't believe she was treating someone like a slut...
I sighed.
"And don't you sigh at me, young lady," Mom scolded.
"No, Mom."
"Now get under the table and eat Mistress Amber's pussy like a good pet," she ordered.
"Yes, Mom," I acknowledged.
"It's yes Mommy," she corrected.
"Yes, Mommy," I agreed, and I furtively looked around, and then slid quickly under the table... my pussy still leaking from my orgasm... and although I hate to admit it... I was really craving Amber's pussy!
I went between her legs and began licking just as the waitress arrived.
"May I get you ladies any dessert?"
"Sure, I'll have the cheesecake," Amber said.
"So will I," Mom said.
"And for the other guest?"
"She only likes pie," Amber said. "And she's eating some right now, so no worries."
"Um, okay," the waitress said doubtfully, and she walked away.
"So the first key to being a Mistress is that you're always in control," Amber said.
"I understand," Mom said. Was Amber teaching my mother how to be a Mistress?
"The second one is to be confident," Amber said.
"That's where it falls apart," Mom said.
"No, you definitely have it in you," Amber said. "You just need to shove aside that pesky moral code that society has gone and engrained inside you."
"How do you do that?" Mom asked.
"Practice, and it may take some time," Amber said. "But the self-assured way you ordered the new slut to service you when we first sat down, is an excellent example. Another one is the way you handled her going down on you while you took part in our conversation with your daughter. And recently you ordered your daughter to come in a very no-nonsense way, and just now you ordered a 'solicitor slut' to get between your legs. I think you're a lot braver than you give yourself credit for!"
"I guess," Mom moaned from the tongue in her twat, while I swirled my tongue in Amber's hole.



"No guessing," Amber said. "Say it convincingly. Tell me you're a strong woman."
"I'm a strong woman," Mom said.
"And you know what you want."
"And I know what I want."
"And you take what you want," Amber said, as her hand touched down on the back of my head.
"And I take what I want," Mom agreed.
"Good," Amber approved. "And what do you want right now?"
"To come all over this slut's face," Mom said, sounding quite horny. And yes, quite confident.
"If you think that slut is good, you need to know that your daughter is one of the best cunt lickers I've ever had, Amber said... which sent a chill up my spine at the compliment.
"Really?"
"Yeah, it's hard to believe she'd never munched on a box lunch... before I turned her into my cunt-licking slave."
"That actually makes sense. She's always been determined to be the very best at everything she does," Mom agreed, delivering a weird compliment, given the circumstances... and that was one compliment from each woman, during their surreal dialogue.
"That's from good parenting," Amber said. "At least in part."
"Thanks," Mom said.
"Does she do everything you say?"
"God, no," Mom laughed.
"But she will now, won't you slut?" Amber said.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, hoping and praying she didn't mean what I was afraid she meant. Would she be insisting anytime soon that my mother and I have sex with each other?!
"That would be a refreshing change," Mom said, apparently not catching Amber's innuendo... while I attacked Amber's clit... wanting to get her off.
The desserts arrived, and the two decorous ladies dined in elegant silence, while their two bitches under the table slurped down our homemade desserts.
"Get me off now, slut," Amber said a few minutes later.
"You too, bitch," Mom added gutturally.
"Shit, I love this side of you," Amber gushed, apparently as shocked by my mother's ferocity as I was.
"I kind of do too," Mom said, also sounding shocked by what she'd just said, and that she'd ordered her 'bitch' to do.
"We'll turn you into a dominant Mistress yet," Amber said gleefully, shoving my face roughly into her pussy, squeezing her legs against my head, and silently ordering me to get her off.
So for a few minutes I couldn't hear anything at all while I focused on all that I could do. I sucked on Amber's pussy. I sucked on her clit... I flicked it... I attacked it... until finally her legs stiffened, and she coated my face and lips with her addicting cum.
I lapped up her cum as much as I could... undeniably, her sweet nectar was something I couldn't get enough of... that being the degrading truth.
"You may come up now," Amber said.
I licked her one more time... snatching one last taste... before I awkwardly climbed back onto my seat... the waitress walking towards us, and thereby witnessing my climb of shame.
Her eyes went wide as she reached the table... my humiliating climb, followed by the wet evidence all over my face made my cheeks burn.
The waitress placed the bill on the table and said with a chuckle, "Now I get it... pie. Will there be anything else, ladies?"
"No, not at all," Amber said. "Thank you; the service was great."
"Then I wish you a wonderful night," the waitress said.
"And to you as well," Amber replied graciously.
"You may come out now, slut," Mom said.
"Thank you, Mistress," Deidre said, and a moment later, she crawled out from under the table right next to me... brushing against my legs as she did.
She stood up, and Amber asked, "Have you learned your lesson?"
"Yes indeed, Mistress," she replied, looking so humiliated, and wearing at least three helpings of pussy cum on her face.
"Good; we'll be in touch," Amber said.
"Understood," she acknowledged, studiously avoiding any eye contact with me.
"Go," Amber said, waving her off with the back of her hand like someone would a servant.
"Yes Mistress," she said sheepishly, before turning and trudging away.
"I need to go to the rest room," Mom said.
Amber slid out, allowing my mother clearance, gave her ass a squeeze, and said, "Hurry back, sexy."
"Of course," my Mom giggled, yes, actually giggled for the first time in my life, before she walked away.
"You see what happens when you try to outplay me?" Amber asked after she sat back down, her eyes loaded and locked on me.
"Yes," I nodded, feeling so bad about how my decisions had led to someone as sweet as Deidre being used and humiliated like she'd just been.
"Yes what?" she asked, her tone conveying that she wasn't happy with my answer.
"Yes Mistress," I corrected. "I understand."
"So I won't be uncovering any more futile attempts to reclaim what's already lost and gone?"
"No," I answered. "No, Mistress."
"Good," she said. "Because I can choose to train your mother as either a Mistress, or as another submissive plaything just like you."
"I understand, Mistress," I replied, her ominous words a threat that wasn't at all subtle. I was thoroughly fucked... both literally and figuratively. If I wanted to protect my mother and anyone else I knew from Amber, I had to mindlessly obey every single one of her orders, and totally give up on my dream ever to regain control of my life, or my bridal shop.
"Do you really understand this time?" she asked. "It seems like we've had this conversation before."
"I really do, Mistress," I promised. "You've made the inevitable consequences crystal clear."
"Good," she nodded. "I don't want to encounter any more useless attempts at questioning my authority, or your trying to regain some former glory of a life you no longer have, and...."
There was a long pause, before she finished, "...and not even any hint that you still want any of that."
"I did want it," I admitted... hoping that maybe, just maybe, she'd understand and sympathise with what she'd taken away from me.
"You think you do," she said, "but the truth is that you're happier now, even if you aren't yet thanking me for liberating you from the pressures that had turned you into the lonely person you had become."
"I wasn't lonely," I said, annoyed by her words, even though I knew she was right... at least with that specific accusation... even if I hadn't realized it before she arrived. I had indeed sacrificed a lot to make my business successful, and I had on more than one occasion chosen my shop over a relationship, or the possibility of a relationship.
"Yes you were."
"And I'm not now?" I asked. Even though I was having a lot more sex... I sure as fuck wasn't in a healthy relationship.
"Only through accepting your true self can you ever find what you were truly searching for," she said like a sound byte from Dr. Phil.
"I wasn't looking for anything," I said.
"Which was the problem," she said. "You were so focused on your bridal shop, that you never looked for a deeper meaning for your life. How sad is it to run a bridal shop and never get married?"
"It isn't sad," I defended, although the same thing had already been said to me in a variety of ways by other people.
"Your living vicariously through other women's loves is the saddest story of them all," she said. And from the look in her eyes and the tone in her voice, she wasn't being mean right now... she was speaking from the heart, and she truly believed what she was saying.
This observation rocked me almost as much as my downfall!
As Amber's accusation lingered in my head, my Mom returned, and Amber stood up and kissed my mother... passionately... while a few people stared at them... and Mom returned the kiss.
When Amber broke the kiss, she said, "I expect to see you on Wednesday (check today is Monday)."
"And so you shall," Mom promised.
"Dinner is already paid for," Amber said, slapping my Mom's ass, and then sauntering away.
Mom looked directly at me, looking not at all troubled about what she'd just participated in, and said, "This is quite the pickle you've gotten yourself into."
"I know," I sighed, deciding not even to mention what had occurred in her own life today. Not that I knew much about it so far.
"You can tell me about it while you drive," she said, taking my hand and pulling me to my feet.
"Where are we going? My place?" I asked.
"Not yet."
"Where, then?"
"I want to show you something," she said cryptically.
"Which is?"
"You'll see," she said, as we headed out to my car.
In the car while I drove, she gave me directions from her phone... not our destination, just parsing out the turns one at a time. Between these, I gave her a semi-detailed account of what had transpired since Amber's arrival. I didn't give her all the humiliating details, but I told her enough to make it clear that Amber had taken complete control of both my company and my life, including what had now become my completely submissive and very active sex life.
Mom listened intently. She asked me a couple of probing questions. Although it was embarrassing and humiliating, it also felt liberating just to spew out all my dirty laundry. To her credit, I never felt she was judging me, even though she did want to know everything.
We were near the edge of town, a newer section, when her phone said, "You have arrived at your destination. On the right."
I looked at the single-storey building. A small, discrete neon sign said it was called Le Cygne, and it looked like an upscale bar. "Why are we going to a bar?" I asked.
"It's a club," she said.
"Okay, I'm not sure what the difference is," I said, "so why are we going into a club?"
"To explore some options," she said, her answers continuing to be ominous and vague.
"Mom," I sighed. "Do you realize how mystifying you're being?"
"Yes, but that ends now. It's time you know certain things about me," she said.
"Certain things... about you?"
"Yes. I've been hiding them from you for years."
"I'm not sure if I can handle very many more surprises this century, Mom," I said, kind of joking, kind of not.
"Cassandra, I'm a lesbian."
"Oh," I said, that not at all what I was expecting to hear.
"Not only am I a lesbian, but, very much like Amber, I'm a Mistress," she added, and thereby blowing my mind.
"What?" I said, unable to believe my ears.
"I've been playing sweet and innocent for Amber, making her think I'm under her tutelage, but actually I'm playing her," Mom said.
"So what you told Amber about nobody ever going down on you?"
"Lying through my teeth," she admitted with a chuckle.
"And about what my father said? You've never told me about..."
"We can talk about him later if you want, because right now I have far more exciting things to reveal. For instance..." she paused, as if listening for a drumroll before continuing, "...this is a private club for lesbians!"
"You're not serious?"
"Completely serious," she said. "And I belong to an affiliated club, so we're welcome to go inside."
"Who are you?" I asked.
"Just like you, I'm someone who had a sexual awakening, although ours were decades apart, and on opposite ends of the spectrum."
"You're really a Mistress?" I asked, her coming out seeming too impossible to be true.
"I really am," she nodded. "I have a couple of dozen pets back home, many of whom you know, as well as dozens more online."
"Who are they?" I asked.
"Interesting that's your first question."
"Suddenly I'm very curious."
"Interesting choice of words," she teased.
I didn't catch her reference at first, then shook my head at the fact I used the word 'curious', "Right, but seriously, who?"
"First, you can't say a word," she cautioned.
"Based on everything you know about my recent activities, do you think I'm in a position to out, or to judge anyone?" I asked.
"True," Mom acknowledged. "You've become quite the submissive slut."
"Mom!" I said stunned to hear me calling me a slut.
"I'm sorry, pet," she corrected.
"Not much better," I said.
"Alas, true," she said. "Amber told me everything. Including quite a lot you didn't share with me just now. Her description of you almost collapsing from your violent orgasm all over that downtown sidewalk was hilarious!"
"I figured she had," I sighed.
"And just so you know, I've dealt with prima donna bitches just like her many times."
"Really?"
"Yes. You remember my all-women bridge nights?"
"Yes, you went to them every Thursday," I said. "I think you hired a babysitter for me every Thursday, until I was eleven or so. Are you still attending them after all these years?"
"Yes, except once you moved away from home, I stopped going to them in other women's homes, and I started hosting them in my own home. And there was a reason for that."
"And what reason might that be?" I asked.
"So my sweet, innocent daughter wouldn't ever catch sight of what we gals were really doing together. Since we don't play bridge," she said with a smile. "And we never have."
It took me a moment before I realized what she was revealing between the lines. "No!"
"Yes!"
"Are you saying what I think you're saying?"
"Probably. What do you think I'm saying?"
"That you've have been having sex with women... and even orgies with them... ever since I was a kid!"
"Then yes, you've nailed it."
"No way!"
"I became bisexual back in college," she said.
"No way," I repeated. "But you just told me you've been a lesbian for years and years. How did that happen?"
"Okay, now I'll tell you a couple things about your father. We can thank him for that."
"Really? I've always known you were a single mother, but you've never really told me anything about my dad," I said. "Who is he?"
"He's not your dad, he's just your sperm donor," she said. "I don't even know his name, and he doesn't know you exist, which is just fine with me. He picked me up in a bar one night shortly after I graduated from college, we hooked up in a cheap hotel, I learned what a jerk he was, so we went our separate ways long before dawn. Which was the last straw for me, since every man I'd been with for about a year had been just as awful. So I decided I was a lesbian, and I've never looked back."
"If you've never regretted it, then you must have made the right choice," I said. "I'm proud of you, Mom."
"Thank you, sweetheart, and except for the trap Amber has snared you in, I'm proud of you, too. But where I was going with this, is that every Thursday evening for about forty years, I've been presiding over secret lesbian orgies that we tell everyone else are bridge nights," she finished.
"No fucking way," I said, struggling to process this stunning revelation.
"Au contraire, we do lots of fucking in lots of ways," she grinned. "And with today's new and improved sex toys, things have gotten really wild."
"I don't know what to say!"
"Well, the next time you come home for a visit, you're welcome to attend a so-called bridge night for the first time ever!"
"I can't fathom."
"No, probably not. But seeing some of your best friends from high school eating your Mom's pussy, watching them getting fucked in their pussies and asses, or taking part in a daisy chain lick fest should be fun as fuck!"
"My best friends?"
"A couple of them," she confirmed. "Plus some former teachers of yours, some neighbours, and various other women around town you'll know."
"You have officially blown my mind," I said. Then after a pause, I wanted, "Names."
"I don't dominate and tell," she teased.
"Fuck, Mom," I sighed, really wanting to know... she'd opened my Pandora's box of curiosity.
"Come home for a visit, and you'll get the chance to eat so much pussy you'll be drunk on cum," Mom smiled. "And they'll all get the chance to see you in action!"
"Oh my God, Mom," I said. The visuals I was forming from her words were so fucking hot!
"But let's go inside and have some fun tonight," she said. "Then we can put our heads together and figure out how to deal with this Amber situation."
"You think you can resolve my Amber situation?"
"I have some friends in high places, and hopefully they can help us out."
"Oh God, yes please," I said. But then I paused. "But I don't want you going down the tubes with me, like she threatened me with tonight."
"Oh, honey," she grinned wolfishly. "Trust me, I've dealt with women like Amber many times. She's just a girl trying to play a woman's game."
"Who are you?" I asked.
"Me? Aw shucks, I'm just your Mom," she smiled playfully, before opening the passenger-side door and saying, "now let's go inside and have some fun!"
I got out too, and I followed her to the club entrance.
We went inside, and a beautiful blonde in a sexy maid outfit greeted us politely. She was standing behind a lectern in a tiny vestibule just inside the door from the street, and from where we were, we couldn't see the actual club at all. Mom smiled and said, opening her purse and presenting a card I couldn't read, "Barbara Williams from Le Aphrodite."
"Welcome to Le Cygne, Ms. Williams," the pretty blonde greeted.
"Thank you," Mom said, as the blonde opened the door, and we entered a short hallway with several right-angle bends, so we still couldn't see into the club.
"Le Aphrodite?" I asked.
"There are secret lesbian clubs all over the country, and even around the world," she explained. "If you're a member of one of them, you're welcome to visit any of them."
"Every time I think I can't be any more surprised or naïve, you come up with something else that blows me away," I said, as we turned the final corner, and our surroundings got wild!
"The first club was in Boston, called Le Chateau," Mom said, as I stopped dead in my tracks and stared at a scene I'd thought only appeared in overblown porn films, or maybe inside the heads of male perverts with pretentions of grandeur.
For instance, pairs of women were dressed in next to nothing and were dancing together... kissing... groping.
A woman somewhere in her sixties was crawling on all fours with a leash attached to her dog collar, and she was being led around by someone around a third of her age.
A naked woman wearing no more than but green thigh highs and a chain supported by nipple clamps, was sitting on a Sybian (I think that's what they're called), moaning loudly.
Two topless women were sitting together at a cocktail table, the younger one sucking on the older one's breasts.
A pair of heels were poking out from beneath a table, where a large Latina woman was sitting and serenely sipping on a margarita.
A wall had a dozen large dildos attached to it, at suitable levels for women of various heights to indulge themselves in the obvious.
"Welcome to lesbian heaven," Mom said, seeing me staring around in utter awe.
"You've been to a club like this one before?" I asked, as the woman on the Sybian looked me straight in the eye. Well okay, it was more wobbly than straight.
I turned away as Mom said, "Not really, this is the big city. Le Aphrodite is much smaller, but it's only fifteen minutes away from my house, and I've been there lots of times."
"No way," I said, as a large woman passed by, wearing nothing but nipple clamps.
A pretty redhead approached us before Mom could respond, and said, "Ms. Williams, it's lovely to have you here."
"Thank you," Mom smiled, shaking her hand.
The redhead was wearing a slinky gold dress that completely exposed her large breasts, and she said, "I'm Naomi, and if you need anything at all during your visit... refreshments, toys, sex partners that could include yours truly if you wish, whatever... please let me know."
"That's very generous of you," Mom said graciously, as I stared at this shapely woman, likely in her late thirties, her green eyes drawing me in. "For now, we'd just like a table for two."



"Please follow me," the redhead said, leading us to the only table not in use, even though it had a Reserved placard sitting on it.
Mom said, "I wouldn't wish to usurp someone else's table."
"It's all right, Melody will understand," Naomi said. "We always give our affiliated club members preferential treatment."
"Then please tell Melody I'm very grateful," Mom said, leaning in and kissing the woman's lips... and the beautiful redhead returned the kiss, that lasted about five seconds.
"You're welcome," she answered, once the kiss was broken.
Then Mom said, "This is my daughter's first time visiting one of our clubs."
"Oh, how nice," she smiled, "I hope you enjoy yourself tonight."
"Oh, I think she will," Mom said, sitting down at the small round table.
"If you need anything, and again I mean anything at all," Naomi said, "just ask."
"I may take you up on that offer a little later," Mom said.
"Please do," Naomi said, her tone sultry.
"Have fun," she said to me before kissing me briefly on the lips.
"Uh, thanks," I said, as I sat down in the other chair.
"So are you ready to explore?" Mom asked.
"I don't know," I said.
"Look babydoll, it's obvious that Amber has unlocked a sexual appetite in you that you didn't know existed," Mom said. "It's important not to lock that side of you away, but it's equally important not to let it consume you."
"It's too late for that latter one," I sighed.
"This is a special place where you can safely explore your sexuality," Mom said.
"Okay, but I still don't know..." I said, as I looked around and saw lots of women on the dance floor... many of them dancing quite provocatively... with hands on asses, couples making out, and even one woman straddling and clearly humping the leg of another woman skin on skin.
"I think you do know," Mom said.
"Everything I've experienced since meeting Amber has been a complete whirlwind," I said.
"I imagine it has," Mom said, just as I spied a young woman striding over to us... she looked to be in college... very cute... sweet-looking face... but her short plaid skirt, white thigh high stockings that were completely within view, and tight braless sweater left very little to the imagination.
"Hi there, sweetheart," Mom greeted her.
"Hi. My Mistress would like to know if you two lovely ladies would care to join her for a drink?" the pretty young brunette requested.
"Quite possibly. Who's your Mistress?" Mom asked, not at all surprised by the invitation, even as my eyes went wide.
"Over there in booth seven." The girl pointed out a pretty woman sitting in a booth against the wall by herself, with a bottle of wine. She smiled across at us and raised her wineglass in a silent toast.
"Sure," Mom said. "That would be extremely nice."
"Great," the girl replied with a big warm smile.
"Are we really going over there?" I asked, as the girl swayed her way back to booth seven.
"Sure," Mom said. "It would be rude of us to refuse."
"This is crazy," I said, as Mom rose to her feet.
"Everything else today has been crazy," she said. "So there's no point in stopping now."
I laughed as I awkwardly followed, "That's the understatement of the century."
"Don't be overly dramatic," she said with a smile.
"Okay, of the decade then," I joked, discovering a new relationship with my mother I'd never imagined having.
"Better," she said, and she too swayed over to booth seven.
When we reached the booth, the woman greeted us warmly, "Hi, welcome to Le Cygne. I'm Beth, and you've already met my pet Jillian."
"Hi," Mom said. "I'm Barbara, and this is my daughter Cassandra."
"Your daughter?" Beth asked, surprised.
"Yes, although it's not like that," Mom said, just as I realized what the woman was thinking.
"I see," the pretty woman, likely just a few years older than I was, said. I couldn't place her, but I felt I knew her from somewhere.
"Cassandra is just beginning to explore her submissive nature," Mom explained.
"Please sit down," Beth said.
"Thank you," Mom said, as she slid into the booth beside Beth, and I slid in to sit beside her... feeling quite nervous.
"So, first time here?" Beth asked.
"Yes," Mom said. "I usually frequent Le Aphrodite."
"Nice," Beth nodded, openly admiring me.
"Yes, it's a great club," Mom said. "Although it's a lot smaller than this luxurious establishment."
"Thank you," Beth said. "And Cassandra, what do you do for a living? I feel like we've met before."
"I own a bridal shop downtown," I answered, both of us thinking the same thing.
"White Wedding?" she asked.
"Yes," I confirmed.
"Then that's where I know you from," she brightened, recognition coming alive in her eyes. "My daughter is Hannah Wilson, well Hannah Barker now. We purchased her wedding dress from your lovely shop."
"Oh, I remember you now," I too brightened. Hannah had married a state senator a couple years ago.
"Yes, you were particularly helpful."
"It's what I do," I said with a smile, enjoying a conversation about my career for once.
"And your mother says you're new to exploring your sexuality," Beth said.
"Yes, very new," I agreed.
"I see," she smiled warmly, looking at me... and looking into me.
"She's spent her entire adult life focusing on her business, so she hasn't allowed herself to explore her sexuality until recently," Mom added.
"Mom!" I objected. My exploring, if you could call it that instead of indentured servitude, was extremely personal, and here she was, tossing out tidbits about it like it was over-the-back-fence gossip!
"That's okay," Beth said. "We women have had to sacrifice our personal lives for centuries."
"Isn't that the truth," I agreed.
"But today we can have it all," Beth said.
"That's what I've been trying to tell her," Mom said.
Beth turned to Mom and asked as if she wished to borrow a cup of sugar, "Would you mind if I played with your daughter?"
"No, please do," Mom said as if she had the right. I'd been an adult for almost two decades.
"But Mom, I...." I began... even though my pussy began tingling from the obvious implication of Beth's request.
"Shush," Beth said. "If you don't know it already, you're about to learn... to your great pleasure... that submissives don't have any rights around here... neither to privacy, nor to make their own decisions about sexual matters. Jillian, please attend to my new friend."
"Yes Mistress," Jillian replied, and she slid under the table and crawled over to my mother. This was the second woman in a few hours to service my mother from under a table... which was so surreal.
"Now, Cassandra," Beth said, looking into my eyes and capturing them with her aqua blue ones. "Until your mother or I say otherwise, you're going to be my totally obedient pet; is that clear?"
"Um..." I began, her eyes still drawing me in, her beauty captivating me, and her offer one I was unable to refuse, "...yes."
"Good," Beth nodded. "Barbara, I hope you don't mind if I take your daughter off to one of the private rooms."
"Of course not," some said.
"Cassandra, please stand up," Beth ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I said, doing as I was told, my pussy on fire, and addressing her in a manner that indicated I understood the hierarchy between us. But I was still testing the waters by not addressing her as my full 'Mistress'.
"Good girl," Beth said as she slid out of the booth the long way. "Barbara, please use my pet however you wish, short of extreme pain or breaking her skin. You'll find she's very well trained."
"Thank you," Mom said, as Beth stood up and opened her purse. She pulled something out and reached down (I was still seated) to fasten it on me... it was a collar.
"Ready for a night of ultimate submission?" Beth asked.
I looked into her eyes... yes, I was nervous... yes, I was excited... so I answered, giving completely into her by saying fervently, "Yes, Mistress."
She returned to her purse and pulled out a leash. My eyes went wide as she clipped one end to the collar around my neck and said, "Enjoy the club, Barbara."
"I shall. And enjoy my daughter, Beth," Mom replied, as I looked at her... and saw a great big smile on her face. I returned the smile, albeit a bit nervously, before I felt a slight tug on the leash, and I began walking away, following my 'Mistress de la nuit'.
We walked past quite a few people, many of them looking at me, none of them with a shocked look on their faces... most with approval, a couple perhaps even with jealousy.
Beth greeted a few women in passing, before leading me down a hallway, this one straight (unlike the entrance from the street), as if we were in a luxury hotel. She tapped in a code, and we entered a room.
I followed her inside and was surprised by what I saw, because it still looked like we were in a fancy hotel. It had a small wet bar. It had a couch and a bed and a door that must open into a bathroom of some description. But it didn't have any windows, and it had four flat television screens attached to one wall... each one showing a different view of the club, no doubt in real time.
"Would you like a drink?" Beth asked.
"Yes, please," I said. A little liquid courage might relax me... since I was very, very, very nervous.
She pressed a button on the bar, and a few seconds later, not even ten, a woman dressed in a skimpy, and I mean skimpy, maid's outfit walked in. And back to skimpy for a moment: her bodice cradled no more than the bottom third of her firm c-cup breasts, and her skirt was short enough to reveal not only her black thigh high stockings, but also her hairless pussy.
"Hi Candi; please pour me a martini, and... what would you like, Casandra?" Beth asked me.
"I'll have a martini as well, please," I said.
"Two martinis, Candi," Beth said, and she sat down on the couch... gently tugging on my leash to draw me close to her. "Kneel beside me, Cassandra."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, kneeling on the soft, plush, carpeted floor.
"Don't be nervous, "Beth said.
"I can't control that," I smiled. "But I'll do my best."
"Fair enough," she laughed. "I sense that you already have a Mistress."
"Kind of," I answered, although in truth I most definitely did.
"That's pretty vague," she smiled.
"It's complicated," I said, words I always hated when people used them to describe their relationships... but those two words best described my current situation.
"All relationships are."
"It's very complicated," I stressed, as the girl brought us our martinis. "Thank you, Candi," I said.
"You're welcome, miss," the girl said.
"That will be all, Candi," Beth said as she accepted her martini.
"Of course, ma'am," the pretty girl said, and she walked away, leaving us alone again. (And since you're wondering... yes, her naked and shapely ass was fully displayed as she left. As the song says, 'I hate to see you go, but I love to watch you walk away.')
"So it's very complicated," she said.
"I wouldn't even know where to begin," I said.
"Then let me see if I can guess," Beth said, as she slipped out of her heels.
"Okay."
"She's younger than you are," she surmised.
"Yes."
"Much younger?" she drilled down.
"Yes."
"And you were straight before meeting her?"
"Theoretically yes. But until recently, I haven't had much sex at all," I answered, surprised at how she could know all this.
"And now?"
"About being straight or whatever? I seriously don't know," I admitted.
"I see," she said, taking a sip from her martini.
So I took a sip of mine... totally unsure about what was happening.
"Did you resist her at first?"
"Yes," I said. "A lot."
"Massage my foot, Cassandra," she ordered softly.
I obeyed, when she offered me her left foot.
"Does she demean you?"
"Yes."
"Humiliate you?"
"Yes."
"And how does that make you feel?"
"Ashamed."
"And?"
"Humiliated," as I massaged her foot... in itself a demeaning task, but this time it didn't feel like it.
"And?"
"Over time, excited," I said.
"Why do you think that is?" she asked.
"I really don't know," I said... that being the million-dollar question.
"And that mystery frustrates you, doesn't it?"
"Yes."
"And after the sexual high of submission dwindles away and you're alone, you resent both her and yourself," she continued batting a thousand.
"Yes."
"Would it be putting it too strongly if I said you hated yourself at those times?"
"Ummm..." I had to think about that for a few moments, but then the answer was obvious. "No, not at all; sometimes recently I've despised myself."
"And you promise yourself you won't ever let it happen again," as she uncrossed and re-crossed her legs... thus offering me her other foot.
I mindlessly began massaging her right foot as I answered, "God, yes."
"And yet..." she said, letting her words linger.
"Yes, the next time I submit again," I sighed heavily.
"I can see you're struggling with all of this."
"Yes, I really am."
"And yet, now that you've discovered this unexpected side of yourself, you know you can't go back to the life you were previously living," she said.
"How can you possibly know all this about me?" I asked.
"Experience," she said. "I discovered... or more accurately, I allowed myself to explore... all the fantasies I had denied myself when I was married."
"Until recently I never fantasied about doing anything like what I'm doing."
"You never fantasied about being with a woman?"
"No, never."
"And now?"
"Now I have constant dreams about lesbian sex... sometimes even when I'm awake... and I don't even know who I am anymore. And that's like an ongoing panic attack!"
"I know it's scary and confusing, but once you accept what you are, and the pleasure that comes from embracing this new version of yourself," she said, as she uncrossed her legs and parted them wide enough to give me a lovely view of her pussy... which was shaved, except for a tussle of hair just above it. "And the pleasure you can bestow upon others."
Seeing her pussy, her very inviting pussy, was making my mouth water, and I couldn't keep myself from staring at it.
"What are you thinking?" she asked.
"How gorgeous your pussy is, and how much I want to pleasure you," I answered without hesitation.
"Do you feel any shame?" she asked.
"No, none at all," I said, for indeed wasn't feeling any shame... only hunger.
"Because you were born to please," she said.
"Yes," I said, longing to please her... longing to taste her.
"But for you to enjoy it, it needs to be in a safe place," she said.
"I feel very safe right now, Mistress. May I please lick you?" I asked.
"Tell me how badly you want it," she said, bringing her hand to her pussy, and parting her labia to reveal a bright swath of glistening pink flesh.
"Please, Mistress, I want to lick your pussy so badly," I said hungrily. "And I want to be your pet."
"Are you sure that's what you want?" she asked, slowly rubbing her pussy... and thus tempting me even more.
"Yes Mistress, please let me eat your pussy, and please use me as your submissive pet," I said, desperate to taste her... to serve her... to hear her moan.
"Very well, go ahead," she allowed.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, and I leaned forward and buried my face in her pussy.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned softly as I parted her pussy lips. "That's so good."
I was in no rush while I slowly licked her... while I explored every region of her pussy... and tasted her sweetness... indulging in the simple act of pleasuring another woman.
Compared to my constant verbal and physical humiliation at the hands of Amber and her friends or acquaintances, this was a completely different experience. It was actually a relaxing sexual experience... if that's even a thing.
"Oh yes, my pet, take your time," she moaned.
I loved her supportive words... her gentle encouragement... her responsive moans.
So for several minutes... or more... the length of time irrelevant... I just kept exploring... and licking... and probing... simply enjoying the act of pleasuring this woman... this wonderful woman... or at least I considered her wonderful, even though I knew almost nothing about her.
As her moans increased, I felt her hand pressing gently on the back of my head, and I heard her say, "Let's step this up now. Suck on my clit, my pet."
I obeyed, and her words, her moans, and her hand on my head were all telling me she was close to coming. So I shifted from slow, teasing, meandering licking, to quicker aggression, knowing the length of time I spent now did matter, since we both wanted me to get her off, in part so I could taste her cum, but even more because she deserved all the pleasure I could manage to give her.
"Oh yes, don't stop," she moaned, not once calling me a slut, or any other derogatory terms. In her world, what we were doing was called 'lovemaking' for good reason.
I had no intention of stopping, as I worked her pussy over, increasingly desperate to taste her full nectar.
"Oh, God," she moaned loudly, and she came... her cum not exploding all over my face, but instead oozing out slowly... languorously... which provided me with the leisure... and once again the concept of time had entered the picture... to savour Beth's cum in a full and meaningful fashion.
I lapped up... and enjoyed... the aftermath of her orgasm... like I always did... but this time I never wanted it to end. Being on my knees, leisurely enjoying my sensuous task, felt so natural... so relaxing....
Two or three minutes later, her gentle hand released the back of my head, and she gazed down at me and asked, "Have you truly just begun eating pussy?"
"Yes Mistress," I admitted.
"Then you are indeed a natural," she praised.
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied.
"If you come here regularly, you'll become very popular," she said.
"Until my Mom brought me here tonight, I didn't even know this club existed."
"Well we don't advertise, it's all word of mouth," she said.
"I see."
"Once your mother returns to Le Aphrodite, you'll need to become a member of Le Cygne to return here, and for that you'll need a local sponsor. I'd be honoured to be that sponsor, if you'd like me to."
"That would be wonderful, Mistress."
"Then I'll submit a membership application on your behalf before I leave here tonight. Your annual dues will be a few thousand dollars; will that be an issue for you?"
"Not at all."
"Then that's settled," she said. Then after a brief pause, "So... did you enjoy performing a sexual act without all the verbal degrading?"
"Yes indeed, Mistress, it was heavenly!" I gushed.
"But when it does happen, do you like the trash talk?"
"No," I said. Then I paused and added, "well, I always hate and resent it after the fact, but during the heat of the moment, it actually turns me on."
"That's only natural," she said. "Or rather it's natural for a submissive, which you unmistakably are."
"It is?"
"Yes," she nodded. "Many submissive women are turned on by verbal humiliation. And sometimes even dominant ones, when we're roleplaying."
"Why is that?" I asked, delighted to be with someone commanding and sexy I could actually talk to! Of course my developing relationship with my mother was great too, but I didn't think I'd be licking her pussy anytime soon, and Mistress Beth lived locally.
"There's no simple answer to that," she said. "I mean it's not normally my style. Yet I'll push my pets in many ways too, when it seems beneficial. For many women, being degraded is a means of getting forced out of their comfort zone, or to explore a personal insecurity, such as thinking they're not good enough."



"Mmmmmm," I said, pondering this. "I don't know if that fits me at all."
"It could also be about letting go enough to allow someone else to control you."
"I hate that."
"Do you really?" she asked. "I mean obviously you think you do, or you wouldn't have said so. But in essence, that's what you've allowed that younger woman to do to you ongoingly, and although it's not quite the same, it's what you allowed... and even encouraged me to do to you just now."
"Tonight has been totally different. Like you pointed out, you provided a safe place for me. With you I feel nurtured instead of beaten down and almost destroyed, like I almost always feel with... her."
"I totally agree," she said as she pulled me up after she first stood up. "But I think it's important for you to completely explore who you are sexually... and then to discuss with someone you can trust, how that exploration is impacting you mentally and emotionally during each step of the way."
She then embraced and kissed me.
Gently.
For two or three minutes... we kissed. It was so intimate... so tender... and yet I wanted more. The longer this kiss lasted, the more I wanted her to grab my ass, to push me to my knees, to spin me around and bend me over and fuck me with a strap-on.
When she broke the kiss, she asked, looking into my eyes, "That was difficult for you, wasn't it?"
"What do you mean?"
"You couldn't just enjoy that kiss," she said.
"I totally enjoyed that kiss."
"I didn't say you didn't enjoy it," she said. "I said you couldn't... just... enjoy it."
"What do you mean?" I repeated.
"I mean you weren't completely invested in the kiss," she said.
"I wasn't?"
"Okay, yes you were at first," she admitted, "but the longer it continued, the more distracted you got."
"Maybe a little," I admitted.
"What were your thoughts?" she asked.
"It's embarrassing."
"Then it's especially important for you to tell me."
"Very well, I wanted to know why you weren't grabbing my ass. I was wondering whether you were going to push me to my knees and hoping you would, or maybe spin me around and fuck me with some huge toy," I admitted, blurting it all out.
"I see," she said, looking at me with great tenderness.
"I'm so fucked up," I sighed.
"No," she said. "You're discovering who you are."
"But what if I don't like this person I'm discovering?" I asked.
"That's inevitable at first, but you'll also love some other things about the complex woman you're discovering. You'll progress through the ups and downs of discovery," she said. "The highs of submission, the lows of regret... but once you accept that all of this is who you are, and that this... whatever it is... is what turns you on... and then once you can accept this woman... warts and all, as they say... then you can be free to unabashedly be yourself."
"I understand that," I said, thinking that made sense. "But I don't feel free."
"Did you feel free while you were obeying me?"
"Wonderfully!"
"Then perhaps it's about finding your comfort zone and finding women you feel comfortable with," she said.
"What if one of them works for me?" I asked, which was kind of true, or at least it had been when all of this started.
"Never mix work and pleasure," she said.
"Too late for that," I sighed.
"Well, you seem to be comfortable with me," she said, reaching into her purse and pulling out a card. "So if you ever want to talk, or play together, or to ask me to train you in some particular way, just give me a call."
"Thank you," I said, taking the card. "And I didn't bring a purse, but if you happen to think of me, you can reach me through my shop, and I'd love to come to you, and then we can do whatever you want."
"You're welcome, and I'll certainly keep you in mind," she smiled warmly. She looked up at one of the screens. "Would you look at that! Your mother is obviously completely comfortable with who she is!"
I turned my head around, checked out the screen she was pointing at, and there was my mother... stripped down to her stockings and a strap-on, fucking a young redhead who was dressed as a cheerleader, while a large black woman was fucking my mother doggy style. "Oh my God!"
"It was a pleasure to meet you," Beth said.
"You too," I said distractedly, still staring at the screen... completely blown away by the sight of my naked mother engaged in a wild threesome, while a couple dozen women in various states of undress were cheering her on.
"Why don't you go back out and have some fun?" Beth said. "My pet Jillian appears to be free right now and she's a switch, so if you'd like to submit to her, you can tell her I said to use Approach 4B with you. That's forceful but loving, with some light bondage and edging. See how you like it. Or she'd be open to your playing with her as equals, instead. Or you might find someone else to play with... it's totally up to you."
"Okay, I'll go out there and play it by ear," I said, in a bit of a daze.
"Oh, and one more thing," she added. Except for your stockings, you aren't wearing anything beneath that lovely dress of yours, are you? No bra or panties?"
"No, just the birthday suit they issued me when I was born," I joked.
"Excellent," she said. "So at this point in the evening, the dress will look lots better draped over your arm than it does covering your body. It's just a thought."
"Okay Mistress, I think it's a great thought!" I agreed playfully. So I stripped it off and did a naked twirl for her, while she checked out my hot bod approvingly. Beth then opened the door for me, and I returned to the heart of the club, which had gotten a lot wilder than when I left it.
Now I wonder where Jillian might be. Oh good, there she is!
The end of Chapter 3
Special note: While this was originally intended to be a three-part series, I've been struggling to decide how to end it. So I'm leaving it up to you... the readers. Below I've listed three different options for Cassandra's future. I'll write whichever of them receives the most votes within a month of this story being posted on Literotica.
Option 1: Full Acceptance
Cassandra accepts who she is, and she submits completely to Amber... after, of course, one more fight to regain control of her company. No incest.
Option 2: Mistress Mommy
Cassandra submits to her mother, who saves her from Amber's clutches in an epic finale of two Mistresses battling it out. Definitely incest, and maybe a wild 'bridge night'.
Option 3: Ultimate Fall
Cassandra submits completely to Amber after a failed attempt to regain control of her company once and for all... with her mother also succumbing... both Williams women are completely humiliated. Knowing Amber, incest is very likely; but they may not like it.
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Summary: Brian discovers he really loves getting fucked.
WARNING PLEASE READ:
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HypnoSissy 1: Becoming a Cocksucker
A cocky 18-year-old high school senior, Brian, tries to seduce a pretty college girl, Rose, but instead is seduced by her. Rose, after allowing him to go down on her a couple of times, gives him a USB with a dozen videos that she assigns him to watch (unknown to him they are hypno-sissy videos) and gradually he begins to get curious about sucking cock and eating cum. After watching all 12, Brian is summoned to Rose's college dorm and before the night is done, he sucks his first cock and swallows his first load of cum.
HypnoSissy 2: Becoming a Cum Slut
Brian, having had his first cock, is given by the beautiful, mysterious Rose a second set of videos to watch. Watching the second set, his hunger for cock builds until he meets a stranger at lunchtime in a van, and then is taken to a gloryhole by Rose, where he gets to suck on five very different cocks.
HypnoSissy 3: Big Nerd's Cock
Brian spends the day after the gloryhole visit desperately trying to avoid the nerd he'd sucked there. Of course by now his hunger for cock and cum control his very being, and in the end he succumbs to the nerd, one he'd bullied for years. After sucking and swallowing the cum from this nerd's big cock he learns a shocking secret... he's Rose's brother. The chapter ends with Brian receiving a new USB from Rose.
HypnoSissy 4: Cum Cravings
Brian watches four more training videos, each reinforcing the proposition that he's a cock sucker and his natural purpose is to serve. After four days, Rose picks him up to take him to a special sex party where he serves six men and is given a circle jerk baptism (sprinkling, not immersion) before serving another man. After watching a few wild sex acts, he sucks one more cock for the road; he then accepts a business card from a mysterious stranger who orders him to text him tomorrow. The chapter ends with Rose fucking him in the car and deciding he's ready for the next step in his training.
HypnoSissy 5: Ecclesiastical Sucking
Brian goes to meet the mysterious stranger, who is a Minister in a very unorthodox church. Brian's job interview is to suck two cocks, which he aces easily. He then is trained in the art of cock sucking by the church's GILF secretary before he gets to fuck and come in her ass. The chapter ends with Rose inviting him over for some new videos.
HypnoSissy 6: Educated to be Pegged
Brian watches more hypno sissy videos, including some with shemales and focusing on anal sex... with the climactic conclusion being he gets pegged by Rose.
HypnoSissy Ch. 7
Brian is offered the opportunity to suck off eight nerds at a glory hole at an all nerd's 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 Ch. 8
Brian loses his actual anal virginity in a wild foursome with Rose, Camry and a sexy shemale.
HypnoSissy Ch. 9
Rose gives Brian a cage to wear and retains possession of the key, and she assigns him even more intense Hypnosissy videos to watch, while now he also fucks himself with a dildo. Brian outs himself to a musical nerd named Elmer by sucking his cock at school. He learns about a large secret society of male cock suckers and other perverts that spans generations, which he decides to join.
HypnoSissy Ch. 10
Brian watches even more hypno-videos, these ones concentrating more on his becoming more feminine than just his sucking cock and getting sodomized. At the end of the videos he fills out sort of a sissy aptitude questionnaire where he scores borderline sissy. He revisits a men's room at the local college dedicated to white guys servicing black guys, where he sucks three cocks. Then that night he hooks up with the father of one of his friends, which is the first time he's sodomized by an actual guy. Oh yes, and throughout all of this, his cock is caged and he's wearing pink panties.
And now... Chapter 11 of Brian's continued wild sexual awakening....
Wednesday:
When my alarm went off the next morning, I woke up on top of the covers and still dressed. I really couldn't afford to miss another morning of school!
I got off the bed, got undressed, and saw cum stains on both the front and back of the pantyhose. I'd obviously oozed out some cum from my pitifully caged clitty, and also a fair amount of Mr. Mulroney's cum had leaked out of my pussy, creating a larger dried spot.
I took them off and hid them under my pillow; I'd have to deal with laundering them later.
I went and showered, and then as I was walking past my parents' room, I felt compelled to filch another pair of Mom's pantyhose. I looked around, didn't see anyone, so I scurried in, grabbed the first pair I saw, mocha coloured ones, and hurried back to my room.
I put on my only thong, figuring I'd secretly be dressed extra feminine when I met Rose's parents in their home tonight... and then put the pantyhose on over it. I wasn't certain whether I'd keep them on for the evening's dinner party, but I felt compelled to wear them at least for now.
I slid into some jeans and a sweatshirt... and went down to have breakfast.
I chatted with my parents, and then headed to school.
Just as I reached the school, I received a text.
It was from Mr. Watson: Good news. If you are still interested, I have your official invitation to be initiated into The Club.
One brief text, and my clitty woke up.
I responded, not even pondering how this could be anything but good news: Sounds great! I am definitely still interested.
Mr. Watson responded as I got out of my car: Great. I will send you the details later, but it will begin at 8PM this Saturday.
I responded as I walked into the school: Perfect. I'll clear my schedule.
There was no response, but I accidentally bumped into someone while I was still checking my phone.
It was Hernandez... a nerd... and I wondered if I'd secretly sucked his cock last weekend at Elmer's glory hole. He turned around and looked at me fearfully. Whether I'd sucked him or not, he obviously thought I was still the same arrogant bully I'd been until a couple of weeks ago.
I said mildly, "Sorry, Hernandez, I wasn't paying attention to where I was going."
"Stay out of his way, you," Josh, a senior receiver on the football team stepped in and barked, giving Hernandez a shove.
No longer being an insensitive jock, and still with my attention on the reasonable possibility I'd sucked his cock recently, I said to Josh, "Leave him alone, man. I'm the one who walked into him."
"So what? He should stay out of our way," Josh said, glaring at Hernandez, who looked like he might piss his pants.
"Seriously, man," I insisted. "Leave him alone!"
"What's the matter with you?" he asked, still looking a bit angry, but now irritated with me, as Hernandez scurried away.
"Nothing," I said. "Why are you picking on someone who didn't do anything to you?"
"Because I can, of course," he said. "And when did you become a pacifist?"
"Just leave him alone," I said, and walked away.
"Jesus Christ!" Josh said.
I was in class watching a boring ass video, when I received a text from Eugene: You stood up for Hernandez. Good job. If you want a reward, you can meet me in Mrs. Walker's classroom at lunch.
Mrs. Walker was a hot English teacher I'd frequently imagined fucking. She always wore dresses or skirts, and always with pantyhose. She was a MILF I'd had my eyes on fucking before I graduated, until Rose happened.
I responded: Will that be private enough?
He replied: Yes. Do you want a treat or not?
I responded: Yes.
"Brian, is there something on your phone you'd like to share with us?" the teacher asked.
"N-n-no," I stammered, closing my text messages. But then my phone visibly vibrated while it was still in my hand.
"I think I'll check that message on behalf of the class," he said coolly, approaching me.
I quickly locked my phone, and then I handed it to him while it buzzed again. He looked down at it and then back up at me. Expressionlessly.
Then, still completely cool and unreadable, he walked away.
Fuck!
For a few seconds, he'd have been able to see whatever message it was. What if it was something incriminating?
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
For the next forty minutes, I worried and fretted.
I respected Mr. Mills; he was a good teacher, although he was rather stern. I prayed the text had been from someone else... anyone... well, not absolutely anyone... since at this stage of my journey there were any number of people who could be sending me inappropriate texts.
When the bell rang, I went to Mr. Mills' desk, and he handed me my phone.
"I'm sorry for disrespecting your rules, Mr. Mills," I apologized.
"It's alright," he said, and since we were now alone, he then said, "But tell me: do you play golf?"
My cheeks went red as I replied, recalling this weird, secret, two part passcode Mr. Watson had mentioned, "I like holes in one."
"Interesting," he said, as my cheeks burned with embarrassment at being outed to him, and yet feeling relieved that he belonged to this secret society.
As a new batch of kids began entering the room for the next period, he instructed, "Come and see me after lunch in my spare. I'll write you an excuse from whatever class you have."
"Yes, sir," I nodded, wondering what might transpire at that time.
"Now go," he waved me away.
I walked out, checking my phone.
There were four messages I hadn't seen before... Mr. Mills could have seen all of them... since he'd checked my phone twice that I'd noticed during the rest of the period, and I could have easily missed his checking it once more.
The newest was from Rose: I'll pick you up at 4:30 at your house. Dress nice. Suit and tie. And panties.
Panties. Okay, that one wasn't good, but it would be far worse if Mr. Mills wasn't in The Club.
I responded: I'm in my thong today. Does that work?
I decided not to mention I was also wearing pantyhose... since I wasn't sure whether that would turn her on or make her think I was too gay... although based on all those sissy videos she'd been giving me to watch, I was 99% sure she'd be fine with it.
The second newest was from Mom: Are you coming home for dinner tonight?
I responded: No, I'm going to meet Rose's parents, but I will be home for a while after school.
The third newest was from Camry: Hey, cock sucker. Glory hole needs someone at break. Want a couple of loads?
I decided not to worry about Mr. Mills since we both 'played golf', and responded, my mouth salivating in expectation of all the cock I'd be getting today. A couple of loads at break, Eugene at lunch, probably Mr. Mills in the afternoon. It was shaping up to be a good day: I'll be there.
The one that must have prompted Mr. Mills to take my phone away was from Mr. Watson: Great. I'll make it happen. Also, if you're hungry, I have a prep next period.
His number was displayed, but it wasn't a contact, so there was no way Mr. Mills could have gotten much from that... unless he could read between the lines. And given he belonged to The Club, he very well could... but again, it wasn't a problem.
I responded to Mr. Watson, and started heading towards his classroom instead of mine: Be there ASAP.
While I was relating to those ones, a new text came in from Eugene: Be there as soon as the bell rings. I got shit to do at lunch, but you deserve a reward for being a good girl.
I responded to Eugene: Thanks. I'll be there ASAP after the bell, and my class is in the same hallway.
I reached the auto shop classroom, walked in, and headed to the back of the room, where he was washing his hands.
"Hi, Mr. Watson," I greeted.
"Hey, got time for a quick chat?"
"Yeah, I'll be late for class, but whatever," I shrugged.
"I'll write an excuse for you," he said, as he walked into his office and I followed. "Close and lock the door."
"Yes, sir."
"You don't have to call me sir in private," he said. "I suck as much cock as I get sucked. I'll suck yours right here and now, if you're out of that cage."
"Nope," I sighed.
"How long before your bird flies free?" he asked, seeming concerned.
"Don't know," I shrugged. "But I'm seeing her tonight."
"I see," he said.
"I don't mean to rush you, but I slept late and missed yesterday morning's classes, so may I suck you right away?" I asked, still finding the crazy situations I found myself in, and the outlandish words coming out of my mouth on a regular basis, pretty unbelievable.
"Yeah, sure," he said, pulling his jeans down. I dropped in front of him, pulled his boxers down and took his cock in my mouth. The first one of the day.
I can't explain why, but after being on edge all morning, the moment I was on my knees with a cock in my mouth, I felt at ease.
I swirled my tongue around his flaccid cock, working on getting it hard.
"Oh, I like that," he groaned, as he hardened in my mouth.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, my new go to response whenever someone said something to me while my mouth was filled with cock.
"Yeah," he groaned.
Once he was hard, I gave him my fast suck version, deep throating him easily, and creating the extra saliva needed to bathe his cock lavishly.
In only three or four minutes he warned, "I'm about to bust."
I responded with my usual, "Mmmmmmm," and then deciding I really wanted to taste his load, backed off and said, "Come in my mouth, instead of my throat; I want to taste your yummy load."
"Sure, kid," he said, stroking his cock while aiming it at my wide open mouth.
A few strokes later, he was shooting his cum into my open bulls eye, although a bit of it drifted down onto my chin and sweater.
"Fuck," he grunted.
Once he was done, I closed my mouth and swished the load back and forth like a viscous mouthwash, enjoying its gooey texture and salty taste, before I swallowed it all down, and took his cock back in my mouth.
"You really are a great cock sucker," he said approvingly.
After a few seconds, I let his cock slip out of my mouth, stood up and said, "Words that a couple weeks ago I would never have imagined hearing."
"Yeah, that first cock must have changed everything," he said, understanding my lust and my weakness.
"Tell me about it," I said, as I scooped a wad of cum off my sweater and popped it into my mouth like the cum craving addict I was becoming.
"Wait until your initiation," he said.
"I can't wait," I said. "I understand Mr. Mills is also in The Club."
"If he were, how would you know?" he asked guardedly.
"He confiscated my phone in class this morning, saw some text messages on it, and then after class we discussed golf," I answered, as he put his cock away.
"I see," he said.
"It's okay to mention it to you, isn't it?" I worried. "Since you're both members of The Club, and I'm about to join it?"
"Oh, certainly; no problem," he reassured me. "Did anything come from your mutual recognition?"
"Yeah," I said. "I'm supposed to meet him during his preparation period right after lunch."
"He likes to fuck bottoms," he warned.
"Well, since the last time, back when I told your friends I didn't take it in the ass..." I began and then stopped, once again realizing how gay I was sounding.
"You now take it in the ass?" he asked.
"Yeah," I admitted sheepishly. "Although only a couple times so far."
"Then I imagine there's a good chance that count will increase in a couple of hours."
"Do you feel ashamed after you get fucked?" I asked.
"I used to," he said. "It's pretty unavoidable at first, since it takes some time to process it and reach the point of accepting without any reservations who you really are, and who you're meant to be."
"Most of the time I'm fine with it," I said. "But sometimes I feel extremely guilty or ashamed."
"Well, I can only speak from experience," he said. "Luckily, things have changed a lot from when I was first discovering my love for cock. My first cocks in the 60s were black, and back then, being gay wasn't tolerated by just about anybody. But worse, being a black cock sucking bottom for the butler and help was enough to get a young blood disowned!"
"You were disowned?" I gasped, thinking back to stories about how much race relations had changed in the last sixty years, although in some ways nothing had really changed, since just about all black people still had good reason to fear for their lives around the police, sometimes even if they were only stopped for speeding.
"No, but that was only because my Dad was also a willing cock sucker and bottom for BBC, although I didn't find out about it until years later," he said. "So I wasn't only questioning my sexuality, but also my place in the world, since I couldn't resist the temptation of the almighty cock from the time I was eighteen. For instance, one day I sucked every male member of one of my Dad's employees family at their reunion, which had over forty brothers in attendance."
"Wow!" I said, that marathon sounding amazing.
"Yeah, I was spit roasted a dozen times, and I took over sixty loads into or onto me that day. And that night too, since we kept going until dawn."
"Amazing," I said.
"Yeah, in retrospect it really was," he said. "But eventually I figured out that whenever I'd finished swallowing a load or getting fucked, I only felt any shame and guilt because of what society kept telling me I was supposed to be. Often the term 'real man' has some really harmful definitions."
"I understand," I nodded.
"So in the 80s, I finally came to grips with who I was after years of trying to deny my cock lust to myself, and I haven't looked back. There needn't be any shame in accepting who you are."
"Ya think?" I asked.
"Yes, and I'm serious," he said. "You're lucky the times have changed for the most part, although cock sucking and gay sex is still somewhat taboo and underground. But you're only eighteen instead of in your forties, and you already know who you are. So try to accept it. There's no shame required."
"I guess," I said dubiously.
"I know. Marianne Williamson once said something like, 'It's a long journey from the head to the heart.' And she was right: accepting a truth into your mind is a helpful first step, but it doesn't get very useful until you know it in your gut. But affirmations can help you get there. So say something affirming," he said. "Tell me you're a cock sucker and you're proud of it."



"I'm a cock sucker and I'm proud of it," I said, not too convincingly.
"Again," he said. "And this time say it you like you mean it."
"I'm a cock sucker and I'm proud of it," I repeated, this time with a tad more bravado.
"Better," he said. "Another thing that helps is discovering almost no one is who they seem to be. Not just as a theory, but seeing it in actual people."
"How so?"
"Well... just like there's a gay male secret society, there's also a secret lesbian society, and a quickly growing swinging society both in this city and in the world," he said. "All of them secret, but all of them gaining momentum, and someday they won't need to be secret."
"Really?" I asked, Mr. Watson surprising me with stunning revelations every time we got into a chat.
"If you pass your initiation this weekend, and then join in the gay orgy the next weekend, you'll see for yourself there are lots of very prominent men who suck cock, who get fucked, and who get used or who use other men. Politicians, lawyers, teachers, doctors, celebrities..." he listed.
"This is a lot to take in," I said.
"Yeah, but you don't have to absorb all of it at once," he said. "But my main point is, the people who are full of shame are the ones who don't accept who they are, and who deny the temptations inside them," he said. "But you, whether you've mentally acknowledged it or not yet, have already accepted this is the real you. Sometimes Ms. Williamson got it backwards: the truth can be awakened in the heart, then it needs to work its way into the head. And I think that's what your girlfriend is helping you to achieve, and you're almost there. From what I can see, you're already at home in yourself, or at least you are most of the time."
"I am?" I asked.
"Aren't you?" he asked back.
"I guess I am," I admitted. "Most of the time."
"It takes time to completely accept who we are," he said. "But you're well on your way."
"Thanks," I said.
"I'm always here to listen, Brian," he said. "Or to get sucked, or to fuck you, or once that cage is removed, to suck your cock or to get fucked."
"Good to know," I said, this entire conversation having been not only clarifying, but also surreally relaxing.
"Get to class," he said, writing a note and handing it to me.
"Thanks," I said.
"Yeah, anytime," he said.
I went to class pondering his philosophy and advice. There was no doubt I loved cock. No doubt I'd do almost anything to get it... in fact, I seemed to be proving that day in and day out. I just needed to keep reminding myself I didn't need to be ashamed by any of this. And even if I was feeling ashamed, that wasn't the only thing I was feeling.
At breaktime, I went back to the glory hole, where I sucked two teachers' cocks... none of us saying a word... one cock was small and it came in like two minutes, and the other one was seven inches or so with a wild side curve, and that one eventually took charge and fucked my mouth until I swallowed its load.
"Fuck, it's hot watching you suck cock," Camry told me.
"Do you say that to all the cock suckers?" I joked as I stood up.
"Nope," she said. "Nobody's as much of a cum whore as you are."
"Thanks... I guess," I said. Statements like that were typically used to humiliate someone, yet as I reminded myself of Mr. Watson's words, I figured not only it was a compliment, but she'd meant it as one.
At lunchtime following another boring class, I went into Mrs. Walker's classroom, a little nervous she'd be there... but she wasn't.
"Close the door," Eugene said.
I did.
"Quick," he said from where he was leaning back against the wall. "Get over here."
I went to him and dropped in front of him, and he said, "This is your final free load."
"Free load?" I asked as I fished his cock out.
"Yes, the next time you want my cock, it goes in your ass."
"Okay, no problem," I said without hesitation, as I took his cock in my mouth.
"No problem?" he asked, surprised by my answer, and likely by how casually I'd delivered it, as I began to bob.
He used a hand on my forehead to push me away so I could answer, and he asked, "You take it in the ass now?"
"Your sister pegged me last Friday, then she had her shemale friend fuck me the following evening," I said. "The reamings didn't kill me, and I even enjoyed them."
"Alyssa," he nodded.
"Yeah, and then last night in a back alley, a guy railed me while I was bent over the tailgate of his pickup truck," I added, not sure why I was offering him so much information, especially when I'd felt so unwilling on Saturday morning to tell him about my pegging.
"Nice," he said, looking at his watch. "Butt... it will have to wait for now. Butt... I'm fucking your ass real soon."
"I hope so," I said, meaning it, and then I took his cock back into my mouth.
"You really are a faggot now," he said, for once sounding more impressed than condescending.
As usual, I moaned on his cock as I bobbed.
"I mean, there are some great cock suckers at school, and some pretty good bottom bitches," he said, as I devoured his cock with cum hungry lust while listening intently, "but none of them have gone from the top of the school's popularity roster to a two hole cum bucket for any cock they can find, in just a couple weeks."
"I blame you and your sister for all of it," I joshed, after ever so briefly taking his cock out of my mouth.
"I'll happily take my share of the credit," he said affably. "But remember, no matter how many cocks you suck, or how many dicks you hunt down for banging that muscular ass, I'm top dog."
When I didn't respond, he pushed my head away again and asked, looking intently down at me, "Do you understand?"
"Yes," I said.
"Yes, what?" he asked, slapping me in the face with his cock.
"Yes, you're my Master. I'll do whatever you say, and I'll suck you or let you fuck me wherever and whenever you want," I babbled mindlessly, sounding like a complete faggot. "My mouth and ass... or pussy, whatever you want to call it... is available for your pleasure twenty-four seven."
"Shit," he said, clearly impressed by my sudden and way over the top capitulation.
Yet wanting to prove it to him, so hungry for his cock, I added, "In fact, I'll bend over right now if you like, and you can bury your load in my ass."
"That's fucking tempting," he said. "It really is. But it will have to wait."
He slid his cock back into my mouth, and obviously turned on by my nasty submission and reassurances, he fucked my mouth very roughly.
I moaned on his cock throughout the brief couple minutes of face fucking, before he grunted and spewed his load in my mouth.
When he pulled out, I said, still in full sissy submission mode, "Thank you Master, for allowing me to suck your cock and swallow your load."
"Shit," he said, pulling me up, spinning me around, pushing me against the wall he'd been leaning against, and kissing me.
Even after all the slutty things I'd done in the last two weeks, all the cock I'd sucked, all the loads I'd taken, even the sodomy, I wasn't expecting this!
Nor did I ever think I'd respond to a guy's kissing me by kissing him back. But I did!
It was only fifteen seconds, give or take, before he broke our sensual kiss and walked away... leaving me alone in the classroom, my imprisoned cock once again trying to break free, as I tried to process what had just happened.
I shook my head, stunned that I'd allowed a man to kiss me, and even more stunned that I'd kissed him back. And I was completely bewildered that it had felt... really good.
Fuck!
I wiped my face with my sweater to make sure I had no cum on my face (I did), and headed out and into the cafeteria, and I spent the rest of the lunchtime with some of my teammates... attempting to regain at least a little of my masculinity.
Josh was among the group, and he asked, "Are you done having your period, Brianne?"
"It's still Brian thank you very much, and all I was saying is you don't need to go around bullying everyone who's smaller than you are," I repeated my stance on the subject.
"Says the guy who stuffed Gary in a locker last year, and left him locked up in there," he taunted.
"Yeah, that was really shitty of me," I said, not making any excuses for it. Gary had actually transferred to another school for his senior year, and I'm sure I was the main reason.
"It was hilarious," Josh pointed out.
"No, it was an asshole move," I disagreed.
"So when did you grow a vagina?" he asked.
"It's that college chick," Wally said. "He's gotten himself completely pussy whipped."
I shrugged, "Call me what you want. I have an amazingly hot college girlfriend who does things for me the high school girls around here don't even know are possible." Like caging me and training me into being a two-hole cum slut, I didn't mention.
"For instance saying no," someone joked.
"Yeah," I laughed, back in my suave cocky element, even while the taste of Eugene's cum still lingered in my mouth. "I'm dating a hot college girl who always says, 'Not now honey, I have a headache'."
"You have been acting weird," Harry mentioned.
"How so?" I asked, curious about how these guys were perceiving me, after all I'd gone through recently.
"No idea," he said. "Just different."
"Well, I'll take that pearl of wisdom under advisement," I said. "Anyone else have any personal critiques for me to better myself with?"
No one said anything to that, and the topic shifted to the best colleges for football.
After lunch, I headed to Mr. Mills' classroom, instead of to my actual class. I entered, and he waved me in, saying, "Close the door."
"Yes, sir," I said, closing it, and noticing there wasn't a lock on it.
I walked up to his desk and knelt, and he asked, "So how long have you been a member?"
"I'm not."
"Excuse me?"
"I mean not yet, but I'm being initiated Saturday," I explained. "I was just informed which day this morning."
"I see," he said. After a pause, while he seemed to be gathering his thoughts, he asked, "And how long have you been living this... lifestyle?"
"A couple of weeks."
"Only a couple of weeks?"
"Yes, but it's been a crazy couple of weeks."
"How so?"
"Well, during that time I went from being a homophobic asshole, to being very definitely not homophobic," I answered, as we both beat around the bush, without mentioning what we both knew we were talking about.
"The word is gone."
"Excuse me?" I asked, confused.
"It's 'I've gone from being a homophobic asshole, to being very definitely not homophobic'," he corrected me. "Not went."
Oh. He was only correcting my grammar.
"Sorry teach, I've gone from went homophobic assholery, to very definitely assholery that's not at all homophobic no longer," I rephrased the sentence 'correctly', with a smirk.
"Proper grammar is the foundation of our language," he said, which he said almost daily in class. Ironically, he wasn't an English teacher, but a History one.
"Yes, sir," I agreed.
"So do you prefer being the one doing the worshipping?"
"I do," I nodded.
"I see," he said, still with neither of us clearly saying what we both knew we were talking about.
Finally frustrated with this song and dance, I said, "I don't mean to rush this conversation, sir, but I actually have a class, and I was hoping to suck your cock, swallow your load, and then get back and join that class."
"Brian," he gasped, his face displaying complete shock, "what on earth are you talking about?"
"Y-y-you're not a member?" I stammered, instantly mortified and humiliated... and watching my entire life crumbling before my eyes!
"A member of what?"
"Never mind," I said. "I'm so sorry for my little... umm... practical joke." I was attempting to dissemble, and doing a horrible job of it.
"I'm just kidding, Brian," he said, breaking into a broad smile.
"What?" I asked, really confused.
"Of course I'm in The Club. My preference is fucking a muscular ass, and getting a tough stud like you to moan like a bitch," he said, standing up.
"Jesus Christ," I said, both relieved and pissed off.
"I'm sorry, I really shouldn't have done that."
I was speechless.
"You do take it in the ass, I hope?" Mr. Mills asked.
"I do," I admitted, the shock to my system still recovering from his cruel prank. "But only a few times so far."
"Good," he said, pulling open his drawer and pulling out some lube. "Stand up, pull your pants down, and bend over my desk."
"Sir, I'm not sure I have enough time for that," I said, stubbornly remaining on my knees, because for the first time since discovering my love for cock, I suddenly wasn't in the mood.
He walked over to me, pulled his pants down, and revealed a long nine-inch cock. "Do you have time for this?"
"That's a very nice cock," I admitted, instantly mesmerized.
"I know," he said, and he slid it into my mouth.
My anger faded, my cock lust rose, and I began sucking his big, hard dick.
"Yeah, get it nice and wet and ready for your muscular ass," he said.
He was my second butt fucker to favourably mention my muscular ass just before using it. I'd always perceived faggots as being slim, scrawny twinks... thus that should be what other gay men were drawn to... but I was beginning to discover there must be a lot of men who wanted a strong, well-built man to bend over so they could pound him.
Mr. Mills pulled out and ordered, "Now present that ass to me."
"Yes, sir," I said, my reluctant mood now gone, and now wanting to feel his long, thin cock in my ass... and my cock for the millionth time struggling to break out of its steel cage. It was then I recalled I was wearing pantyhose. But hey, ¡no problemo! Shame no longer something I cared about, only wanting to feel that cock in my ass, I just pulled my pants down.
"Pantyhose and panties," he noted, a little surprised.
"And my clitty is in a cage," I pointed out, sounding pathetic, but like I said, I didn't care.
"Really?" he asked with a bit of astonishment as he lubed his long dick.
"My girlfriend likes me better that way," I explained as I pulled my pantyhose and panties down.
"I see," he said, as he got behind me. "You're just full of surprises."
"Tell me about it," I said, as I felt his wet cock head nestling between my ass cheeks.
"Do you like it in the ass?"
"I've only recently discovered my affinity for it," I said, my sounding really dumb to say that.
"I'm going to pound this muscular ass regularly from now on," he warned me, as he pushed forward, his hand resting on my back, and as his dick slid inside me.
"Oh yes," I moaned, his long cock not all that thick, but feeling damn good.
"Yes, such a tight, muscular ass," he groaned, as his cock continued traveling deeper and deeper inside me.
"Yes, fill my tight ass with your big cock," I moaned.
"I cancelled my regular Wednesday fuck for you," he said.
"Mmmmmm," I said, this school full of sex secrets, "another student?"
"Another teacher."
"I see," I moaned, and he was now balls deep in me.
"Yeah, she loves my cock," he said.
"A woman then," I said, for some reason this surprising me even more than my having a teacher's nine-inch cock in my ass.
"Yeah, Karen is a really nasty ass slut."
"Mrs. Pennyworth?" I asked, the woman under discussion in her fifties, quite large, massive tits, married, with eight kids (eight? Fuck!), and originally from England... her accent turned me on.
"Yeah, I usually dump a load in her ass every Wednesday," he said, as he began slowly fucking me. "She wasn't happy, but I couldn't miss exploring this opportunity."
"I'm happy you did."
"Yeah, this week I'll fuck her ass after school."
"Hot," I moaned, wondering what she'd sound like, dirty talking away in her ultra posh accent..
"Yeah, she's a nasty slut."
"So am I," I moaned grammatically, calling myself a slut in just my American accent.
"And so you are! Do you want to be my regular slut, Brian?" he asked, as he began fucking me faster.
"Yes, sir," I moaned. "I'm a good girl, a good cock sucker, and a good cum bucket. Isn't my pussy tight?"
"So very tight," he said as he fucked my ass.
"Yeah, I can either be your fucking football faggot, or your sexy submissive sissy slut," I offered, offering him two different versions of me.
"That was quite the alliteration elocution," he noted.
"It was?" I asked, not even certain of exactly what I'd said with his cock feeling so good... pre cum undoubtably oozing out of my long neglected clitty.
"Five years from now, do you want to be a man or a woman?" he asked from out of the blue.
That question really threw me! And I didn't actually know the answer. A cock sucker was still a man. I could be getting pegged all the time and still be a man. But getting ass fucked like I'd recently progressed to, and which was happening right now, was straying towards feminine realms. Wearing panties and pantyhose was even more feminine.
"I-I-I don't know," I stammered, not really having any good answer to that question.
"Well, while you examine that question," he said, "squeeze your ass cheeks tight together while I fuck you."
"Okay," I said, doing as he instructed, and his cock inside me began feeling even better.
"There you go," he said. "You either have a tight ass, or an amazing pussy, or both."
"Yes, fuck me, Mr. Mills, fuck my ass, fuck my pussy, breed me with your big cock," I began babbling, wanting to feel him cum inside me, as this simple new nuance of clenching my sphincter both enhanced my pleasure of the fucking, and it seemed, the pleasure he too received.
"Yes, do you want my load inside you, Brian?" he asked while he slammed into me.
"Yes, Mr. Mills, please breed me, come inside me, gape me, turn me into a bimbo fuck slut for you," I continued babbling slutty gibberish.
"Oh fuck," he groaned, depositing his big load in my ass, his cum now so deep inside me.
"Yes," I moaned, knowing from the exhilaration I felt that if I wasn't wearing that cage, I'd be shooting a sissy orgasm! And even as it was, my cock was throbbing against the confines of its restrictive cage.
"I think you're becoming more and more of a sissy slut who'll do anything for cock," he assessed as his load kept filling me. "A cum bucket whose greedy pussy is available to every cock."
"Yes, sir, you're likely correct," I agreed mindlessly, the pleasure of this sodomy, the nasty accuracy of his words, and the thrill of being a cum bucket moulding me into a most agreeable bimbo.
He pulled out, slapped my ass and said, "You should likely get to class."
"Thanks for fucking me, Mr. Mills," I said, as I pulled up my panties and Mom's pantyhose.
"A pleasure. I'll be unloading into that pussy a lot."
"I hope so," I said, feeling his cum leaking into my panties as I pulled my pants on.
"Oh, that's a guarantee," he said. "You're a great fuck."
"Thank you," I said, flattered by the compliment.
He wrote me a note, and I arrived late to another class.
Sitting in class with a load of cum leaking out of my ass was weird. Surreal. Slutty. Distracting. And a real turn-on!
The rest of the day passed without any further action or drama, other than my being razzed by a couple of the guys for going to meet Rose's parents that night. Pussy whipped much?
I got home, thought about watching another sissy video... there were only two left... but figured I should shower before Rose picked me up... since I did have dried cum both inside and immediately outside of my asshole.
I showered. Decided to go commando like Jennifer Aniston in that epic Friends episode. (Except that I doubted she was wearing a cage.) Snuck into to Mom's room and filched my third pair of her pantyhose in under twenty-four hours... put them on, with dress pants over them... added a dress shirt, tie and a blazer, and I'd just finished brushing my teeth when Rose arrived.



"Looking sharp," Rose smiled, as I got into her car.
"You look amazing," I said, admiring her in a gold dress and mocha nylons.
"Ready to meet my parents?" she asked as she drove.
"As ready as I'll ever be," I said awkwardly.
"So, if anyone asks, and they will," she coached. "You're my boyfriend."
"And I really am your boyfriend, right?" I asked, the way she'd said that making me feel a little less certain, and thus instantly insecure.
"Of course you are," she said, resting her right hand on my leg. "It's just that my family can be a little overbearing."
"Which explains where you got it from," I joked.
"Hey," she objected mildly. Flirtatiously even.
"Just saying," I smiled, putting my hand on hers... sharing an intimate moment.
"Sirrah, is this vile accusation because I pegged you, or because I caged you?" she asked, employing an outdated but posh English accent (think Shakespearean).
"Or transformed me into a cock sucking bottom?" I asked, raising a posh eyebrow at her. It was crazy how such conversations between us had now become normal.
"You chose to indulge in those activities," she pointed out.
"Well," I said, pondering this point, and thinking of how many cocks I'd sucked of my own accord, and how I'd begun willingly taking it in the ass, but only after she'd pegged me, and then Alyssa had fucked me at Rose's urging. "I guess I'm taking the ball and running with it, but you had a lot of influence over the initial stages."
"All I did was awaken the inner sissy cock sucking bottom boi you were born to be," she said.
"Then all I can say to that is thanks," I said, her appraising words feeling both humiliating that she'd felt that was who I was from the very beginning, and yet relief-giving because she totally accepted me... loved me even... for who I'd become.
"I meant that as a compliment," she said, placing her hand on top of mine (on her leg) and giving it a squeeze. "I'll only date a man who's comfortable with his full range of sexuality."
"It was a bit tough at first, but I've been learning to accept it," I laughed.
"Yes, you have. And I'll continue to guide you throughout your entire journey," she promised.
"I'll need you to."
"So how many of the videos have you watched on your newest USB?" she asked, changing the subject.
"Five of the seven," I said. "These ones are a little more intense."
"Yes, it was time to enhance your training."
"They're definitely interesting."
Yeah, and they're also hot as fuck."
"Agreed," I said. Then after a pause, "What exactly am I training for?"
"To discover your full and true sexual self."
"I don't even know what that means," I worried, as I pondered my caged cock and my recent lust for being ass fucked.
"It will all make sense in due course."
I sighed.
"Don't you trust me?"
"I do."
"But?"
"But I feel I'm losing myself even while I'm discovering myself."
"I can easily understand that."
"You can?"
"Yes, it's always scary to learn undisputable things about yourself you didn't know were there, especially if because of them you'll be judged negatively by some people, just like you used to judge nerdy people negatively," Rose said.
"I guess," I said. What she was saying was a lot.
"It's best if you don't overanalyze all of this and just take things as they come. So for now, let's just enjoy tonight," she said. "And tonight you're my man."
"I'll always be your man," I emphasized.
She gave a slight nod as she pulled into the Walton Hotel.
"This is where the birthday party is?" I asked. I'd thought all this time I'd be visiting her parents' home in suburbia somewhere. You know, the five of us sitting around a middle class dining room table, with the fanciest accoutrements being the silverware.
"Yes, that's right," she replied as if it were no big deal, as she pulled up to the front of the hotel.
I couldn't believe it! This was the hotel of hotels. The place where all the celebrities stayed. The place where royalty stayed when they deigned to grace our continent with their presence. It was the epitome of the rich and famous!
The moment she stopped the car, our doors were opened by two doormen.
"Good evening, Ms. Parker," one of them greeted.
"Hi, Charles," Rose said, kissing his cheek... which although it was a harmless gesture, still made me slightly jealous.
"And how are you this evening, Ms. Parker?" Charles enquired solicitously.
"I happen to be exquisite," Rose replied grandly. "This handsome gentleman is my beau Brian."
"I wish you the best of evenings, Brian," Charles said warmly.
"Hi there," I replied, a little less warmly and not at all grandly.
Rose took my hand and led me into a hotel I'd only ever driven past.
"So how often to you come here?" I asked, since at least one of the doormen knew her, and she him.
"Quite often," she said, and then added yet another shock, and for once not a sexual one, "Daddy owns it."
"Your father owns the Walton Hotel?!" I asked, even though she'd just said so... yet I was really only saying it out loud to process it, and also to make it obvious how shocked I was.
"Yeah, for about fifteen years now," she said, like it wasn't a huge deal.
"Wow!" I said, more than a little overwhelmed, as she led me through an amazing lobby that turned back time to the eighteen hundreds... its Renaissance Revival architecture making it appear that we'd just stepped into London's Mayfair District in the mid-Victorian era.
"Just be cool," Rose said, squeezing my hand.
"Yeah, that's me," I joked, even though pre-Rose that had really been me.
During the next thirty minutes I met a couple dozen of Rose's relatives, got my ass squeezed by my first real cock in my ass gal (the shemale Alyssa), and was introduced to another dozen rich people and a couple dozen celebrities (movie directors, actors and actresses, a couple of politicians, and my favourite author)... the entire experience was surreal.
I also encountered Elmer and Eugene. Of course Eugene would be here... it was his Mom's fiftieth birthday too.
Elmer grinned at me smugly... which made me blush and look the other way.
Eugene hardly gave me a second look, as he spoke with a stunning brunette with an exotic look to her. Eastern European, perhaps? Oddly, that made me feel jealous... which made me feel pathetic... which made me annoyed with myself.
Then there was this crazy entrance. An entrance so grand I felt I was attending a red-carpet Hollywood awards event.
First, there appeared the Governor of the state, Daphne Greene, the hottest politician ever and a potential future president, who introduced Rose's mother to the throng, although she was someone "whose name I shan't bother to mention, since she requires no introduction."
Second, there was Chris De Burgh, the actual Chris De Burgh (I recognized him because Lady in Red was my favourite song), singing the actual Lady in Red.
Third, and even topping the first two crazy surprises, there was Rose's mother. Whose surname wasn't Parker. No, not for a heartbeat. It was Dixon. Rose's actual mother was the actual hugely famous, gorgeous and popular actress and model Sarah Dixon. Actually! No fucking way!
Rose squeezed my hand and whispered in my ear, "Have I ever happened to mention my Mom is super famous?"
"No you didn't," I said, almost speechless, as Rose's hot Mom, whom I'd jerked off to many, many times before I ever met Rose, sauntered through an archway and into view, then down the middle of the red-carpeted (of course it was) aisle like the movie star she was. She waved to some people, hugged a few others, and then... walked directly towards us!
"Be cool," Rose reminded me.
"Yeah, that's me all over right now," I laughed awkwardly, as I stared at my dream MILF striding directly towards me. Oh yes, and towards Rose too, which was likely more her intention.
"You may resume breathing now," she prompted me, squeezing my hand.
"Rose, my lovely girl," Sarah Dixon greeted, hugging Rose. Then after a moment, she turned to me and said, "And you must be Brian."
"H-h-hi, Mrs. D-D-Dixon," I stammered, stunned she already knew my name.
"You're a cute one, just like my Rosie said you were."
"T-t-thanks," I stammered again, totally overwhelmed.
"We'll chat some more later," she said to us both, before wafting away to continue meeting and greeting people, beginning with her son... Eugene. Yes, Eugene, the nerd I'd bullied for years, but now had submitted to as my sexual Master! And Eugene's Mom was one of the hottest women in the universe! How was that even possible? And why was he attending a public school, when he could obviously be hobnobbing around some prestigious private school? And why didn't he tell anyone his mother was the Sarah Dixon? I had so many questions... yet no answers... just mind-numbing bewilderment.
"Sarah Dixon is your mother?" I asked, not as a question, but as a 'What the fuck'.
"Yeah," she said, although she didn't appear as enamored with her as I was.
"Jesus Christ!" I said.
"She isn't what she appears to be," she said.
"What do you mean?" I asked, noticing for the first time a deep sadness in Rose's eyes.
"Nothing," she said, turning away from me. And then I almost wasn't able to hear her mumble softly, "You'll see."
"Rose, you know I'm always here for you," I said earnestly but just as softly, not wishing to make a scene, but sensing she harbored some major resentment towards her mother. I pulled her back to me.
"I do know, and that's sweet of you," she said, just as her Dad arrived.
"You must be Brian," he said, his voice deeper than I would have imagined.
"Hi, Mr. Parker," I said, shaking his hand.
We chatted for a couple minutes before he finished, "Now treat my girl right."
"I certainly will, sir," I said, having long ago decided I'd do anything for her, and had proved it over and over again.
"And always do whatever she tells you to," he added as a parting shot, before striding away.
"That's very good advice," Rose said, as I tried to process his final words and the way he'd said them.
"That was weird, right?" I asked. This time I didn't see any sign of resentment. She obviously loved her father dearly.
She shrugged as a waiter came around with champagne, followed by a waitress with the fanciest hors d'oeuvres I'd ever seen, "Like I said, it's very good advice."
"I think I'm already living that advice," I joked, as I ate something very fishy. It looked a lot better than it tasted, and I quickly washed it down with half of the champagne in my flute... which made me gag a little, since I hated the bubbles in champagne.
"And don't forget it," she said. And then she turned and walked briskly away from me.
I stood pretty much in place for a couple minutes looking around, trying to get up the nerve to go and speak with at least one of the many celebrities nearby, when a pretty hotel staffer in a uniform walked up to me and asked, "Brian?"
"Yes, that's me."
"Your presence is required in room 1502."
"Excuse me?" I asked, but she simply walked away.
I looked around the room and couldn't see Rose anywhere. Was the summons from her? And why had the woman told me my presence was 'required', instead of the usual 'requested'?
I headed out of the ballroom, went into an elevator which was conveniently open, and pressed 15. As usual during the past couple of weeks, I was curious to know what I was getting myself into.... But as usual I was going along blindly... and also as usual, I was already excited about whatever mysterious event was about to occur.
I reached the floor, and saw there were only two rooms... or rather they must have been incredibly large suites... each almost half the size of a city block... on this level: 1501 and 1502.
I took a deep breath and knocked on the door, having no idea who was on the other side of it. Likely Rose... or perhaps Eugene.
The door was opened, and it wasn't Rose... and it wasn't Eugene... it was Elmer.
"Come on in, cock sucker."
"I really can't leave Rose downstairs by herself," I objected, pretending I didn't want to suck his cock again.
"Just do as you're told and get in here, bottom bitch," Eugene's voice called out.
I sighed... as Elmer smirked... and I walked inside to see Eugene sitting on the edge of a huge bed. Kneeling on the carpet in front of him was the same beautiful brunette as before, but now she was totally naked except for a black bra and pantyhose, and instead of standing around chatting with him, she was kneeling in front of him and bobbing on his cock.
"Go and join her," Elmer ordered.
"Eugene, I really need to get back downstairs," I objected, even as my mouth began watering and I felt some odd envy directed at the hot girl bobbing on his cock. I wanted that cock for myself!
"What you need is to get over here and suck my cock," Eugene said. "I promised Anastasia here she could watch a man getting spit-roasted, and she's dying to see it."
"Spit roasted?" I asked, even though of course I knew what it meant, and I'd been wondering how soon I'd get the chance to experience what it would be like to suck one cock while taking another one in the ass.
"Don't pretend you don't know what spit-roasting is," Eugene said, as the brunette was still slowly bobbing on his cock.
"Now get on your knees, faggot," Elmer ordered. "We don't have all night."
"Yes, at some point my sister will start wondering where you are," Eugene said.
The brunette backed off the big cock, looked at me and gasped, "This is Rose's boyfriend?"
"Yeah," Eugene said, and my face went as beet red as I imagine was possible.
"Get over here and suck this cock," the hot brunette ordered me in a Russian accent.
My submissive nature and my hunger for cock taking over, I walked over and dropped to my knees beside this hot woman and that big dick.
"Shit," she said, as she pushed on the back of my head, and I opened my mouth and took Eugene's cock into my mouth.
Wanting to impress her, which was ridiculous, and loving Eugene's cock so much, I began to bob.
"Fucking hot," she said, her accent so fucking sexy.
"There are many faggots here in America," Elmer said, sounding like the voiceover for a travelogue.
"Yeah, the bigger the man, the more likely he is to be a cock sucker," Eugene said.
"At least that's true at our high school," Elmer qualified.
"Come and fuck me, Elmer," Anastasia ordered.
"As you wish," Elmer said, as I sucked Eugene's cock.
A minute later, I was listening to the Russian girl moaning while she was being fucked right next to me.
"Oh yeah, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," the Russian said, and I wished I could watch this hot Russian taking Elmer's big cock.
"Slow down, cock sucker," Eugene said. "You're just supposed to be keeping me hard for that ass of yours."
I obeyed, as the girl moaned and laughed, "And you say he football player?"
"Yeah, he's a star," Elmer said.
"And he likes girls?" she asked.
"Yeah," Eugene said. "Although I think he prefers cock to girls these days, don't you, cum bucket?"
It was obvious Eugene was relishing this chance to humiliate me in front of this woman, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth and I sheepishly replied, "Yes."
"Yes what, cock sucker?" Eugene asked, slapping my face with his hard cock.
"I prefer cock," I answered, sounding pathetic, and yet all I wanted was his cock back in my mouth as I glanced over to watch Elmer pounding the Russian beauty from behind.
"What do you prefer it over?" he asked, cock-slapping my face again, as humiliation continued to compound humiliation. Yet my lust for cock and cum overrode my dignity and any sense of shame.
I responded, knowing exactly what he wanted me to say, "Yes Master, I prefer big cock over pussy."
"He's calling you Master now?" asked Elmer. "Since when?"
"Since this afternoon," Eugene replied airily. Then redirecting his attention to me he queried, "So if my sister was here and she asked you to fuck her, you'd choose to suck my cock instead?" Eugene asked, tracing my lips with his cock head.
I didn't want to admit it... I didn't... not to him, not in front of Elmer, certainly not in front of this Russian stranger... and not even to myself... yet the truth was the truth, and even while my cheeks burned the darkest shade of red ever, I admitted, "I'd choose your cock, Master."
"Holy shit," Anastasia moaned.
"Louder!" Eugene demanded, accompanied by another slap of his hard cock.
"I'd choose to suck your cock over fucking your sister or any other girl," I declared, my shame fading as my lust and acceptance grew.
"So you would rather suck his cock than fuck me?" the Russian hottie asked.
I looked at her pretty face, her amazing body, and yet said, "Yes, I'd rather suck Eugene's massive dick."
"And mine too?" Elmer asked.
"Yes, and yours too," I admitted reluctantly, sounding like an even bigger faggot in front of this Russian goddess. Yet my lust for cock, and my experience of having already been sodomized in front of Rose, made these humiliations torturous, and yet they were impediments I persevered through for the cock and cum I constantly craved.
"Spit-roast the sexy fuck toy," Anastasia said.
"You heard her, faggot," Eugene said. "Get undressed."
"Um, I really should get back to your Mom's party," I said, not wanting them to see I was wearing pantyhose and was caged. Again, I'd set out from home expecting to attend a reasonably formal dinner party, and not anything where I'd be removing my clothing!
"Did I ask for your opinion, fuck toy?" Eugene asked with a sneer, slapping my face with his cock again, clearly showcasing his dominance over me in front of the pretty woman.
"No," I sheepishly said.
"Then get out of your pants," Elmer ordered as he pulled out of the hot brunette. His obvious preference for shoving his cock into me instead of her had me inwardly shaking my head in wonderment.
I stood up, unbuttoned my dress pants, and pulled them down.
"He's wearing pantyhose," Elmer said, roaring with laughter.
"Why he in pantyhose?" Anastasia asked.
"He wants to be a girl," Eugene said, examining me and pointing at my caged cock. "Is that my sister's doing?"
"The cage, yes," I answered.
"Not the pantyhose?" he asked.
"No, that's my doing," I admitted, wondering if there was a darker shade of red I could blush than I already was.
"Wow, you really are a girl in a man's body," Eugene chortled, as Elmer went behind me and pulled my pantyhose down to my knees.
I didn't say anything, just stood there in shame.
"On all fours, sissy slut," Elmer ordered, winking at Anastasia.
I silently obeyed.
"I get his ass," Eugene claimed.
"I know, I know," Elmer agreed with a sight sigh.
The two swapped positions so Elmer's big cock was in front of my face, while I was on all fours like a dog... or a bitch in heat.
"Spit-roast the bitch," the Russian said. Yes, she too spotted the resemblance.
"Do you want to get spit-roasted, faggot?" Eugene asked as he positioned his cock at my ass.
"Yes Master," I whispered barely audibly, so ashamed at this hot but rather sadistic witness observing my first double dick adventure.
"Say it with pride, faggot," Eugene ordered, slapping my ass with his cock.
"Yes, I want to be spit-roasted by your two big nerd cocks," I declared, wanting to feel those cocks in my mouth and ass... pushing my shame away, which was there because I was about to be spit-roasted by two nerds... in front of a beautiful Russian... while my girlfriend was downstairs. Or somewhere; actually, I had no idea where she was or what she was doing. Was her mother making her do something unpleasant? I hadn't imagined that resentment I'd seen on her face.



"Louder, beg for it," Eugene ordered as both cocks slapped me.
I knew they were trying to humiliate me even further... to show off their power over a muscular jock... to impress this ridiculously hot Russian. Yet like always when a cock was in front of me, pride flew out the window, and my lust for cock took charge. So they wanted to humiliate me? Bring it on! I happily responded to Eugene's demand, "Please! Shove those big cocks into my mouth and my pussy, and use me like the sissy slut I am."
"Shit, he calls it a pussy," Elmer said, emitting a large roar of laughter.
"Yeah, he does," Eugene smirked.
"Just fuck the faggot!" Anastasia demanded, and I glanced over to see she was now sitting on the edge of the bed, her legs spread, and the entire neck of a wine bottle jammed up her pussy.
"You heard the lady," Eugene said, and he slid his cock into my tight pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh, fuck," I whimpered, sounding completely feminine as my pussy was filled.
"Shut up, slut," Elmer said, as he slid his cock in my mouth to indeed shut me up.
Suddenly I had two cocks inside me!
Suddenly I was actually being spit-roasted!
It felt so good... two cocks sliding in and out of me at once.
"Shit, he's the biggest faggot of all our jock cum buckets," Elmer crowed.
"Yeah, he's a complete cock craving cum slut," Eugene agreed, slowly fucking me from behind.
His words should have been humiliating, and yet why? That's exactly what I'd become. What with Rose's guidance I'd been training to become. A complete cock craving cum slut willing to do almost if not anything for a cock in my mouth, or a cock in my pussy, and in either case cum spewing into me. To signal to them I agreed with the sentiment, I moaned on Elmer's cock.
"He just moaned his agreement," Elmer chuckled, his laugh making the cock in my mouth vibrate subtly.
"Yeah, once there's a cock anywhere near him, he becomes a complete cock hound," Eugene added.
"Fuck him, fuck him hard," Anastasia moaned, sounding like she was really getting off at the sight of me getting fucked in both ends.
"Do you want to get fucked harder, Brian?" Eugene asked.
Elmer pulled his big cock out of my mouth so I could answer affirmatively, wanting to really get pounded, "Yes Master, I want you to fuck the shit out of me while this hot woman watches."
"And to face fuck you?" Elmer added, and I got my face slapped again, by his cock this time.
"Yes please, face fuck me and use my mouth for your pleasure, the harder and deeper the better," I responded, wanting his cock back in my mouth, wanting to show this Russian devushka what a great cock sucker I was.
"Shit," Elmer said, as he slid his cock back into my mouth.
Eugene resumed fucking me, faster now, and I just stabilised myself on all fours while I was fucked in both ends.
"Oh yeah, fuuuck him, fuuck him hard," the Russian said, her hot accent and moans enhancing this moment that had already been making my cock throb in its cage.
"Are you enjoying this?" Eugene asked.
I could only moan in response, loving the thrill of these two cocks sliding in and out of me!
But I realized when Anastasia answered, he hadn't asked me. "Yes, it so hot, honey."
"He likes it too," Elmer laughed again, really amused by how pathetic a faggot I was for his and Eugene's cocks.
It was lucky I was wearing the cage, or I'm sure I would have embarrassed myself all over the floor from the pleasure of this spit-roasting. The thrill of taking two cocks at once was yet another new sexual high.
After a couple minutes, Anastasia and me both moaning throughout, Eugene ordered, "Now you do the work. Ride and suck, slut!"
I'd seen this in the movies (no, not the Bijou downtown, silly), so I understood exactly what he expected. I began bouncing back to take Eugene's entire cock in my ass/pussy, then leaning way forward to take Elmer's cock deep into my throat. At first it was rather awkward, and I struggled to rock back and forth smoothly, but after a dozen or so cycles, I found my rhythm.
"Oh fuck, that's so hot," Anastasia moaned, as now smoothly, I went back and forth, taking one big cock in my pussy and then the other in my throat.
I moaned on Elmer's cock, loving to suck his cock, loving to take Eugene's in my pussy, and loving to have Anastasia getting off from watching. I couldn't explain why, but knowing she was paying such close attention enhanced my wild euphoria, and I knew pre-cum must be oozing out of my clitty.
"I'm going to come soon," Eugene declared.
"Come inside the faggot's asshole," Anastasia urged him delightedly, sounding like she was fucking herself frantically with that bottle.
Elmer pulled out of my mouth and I mindlessly begged Eugene, "Yes please, fill my pussy with your cum after you've pounded my cunt!"
"Oh, fuck," Anastasia moaned loudly as she came.
"Fuuuuuuuck," Eugene grunted, and spewed his load into me.
"Yessssss," I moaned from the feeling of cum filling my ass.
"Open wide," Elmer ordered, and he slid his cock back in my mouth and face fucked me really roughly.
I moaned on his cock, feeling my ass full of cum, and then a minute or two later, I felt Elmer's load erupt in my mouth and his jizz glide down my throat.
"Swallow it all, jock cock sucker," Elmer grunted.
I had no choice as he pumped his cock in and out of me, although of course I would have swallowed the load willingly, regardless. My addiction to cum was uncontrollable.
Two minutes later, cum was leaking out of my asshole, and I was pulling up my pantyhose.
"You'd better get back to my sister," Eugene said, as he got dressed too.
"Yeah," I said sheepishly, wondering what I could possibly tell Rose about where I'd been.
"Yeah, go and find Rose while her brother's cum leaks out of your ass," Elmer laughed.
I didn't say anything... there was nothing to say.
I headed out, and Anastasia waved me a cheery goodbye, "Bye, faggot." Cheery with a sadistic edge to it.
"Bye, ma'am," I said sheepishly as I left the room... aware that a month ago I would have fucked that bitch good.
I pressed the button and waited for the elevator, while indeed feeling cum leaking out of my pussy and into my pantyhose.
I reached the main floor and wondered how long I'd been gone. Twenty minutes, perhaps. No more than thirty, I figured.
I went back into the ballroom and saw Rose chatting with Alyssa... who possessed the first flesh and blood cock ever to fuck my ass/pussy.
I sheepishly walked over to them after grabbing some champagne, and said to Rose, "There you are."
"Hey, sorry, I had a long visit with Mom," she said.
"Hey, didja miss me?" Alyssa asked.
"Maybe," I shrugged, trying to act coy.
"Sure, Little Miss Maybe, Maybe Not," she laughed. "I bet you'd meet me in the bathroom right now if I offered you my dick."
"You can go if you want to," Rose said.
"No, I should stay with you," I said, trying to be the good boyfriend just after not being a good boyfriend.
"Sweet," Rose said, kissing my cheek.
"Gross," Alyssa said.
"Maybe later," Rose said.
"Maybe," Alyssa said, leaving us alone.
"So... Mom likes you," Rose said.
"Does she?" I asked, flattered that one of my most prominent jerk off fantasies liked me.
"Yeah, so be careful; she likes her men young."
I smiled, "I'm not sure I'd be able to do much, no matter how hard I tried," I joked about the cage while I pondered her words.
"No, I guess not," she smiled. "How are you doing with it?"
"It's definitely frustrating."
"Yeah, I know. But like I explained on the weekend, it's all about learning to control your orgasms. Through denying yourself, you'll build yourself up to exploding with some of the most intense orgasms imaginable."
"I sure hope so," I said. "But so far it just feels like I'm giving myself endless blue balls."
"Oh, but wait until Friday night," she promised.
"I realize it's already Wednesday night, but that still seems an eternity away," I said, feeling some more cum leaking out of my ass.
"All good things come to those who wait," she quoted.
"Then I'm expecting an epic night on Friday," I said, also wondering about Saturday's initiation.
"Oh, it will be," she said in her seductive way that could melt the North Pole, especially these days.
"That alone would make me rise if I could," I said.
"Mmmmmmmm," she smiled.
We sat down for dinner with Eugene and Elmer, along with two of Rose and Eugene's cousins. I was nervous throughout the entire dinner... Eugene's cum creating a small pool in my pantyhose... and I worried he might out me. Rose knew I'd sucked her brother's cock... Christ, she'd set it up at least two of those times... but I doubt she knew how regularly I was now sucking his cock, or that I'd just been spit-roasted by him and Elmer.
Luckily, nothing was said about any of that.
After some speeches, and some birthday gifts I'm pretty sure were worth more than my parents' house, there was dancing.
I danced with Rose, and then with Rose's Mom....
She whispered, halfway through the song after a few generic questions about my school and family, "You're a handsome young man."
"Thank you, Miss Dixon," I said, her perfume drawing me in.
"It's Sarah," she corrected me.
"Right, thank you, Sarah," I said nervously.
"So how long have you been fucking my daughter?" she asked after about twenty seconds of just slow dancing.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered.
"You have fucked my daughter, I'm assuming."
"Um... I... well..." I struggled to find some words.
On the dark dance floor, she purred as her hand went to my caged cock, "I'll take that as a yeeeesss."
She looked at me in confusion.
I still didn't know what to say.
We continued dancing for another speechless minute, my cheeks burning red the entire time because first, one of the most beautiful and famous celebrities in the world had just hit on me, and then second, she'd felt with her own hand that I was wearing a cage. Finally I said, "Rose makes me wear it."
"I see," she said, since she'd assuredly been trying to process why I was caged.
The song ended, and she said, "It was a pleasure to meet you, Brian."
"You too, Sarah," I said, feeling so ashamed at being outed that way to someone like Sarah Dixon.
I saw Rose dancing with her Dad, and I headed off to get some more champagne, hopefully from a bottle that had been open long enough to go flat. Success! Then while I was sipping my non-bubbly, Alyssa walked up behind me and said into my ear from about two inches away, "Need that pussy fucked?"
"Jesus!" I said; she'd startled me.
"Is that a yes?"
"I think I'm okay," I said, even though the chance to get ass fucked again by Alyssa was very appealing.
"Guys bathroom on the second floor," she ordered. "Five minutes."
Before I could respond one way or the other, she was gone.
I sighed.
I was literally becoming a fuck toy addiction for everybody who knew my secret... a crowd that continued to grow. But of course, that addiction went both ways.
So I finished my drink and headed to the bathroom.
At the entrance was a Closed for Cleaning sign, and I assumed that was just Alyssa's way of giving us the privacy we'd need.
I walked inside, and she was already there... and so was Sarah Dixon!... who was on her knees sucking Alyssa's cock.
I just stood there.
Frozen.
"Hey slut, come join Sarah and me," Alyssa called me over.
I couldn't believe what I was witnessing... after all I'd experienced... everything I'd become... this tableau was somehow the most shocking thing I'd encountered yet!
I walked over in a daze, and dropped down beside one of the most famous women in the world... who was also my girlfriend's mother.
"I hear you like cock," she said offhandedly, after letting Alyssa's cock slip out of her mouth so she could speak. She was a master at setting atmospheres at the drop of a hat, and this one was casual intimacy... just two chums meeting next to a cock. Ah yes, it was a shemale's cock, but that was a mere detail.
"Yes ma'am, I do," I said, as she pointed the cock invitingly at me.
"Then go ahead, I want to see you suck Alyssa's big cock," the mother of my girlfriend said. It was an order, but we were still chums.
I couldn't believe this was happening... but nevertheless, I leaned forward and took Alyssa's cock between my lips.
"So hot," Sarah purred, as she watched me slowly bobbing on a shemale's cock.
"Show Sarah how much you love my cock, slut," Alyssa ordered me. Not at all chums in her case. For now, this was Mistress Alyssa I was servicing. Even though she was the one of my two companions who wasn't world famous.
I moaned on her cock and began bobbing faster, wishing to impress the Sarah Dixon.
"Shit, he really knows his way around a dick, doesn't he?" Sarah said, sounding impressed.
"You should hear him moan while I'm pounding his ass," Alyssa bragged about me.
"Really? I'd love to see that," Sarah said.
"Okay slut, do you want to show your girlfriend's Mom how much you love getting fucked?" Alyssa asked. She pushed my head back, and her cock slid out of my mouth.
I looked at the hot actress and offered, "I'm so sorry!"
"Sorry my ass! Sorry for what? I'm proud to see my daughter following in my footsteps," she tossed back.
"Pardon me?" I asked, totally blown away as Alyssa pulled me to my feet and manhandled me over to the counter.
"Yeah, taking strong men and turning them into submissive playthings is something I've loved doing throughout my entire career!" she revealed.
"Really?" I said, as I felt Alyssa pulling my pants down.
"Pantyhose?" Alyssa scoffed.
"Rose does love them," Sarah said, although I noticed she wasn't wearing any.
"Actually, she didn't make me wear these," I clarified for some reason, as Alyssa pulled them down.
"No?" Sarah asked.
"No, I've just always liked them," I said. "I even remember you wearing them without heels during that dance number in Rock the Boat."
"Oh yeah," she nodded. "I remember that. But I've never really liked them, myself."
"Too bad," I said, as I felt Alyssa pressing her cock against my ass, "they really bring out our legs."
"Who else has fucked you recently?" Alyssa asked.
"W-w-what?" I stammered.
"Your hole is still gaped, and there's cum leaking out of it," she pointed out, and Sarah came up behind me and looked too.
"Yeah, it was someone with a pretty big cock," Sarah added, as my shame compounded shame compounded shame!
"Who was it?" Alyssa asked. "It was obviously quite recently."
"Have you already been ass fucked at my party?" Sarah asked.
"Yes," I whispered, so embarrassed.
"By whom?"
"You don't want to know."
"I think I do."
"You really doooooooon't!!" I said, as Alyssa slid her cock into my gaped and cum-lubricated hole.
"Tell me," Sarah said, as she reached up and tugged my ear... hard!
"Ohhhhhhhh," I moaned, as Alyssa began fucking me... hard!
"Tell her, slut," Alyssa ordered, really slamming into me.
"Euuuuuuu-gene," I moaned.
"My son Eugene?" the celebrity gasped.
"Yeeeeeeeah," I admitted, the pleasure of getting ass fucked apparently having the same effect as truth serum.
"No way," Sarah said, looking genuinely surprised. "But he's a nerd!"
"That's true. But he has a big dick, and he uses me for his jock bitch," I added details, for reasons I didn't even know.
"Shit! Well good for Eugene," Alyssa said, as astonished by my revelation as his mother was.
"I'm his cock sucking, bottom taking cum bucket," I continued degrading myself, unable to help it, while my cock desperately struggled to break free from its restrictive cage.
"Yes, good for him," Sarah agreed, very impressed.
"Yeah, he has a few cock faggots he allows to suck him," I added.
"But he doesn't fuck them?" Sarah asked.
"I don't know about that, but maybe," I said, "tonight was the first time he's fucked me," as Alyssa kept pounding my pussy.
"So you're dating my daughter, while you're sucking and getting fucked by my son?" Sarah said, doing very well at processing the ins and outs of this ridiculous farce.
"And by me, too," Alyssa added.
"Yes," I moaned, her ass fucking really feeling good.
"Wow," Sarah said.
"Yeah, who knew the nerdy Eugene was a stud?" Alyssa said.
"I thought he might be gay, but I never expected this," Sarah said.
"Oh, there's no way he's gay," I moaned.
"No?" Sarah asked.
"He was getting blown by someone named Anastasia before he and Elmer spit-roasted me," I continued, making me sound even more pathetic... outing myself to even more crimes against nature.
"Spit-roasted? You really are a faggot," Alyssa laughed.
"Anastasia?" Sarah said. "Good for him!"
"Last time I fucked Brian, he came without getting his dick touched," Alyssa added.
"A sissy orgasm," Sarah said. "Those are hot!"
"I'd be coming all over the place right now if your daughter hadn't caged me," I said, pleasure consuming me, my cock desperate to release several days of built up cum.
"I'll have a chat with her about the cage," Sarah said, as she came up beside me, bent over and said, "Now come and fuck my ass, Alyssa."
"Yes, Mistress," Alyssa said, hearing that term surprising me, as she pulled out of my ass.
"And you, my musclebound Nancy boy, get under me and eat my pussy," Sarah ordered.
"But you're my girlfriend's Mom," I objected as I watched Alyssa move behind Sarah Dixon.
"That exclusivity marched right out the door when you blew her brother," Sarah said. "You belong to the whole family now, so I'll need to tell my husband you're available. Now get the fuck between my legs!"
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, loving to use that word, as I got down on the floor, awkwardly crawled under the counter, spun around and stared at my girlfriend's Mom's pussy.
"Get licking," she ordered, and I leaned forward and began licking... feeling a bit guilty to be licking Rose's Mom's pussy... which somehow felt wrong, even though I'd already sucked her son's cock on multiple occasions, and had just been sodomized by him. Of course Rose had set up my first time sucking Eugene, and again last Saturday morning, so she obviously approved of his taking liberties with me... but would she approve of this? There was that resentment I'd seen in her eyes earlier, and her vague warning, so maybe not.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me with that big cock," Sarah moaned, and I licked her pussy while she got ass fucked.
"You love my big cock, don't you, my big shot ass slut?" Alyssa said, switching roles as she slammed into the MILF model... going from calling her Mistress to slut in under thirty seconds.
"Yes, I love your cock, baby," Sarah said. "And I also love your tongue, Brian my girlfriend's cuck, and my son's cock sucking bottom bitch."
"And your cunt licking slave," Alyssa added.
"I'll be your anything, Mistresses," I trothed mindlessly between licks.
"Mmmmmmmm," Sarah moaned, the double pleasure clearly making her feel really good.
For a couple of minutes there wasn't any talking... just licking... ass fucking... and moaning.
Then Sarah became verbal when her orgasm was imminent. "Harder, ream my asshole! Eat my cunt! Suck my clit! Finger bang me!"
There were so many orders, but I obeyed each of the latter three... attacking her clit with my lips and tongue, while sliding two fingers easily in and out of her very wet pussy.
"Fuuuuuuuck," she screamed a minute or two later as she came, her juices cascading out of her, then onto and down my face, as I pulled my fingers out and drank her sweet cunt champagne. With no bubbles!
Alyssa pulled out a minute later and ordered, "Cock sucker, come and get your load."



"Yes, Mistress," I said, snatching a brief moment for a little more cunt cum before I crawled out from between Sarah's legs and stared at Alyssa's big, hard cock.
"Suck it," she ordered.
Even though it had just been in my and Sarah's assholes, I mindlessly obeyed, and sucked the big cock into my willing mouth.
"Oh yeah, he's an ass to mouth cum bucket too," Alyssa said approvingly, as she face fucked me.
It didn't taste like shit... just a little bit tart... and it only lasted about a minute before she grunted, and I swallowed her creamy load.
"Save some of that cum for me, Nancy," Sarah said.
I backed off of the cock even while it was still spewing at me, and I tried to catch it without swallowing it. Unfortunately Alyssa stopped coming before Sarah could get into position for any.
But that didn't seem to trouble her. "Give me that load," Sarah ordered me, now leaning back against the counter.
I stood up, the big load still in my mouth, and approached my girlfriend's mother for the ultimate in wet kisses.
She leaned in and kissed me open mouthed, while I transferred the gooey, salty load to her. She sucked it in, broke the kiss, and swallowed. "Mmmmmmmm!!"
I stared at her.
"You're a keeper," she said, looking at me, caged, and with pantyhose around my ankles.
"Yeah, a real keeper," Alyssa added, although her tone was dripping with sarcasm.
"I mean it," Sarah said. "Once you're not caged, I plan to have that cock shooting inside me."
"You do?" I said.
"Mmm-hmmmm," she said, lowering her skirt from around her waist as she strolled out, still fully dressed. Except of course still commando.
"You should probably get back to the party, cum bucket and soon to be mother fucker," Alyssa said.
"Yeah," I said, pulling up my pantyhose again... something I'd done a lot of today.
"Pantyhose," she said, shaking her head. "I think God made a mistake when he made you."
I sighed.
"Just saying," she shrugged, as she too lowered her skirt and walked out.
I followed her a minute later and returned to the ballroom.
I danced with Rose, I had two more drinks, and ended up in yet another hotel room, where I got Rose off with my tongue... feeling so guilty that I'd eaten her mother just an hour earlier.
I wanted to tell her how I'd been spit-roasted by her brother and sodomized by Alyssa, had licked her mother and swapped cum with her... with her Dad probably looming on the horizon... but I didn't even know where to begin.
So I didn't tell her anything.
But I did get her off... and she promised to blow my mind on Friday, and because she'd had a few drinks too many, she sent me home in an Uber, after stressing to me I needed to finish watching the last two videos by Friday evening.
Of course I said I would... although not tonight... I was too tipsy and tired.
I collapsed onto my bed, still in my suit and pantyhose, my head foggy from all I'd learned and done today, and from the excessive alcohol.
In two days I'd get this cage removed and experience a big surprise from Rose. Since it would have to be an experience instead of an object.
In three days I'd take part in some sort of initiation ceremony or hazing or who knew what, resulting in my having joined a men's sex club.
In ten days I might get the chance to take part in a massive male sex orgy. And possibly learn who else on the football team was sucking cock... and of course they'd learn about me.
And all that... was crazy... and yet it was unlikely to be as crazy as everything that had transpired today.
I drifted off into slumber, still fully dressed, but completely exhausted.
THE END OF CHAPTER 11
What would you like to read happen to him/her next???
Share below as this is the last currently written chapter at the moment.
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The Intern: Anal Submission
Summary: Submissive boss receives her first triple penetration.
Note 1: Thanks to Breezy who came up with the idea for this fun tale.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Note 3: This is the fourth and final part of this series.
In part 1, The Intern: An Anal Seduction, a BBW named Judy, sexually frustrated by her husband of twenty years' neglect, goes online to explore, and inadvertently becomes the submissive pet of her much younger sexy intern from her own office... thus beginning her journey into sexual submission and anal exploration.
In part 2, The Intern: An Anal Training, Judy continues to explore anal sex and her ultimate submission to her young Mistress, now joined by the intern's boyfriend who becomes Judy's fat cocked Master... all with the goal of training her ass properly for her husband's nine and a half inch cock... which will she'll take in this final chapter.
In part 3, The Intern: Anal Deep DP, Judy discovers the joys of double penetration while she falls deeper into submission to her intern. Yet her anal virginity from a real cock is being saved for her husband, who is returning home the next day, totally ignorant he'll be facing a plethora of surprises.
Which... starts... now....
The Intern: Anal Submission
FRIDAY
Unlike her recent week of almost nonstop sex, on Friday Marcy insisted Judy mustn't suck cock, mustn't eat pussy, mustn't get fucked by a strap-on, mustn't get fucked by Master... nope... no sex at all... she just had to work... without being bitchy to her staff... which suddenly was incredibly tiresome after her last few days of anal submission... which had been a complete reawakening of the CEO's sexuality.
Yet Judy couldn't help focussing on the surprise she'd be taking part in tonight... where she'd surprise... or rather totally astonish her husband by inviting him to fuck her asshole... which he'd always wanted, but she'd always refused him. Getting ass fucked by Marcy's strap-on was erotic, and it gave her some great orgasms, and toys were fun, but after her twenty years of refusing it, her husband's real, living, throbbing cock pounding her asshole was a treat she was now dying to experience.
After her recent week of sexual excesses, just doing her mundane job had the day dragging on at a snail's pace... a slower than normal snail even... which worried Judy. She loved the many orgasms and sexual explorations, yet she couldn't allow sex to consume her life. She had a job to do and a profession to pursue. Her career was important.
Judy asked Marcy after lunch, her pussy begging for attention, her mouth watering with craving for pussy or cock and especially for cum of some sort, "What have you done to me?"
"I've turned you into a bisexual cunt-craving, cum-lusting and anal-loving slut," Marcy said without missing a beat. "Why? Is that a problem?"
"I don't know... maybe. I can hardly think about work," Judy said with a sigh. "I'm craving your pussy constantly; I crave your strap-on, and I crave Master's cock."
"The wait will be worth it," she promised, slapping her boss's ass, and thus hammering the butt plug deeper into her overstuffed asshole.
"You trying to make me even hornier?" Judy asked.
"It's a gift."
"Yeah, and you're an evil woman."
"Oh, you know I am," she grinned wickedly, and she sauntered out.
At the end of the day Marcy strolled into Judy's office and said, "So, one last thing."
"What? A pussy licking? An ass fucking?" Judy asked eagerly, feeling so fucking horny.
She laughed, "I really have broken you."
"Completely," Judy admitted.
"Well, once you've given your ass to Ralph tonight and told him about your indiscretions, we can have a fun foursome," she said.
"Really?" Judy asked.
"Oh yeah," she nodded. "We're all going to have a fucking fuck marathon!"
"It's still going to be crazy difficult to tell him what we've been doing," Judy worried.
"Just brazen it out," the girl advised. "And the truth will set you free."
"Well, this week has been very freeing," Judy said.
"Liberating you mean?"
"Yes."
"Life-altering?" she asked, standing right before her.
"Forever," Judy replied.
"Tonight I'm going to eat your cunt until you coat my face with your cum, while your man drills my asshole, and while mine hammers my pussy," Marcy said wickedly. "And once Ralph has fucked me right in front of you, he'll never dare to criticize you for anything you've' done.
"Can I be double teamed too?" Judy asked, recalling her double penetration last night, which had included Marcy's strap-on.
"That goes without saying," she said, kissing her pet boss on the lips. Then she added, "Now go home and get sodomized by your husband's big cock."
Judy looked at the clock. "It is about that time."
"Remember that I want you looking sexy as fuck," Marcy added.
"Once I've left the office, that's the only look I'll know anymore," Judy smiled, kissing her quickly.
Judy went home. Had a shower. Put on a bright pink backless garter set that left little to the imagination and, of course, some sheer silk stockings... pink ones, looking so Lolita-like innocent. Poured herself some wine. Set up the camera to film the sodomizing, linking it to a private website Marcy had set up so her Mistress and Master could watch her first living cock reaming her asshole. Then she reclined on her bed, and just sipped her wine. And waited for her unsuspecting husband to arrive home.
When she heard the door open and close, Judy called out, tossing down the remainder of her second glass of wine, "Come up to the bedroom, Ralph, sweetheart. I need your help with something."
When he walked into the bedroom, Judy was lying face down on the bed, showcasing her luscious booty and the huge fucking butt plug that was still lodged in her asshole. She just looked at him over her shoulder with a huge fucking grin plastered all over her face.
"Oh my," Ralph gasped, having sensed something was different with his wife over the phone, but this was far from anything he'd imagined.
As Judy held onto the metal railing of the bedframe, she bit her lip and cooed, "Honey, would you mind removing this butt plug from my ass? Please?!"
"How on earth did it find its way into... your..." Ralph began, and trailed off.
"It's called my ass," she explained helpfully. "And you're asking me how this whopper of a dick got lodged deep inside my ass?" she paraphrased for him.
"Yeah... what you said," he agreed doubtfully, completely stunned by what he was witnessing. He'd begged and pleaded to fuck her ass for twenty years, but to no avail... so now he had to wonder what had changed.
"Well, the short answer is my Mistress slid it into me," Judy said.
"Mistress?" he asked, more than a little curiously.
"Yes, and the long answer is I have a Mistress now. She tells me what to do, and I do it," Judy explained. After a pause, she added, "Whatever it is. And without hesitation. No limits."
"Really?" he asked... intrigued by his wife's words. "You have a Mistress now?"
"Yes, ever since this past Monday. Are you okay with that?" Judy asked. "Because your accepting that I have a Mistress and I obey her mindlessly and without conditions is part of our new deal."
I-I-I..." he stammered, trying to keep up with this conversation, which seemed unbelievable... as was the fact his wife undeniably had a butt plug in her ass.
"Just say it," the wife said in a strong tone. "Tell me you're okay with my having a Mistress. That you're good with my eating her pussy. With her sitting on my face. With my Mistress fucking all my holes with her strap-on." She didn't yet mention her Master. "Give me your stamp of approval, and you're welcome to fuck my asshole right... fucking... now!"
"Yeah," he said after a pause.
"Yeah, what?" Judy asked playfully, seeing he was accepting their new hierarchy.
"Yes, I approve of your having a Mistress," he said, his cock so hard, and dying to fuck his wife's ass, and eventually to learn who this butt-plugging Mistress was.
"Now before you come over and extract this huge fake cock lodged deep up my asshole," she said, "can you...can you smack my ass first, Daddy? And do it really hard! I've been a bad girl... a very, very bad girl!"
He walked over to the bed, seeming to accept what his wife had revealed, and at least one of his perks from her submission to this woman. He knelt on the bed, smacked her big booty, and intoned mock sternly, "Yes Judy, you've been a very bad girl!"
"Oooooooh," Judy moaned, the sharp slap creating a sweet burn way up her rectum.
"You're very bad for letting a young girl use you," he said, slapping his wife's ass again. "It was a young girl, wasn't it?"
Judy's ass burning on the inside and outside, she moaned, "Well, not cradle-robbingly young; she's in her mid-twenties."
"Then you're a nasty whore," Ralph growled, bestowing another firm, hard smack onto his wife's ass.
"Ooooooh," Judy whimpered, the burn in her ass making even her pussy tingle. "I'm so sorry, Daddy. But if you take this butt plug out of my ass, I promise to be a good girl... and I'll start by letting you fuck me in my slutty asshole."
Ralph grabbed her hips possessively and ordered, in a firm voice she hadn't heard in years, "Look at me, slut."
Judy turned her head around to look at him with all the adoration she used to feel for him.
He locked eyes with his wife, regretting his increasingly ignoring her and her needs in recent years.
Ralph slowly, sensuously, but also with no lack of effort, since it was wedged in there so tightly, rocked the huge plug back and forth out of her, and then astonished her by bringing the plug to his mouth and sucking on it.
Not too far across town, Marcy had Ryan slowly fucking her... as the two of them watched their most recent protege in action, via the feed to their television.
"God, your ass juices taste delicious," Ralph said, as Judy stared at him in shock. "What? You think you're the only kinky fuck in this bedroom?"
"I guess I'm not," Judy smiled, it being her turn to process a shocking sexual revelation from her spouse.
"Shit," Marcy said, "that's kinky as fuck."
"Yeah, that is fucked," Ryan agreed, that not something he'd do either.
Next, instead of fucking his wife right away, Ralph pulled her ass cheeks apart, leaned down, and buried his face in her gaping asshole.
"Oh, yes, eat my asshole, you nasty fuck," Judy moaned, having discovered from Marcy the pleasure a good anal tongue bathing can provide.
"Fucking delicious," he said, as he swirled his tongue inside the gaping hole the plug had left behind.
"Yes! Tongue fuck my asshole," Judy moaned.
For a couple minutes he did just that, before he said, "I've never stopped loving you, Judy, but I hated the way you were holding back."
Judy moaned as he crawled up her body, bringing his cock to the hugely gaped asshole, "I'm sorry, baby. But I promise to be as slutty and nasty as you want from now on, Daddy! I'm ready to be a complete cock and cunt... and ass!... whore for you and my Mistress."
"Then beg for it, slut," he ordered, slapping her ass with his cock.
"Oh, Daddy, please fuck your nasty slut wife's butthole. I've been using larger and larger plugs all week to prep it for you," Judy responded, dying to feel her husband's cock deep inside her asshole.
"I don't know," he said. "It looks like this asshole has already been pretty well used."
"Yes, but only by a strap-on cock, fingers, tongue and butt plugs," Judy answered. "I've been saving my 'anal real cock virginity' for your big fucking dick."
"So this is now my asshole to fuck whenever and however I please?" he asked, circling his cock head around the gaped asshole.
"Yours and Mistress's," Judy said.
"Fuck, this is even nastier than I'd imagined," Marcy said, really loving to watch her slut becoming even sluttier, and impressed by Ralph's huge cock.
"Yeah, and the husband is a lot more dominant than I'd imagined," Ryan added, as he kept slowly fucking his girlfriend as they watched the live-action porn.
"He sure is," Marcy agreed, already looking forward to trying out that impressive cock.
"So who is this Mistress?" Ralph asked, curious to know who'd transformed his boring wife into such a wild slut in just a few days.
"Soon, but not yet," Judy moaned. "Just shove that big cock in my asshole."
"No, you're not getting this cock in your asshole until I know who's turned my bride into a complete whore," Ralph said, showing impressive restraint by not just sliding his cock into his wife's ass... which he'd wanted to do for over two decades.
"May I tell him, Mistress?" Judy asked, looking directly into the camera, and thus revealing the fourth wall to her husband.
"She can hear you?" Ralph asked, looking into the upper corner of the bedroom where his wife was looking, and seeing his camera with its little red light lit up inquiringly.
"Yes, and she's watching us," Judy admitted.
"Really?" he asked, not disapprovingly, and roughly slamming his cock in her ass.
"Oh yes!" Judy screamed, finally getting the big cock in her ass she'd been craving for most of a week.
Ralph pulled out just as quickly, walked over to the bedside phone and said, "Call me right now, Mistress whoever you are."
"Fuck, he is quite the stud," Marcy said, the big cock now being presented clearly on the television.
"Are you going to call him?" Ryan asked, curious about how Marcy would respond to this demand.
"I won't fuck this slut's asshole until I hear from you," Ralph bargained, as he stroked his huge cock in front of the camera.
"Jesus," Marcy said, impressed by the stud's sheer confidence, but also wondering why he'd allowed is wife to get so lost.
"Please call, Mistress," Judy pleaded, desperate to get ass fucked... her desire to be used like a cheap slut consuming every portion of her body.
"You're okay if I do?" Marcy asked, looking back at Ryan from the TV screen.
"Sure," he said.
"All right," she said, getting off her knees and reaching for the phone.
"About time," Ralph said, as he picked up the phone, switched on the speaker so Judy could listen in, and said, "Hello."
"Hi, Ralph," Marcy greeted.
"Hi. And who's this?" Ralph asked.
"Your wife's Mistress, and the sole reason she's bent over and willingly giving up her ass to you at long last," Marcy responded, able to be just as strong-willed as Ralph.
"I see," Ralph said. "And does my wife's Mistress have a name?"
"Your wife simply calls me Mistress whenever we're alone together, and you may call me Mistress Marcy," Marcy revealed.
Ralph looked back at his wife. "Marcy? Your newest intern?"
"Yes, although I've recently kinda become her intern," Judy explained.
"Interesting," Ralph said, knowing how much she'd originally disliked this intern... just like every other intern she'd had in recent years.
"You know stud, she wouldn't have even needed my tutelage if you'd been doing your part in saving your marriage," Marcy pointed out.
"Excuse me?" Ralph asked, as Marcy slipped into her heels and beckoned to Ryan.
Ryan catching on, pulled up his pants and went for his shoes.
"Your wife was sexually lost, and I found and rescued her in the nick of time," Marcy asserted.
"You did, did you?" Ralph asked.
"Yes I did. Without my intervention, instead of being about to fuck your wife's virgin asshole, you'd likely have been served with divorce papers sometime soon," Marcy said bluntly. "You've neglected her needs for a very long time."
"Is that true?" Ralph asked, turning to his wife... Marcy's words a kick in the gut.
As Marcy and Ryan left their house and got into their car, Judy responded, feeling a little guilty as she saw the hurt look on her husband's face, "Yes it is."
"Really?" Ralph asked.
"Yes. I wouldn't have wanted to, but I was desperate! I was convinced you didn't think I was attractive anymore," Judy said, as she rose from her position on all fours and got completely off the bed.
"I'm so sorry for making you feel that way," Ralph said, as he embraced his wife. "I love you with all my heart! But I guess I was so lost in my resentment, I forgot to notice."
"I love you too," Judy said, melting into her man's arms.
As Ryan started driving, Marcy pulled up their secret website on his phone so she could watch on one phone while chatting on the other.
"I never meant to make you feel like you were anything but perfect," Ralph said.
"I probably didn't make it easy," Judy said.
"Well then, it's time for a brand new start," Ralph said, as he gently kissed her.
When he broke the kiss, Judy looked into her husband's eyes and asked in the most sexy and wickedest possible way, "Does this new start include my well-hung stud sodomizing my asshole and making me into his three-hole fuck slut?"
"What did you do to my wife?" Ralph asked, putting the phone back to his ear.
"Turned her into a nasty submissive ass slut," Marcy answered. "Now put the phone back down and sodomize my slut."
"Our slut," Ralph corrected.
"Sure, if you're up for that, she's our slut," Marcy agreed.
Ralph set the phone down without hanging up and asked Judy, "So now do you really want to get ass fucked?"
"Yes please, I want to be sodomized by your big fat cock," Judy said unequivocally, stroking her husband's dick.
"Well, I've apparently been neglecting my husbandly duties," Ralph said. "I certainly can't let that remain the case."
He picked up Judy, carried her to the bed, and positioned her back onto all fours.
"Give it to me, baby," Judy begged, as Ralph got onto the bed behind her.
"I've fantasized about doing this for years," Ralph said, as he placed his cock against and slightly inside his wife's still gaping asshole.
"My fantasy is a lot more recent," Judy smiled, and she surprised him by leaning back forcefully, and thus taking his entire cock up her ass all in one go!
"Better late than never," Ralph moaned, as his wife's tight ass began fucking him.
"Oh yes, I can't believe you never just slid this cock inside my ass during all these years," Judy moaned as she bounced joyously back on his cock.
"I didn't think you me wanted to."
"You were right; I didn't," Judy admitted. "But as the man, you should have figured out a way to make me want it."
"I'm sorry, I respected you too much to push your limits," Ralph explained, as he watched his wife slowly bouncing back onto his cock... still a little stunned by all of her revelations.
"But that's enough about all that. I don't want to live in the past..." Judy said, as she lost herself in the slow ass fucking she was giving herself. "...now I only want to live in the present."
"Agreed," Ralph said, as he wrapped his hands around her hips. "And in this new present, I'm in charge."
"Yes you are, baby," Judy agreed, having longed for her man to take control. "And you're welcome to push my limits all you want!"
"Fuck, do I love this tight ass," Ralph groaned, "not to mention this new you," as he focussed upon slowly fucking her. Fucking an asshole was so different from doing a pussy or a mouth... for although he hadn't fucked an asshole in over two decades, it still felt as amazing as he remembered.
"And I love your cock buried in my asshole," Judy moaned.
"Fuck, do I love you," he said, and he slapped her ass.



"I love you too, baby," Judy moaned.
"Want it harder, my dirty ass slut?" Ralph asked, as Marcy watched on Ryan's phone and slowly rubbed herself.
"Yes, Daddy, sodomize your slut, drill my shit hole, pound my ass," Judy rambled on, loving to talk nasty.
"Fuck, I've really got to thank your Mistress," Ralph said, as he slammed into his wife hard.
"You're welcome," Marcy replied via speakerphone.
"Ralph laughed, "You're still on the phone."
"I am, and I'm watching you finally treat your wife the way she wants to be treated," Marcy said.
"Well, thank you," Ralph said, thinking it was kind of weird for someone to be watching while he fucked his wife... but if his wife was okay with it, then so be it.
"You're welcome," Marcy said. "Now fuck her ass like the stud you are."
"All right," Ralph said, as he gripped his wife's hips and began to really fuck her.
"Yeeeeeeeeees," Judy screamed, finally getting the rough ass fucking she craved. "Drill my ass, Daddy, give me that dick deep in my asshole!"
"You like this?" Ralph asked, as he hammered away in her ass... his body slamming into hers with every deep, forward thrust.
"I fucking love it," Judy moaned wildly, her orgasm rising apace.
"Good, because I'll be drilling this asshole all the time from now on," Ralph assured his wife.
"My holes are now always available for you, Daddy," Judy agreed, then added, as she grabbed the sheets while pleasure consumed her, "well, and to Mistress."
"So you really have eaten pussy?" Ralph asked.
"I have," Judy admitted proudly.
"That I'd like to see," Ralph said.
"I'm sure you will see it," Judy said. "And soon."
Marcy smiled to herself, she and Ryan now five minutes away, Likely a lot sooner than you think, big boy!
"Make it happen," Ralph ordered, as his own orgasm was rising quickly.
"Yes, Daddy," Judy moaned. "Now fuck the shit out of me, and come in my ass."
"Only after you come," Ralph said caringly, knowing she was close.
"Then keep reaming my ass," Judy demanded urgently.
"As you wish," Ralph said, as he fucked his wife deep, hard and rough.
"Oh, fuck yes," Judy moaned, her orgasm imminent.
"Come, slut," Ralph ordered, yanking on her hair as he reamed her ass.
"Yes, fuck, you nasty ass fuuuuuuuucker!" Judy screamed, while her orgasm ripped through her like a tornado, and she squirted her cunt cum all over the sheets.
"Oh yeah," Ralph grunted just a few seconds later, as her ass muscles clenched around his cock, milking his spurting load.
"Yes, fill my ass," Judy moaned, her orgasm making her entire body quake, the sudden euphoria of cum spewing into her ass adding to the pleasure.
"Fuck," Ralph said, as he continued shooting cum into her ass.
After a couple minutes, as Ralph slowed down his fucking, he said, "If Marcy is your Mistress, then I'm your Master."
"Umm... that may be rather complicated," Judy said, as her orgasm just began to dissipate.
"How so?" Ralph asked, as he pulled out of his wife's ass.
"Tell him," Marcy ordered, as they parked outside Judy's house.
"I already have a Master," Judy explained.
"You do?" Ralph said, trying to keep up.
"Yes, she most certainly does," Marcy agreed, getting out of the car along with said Master.
"And who might that be?" Ralph asked, intense jealousy instantly coursing through him.
"My man," Marcy replied.
"Your man?" Ralph asked, looking down to admire his cum leaking out of his wife's ass.
"Slut, come to the door," Marcy ordered.
"You're here?" Judy asked, her eyes going wide.
"We are," Marcy said, holding Ryan's hand. "So hurry up and let us in."
"Yes indeed, Mistress," Judy said, getting off the bed and not bothering to put on any clothing as she hurried downstairs to let them in... feeling Ralph's cum leaking out of her asshole and trickling down her leg.
Ralph got off the bed and followed her down in a similar state of undress.
Judy opened the door completely naked except for her pink stockings, and greeted, "Hi, Mistress. Hi, Master."
"Hi, slut," Marcy smiled, sauntering in. "I see you enjoyed your ass fucking."
"It was amazing," Judy said, forgetting briefly her husband was home.
Ralph looked at the very pretty young woman and the badass-looking man.
"Hey, Ralph," Marcy grinned. "Nice cock."
"Hi," he said, once again shocked by what was happening.
Marcy walked over to Ralph, dropped to her knees, and grasped his big cock in her hands. "This tool is quite impressive."
Ralph looked at his wife with eyes as big as a cartoon character's, who smiled encouragingly and said, "Enjoy your new playmate, honey."
"I think I will," Marcy replied obliquely, taking the big semi-erect cock that was just in her pet's asshole into her mouth.
"Ohhhhhhhh," Ralph moaned, looking down at the pretty girl and at what she was already doing just moments after entering the house.
"Get sucking, slut," Ryan ordered, placing his hands on Judy's shoulders and not so gently guiding her to the floor.
"Yes, Master," Judy said, not even glancing at her husband, but instead fishing out Ryan's dick.
Marcy swirled her magical tongue around Ralph's cock as he watched his wife take another man's cock in her mouth. He was speechless! He was shocked! He wasn't sure whether to be angry or thrilled. His wife had given him permission to get blown by a very pretty, obviously experienced woman... but his wife was also sucking another man's cock... a man she'd just called Master and was obeying mindlessly.
"You can use my girlfriend any way you like," Ryan said to Ralph.
"This is crazy," Ralph said, as he allowed another woman to suck him and allowed another man get blown by his wife. He'd fantasized about swinging on a few occasions, but he'd never thought it could become a reality.
"Yeah," Ryan said, never a man of many words.
Marcy backed off Ralph's cock and prompted, "Is anyone going to invite us up to your bedroom?"
Judy backed off of Master's great cock and simply said, "Sure, just follow me, everyone."
Judy then without rising to her feet, crawled upstairs to her bedroom.
"Shit," Ralph said, as he watched his wife crawl past him, the folds of her pussy on full display from behind.
Marcy stood up, grabbed Ralph's cock and led him as she followed Judy. Ryan got out of his pants and also followed.
"Come on the bed my pet, beside me," Marcy ordered, as she got undressed to just a black garter and, of course, matching stockings.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy obeyed, excited for what lay ahead.
Ralph watched the two women, now side by side with their asses up in the air.
"This ass isn't going to fuck itself, Ralph," Marcy said, looking back at the well-hung but dazed man.
"Go ahead, fuck her ass, honey," Judy encouraged him warmly.
"You're okay with my fucking another woman?" he gawped, even though it seemed pretty obvious she was.
"Not just any woman, but my Mistress, absolutely! I fucked her, and I fucked Master," Judy admitted. "It's your turn now... with my Mistress anyway. I wouldn't advise you to fuck with Master."
"I can't believe this," Ralph said, as still on her knees and often on her hands as well, Judy crawled over to him, grasped her husband's dick, and brought it to Marcy's tight, and for the moment not at all gaped asshole.
"Go ahead, fuck her ass," Judy ordered, positioning him right at the tiny rosebud. "Trust me, she's a great lay!"
"Yes, shove that dick right up my shit hole," Marcy demanded. "It's been around the block a few times, so no lube required."
Ralph looked uncertainly back at the girl's boyfriend, now naked, but he nodded his approval.
"All right," Ralph said, as he pushed his dick forward and after some momentary resistance, it slid inside her tight, warm ass.
"Oh my God!" Marcy screamed, as the cock widened her asshole. "You're huge!"
"Oh yes, fuck Mistress's asshole," Judy cheered him on, as she watched her husband's dick disappearing up the poop chute.
"Bend over, slut," Ryan said, as he pulled her off the bed and onto her feet, so Judy could continue watching her husband sodomize his girlfriend, and so could he.
"Yes, Master," Judy moaned, knowing she was getting back-to-back ass fuckings.
"Yes, you finally get to take her ass," Marcy said, looking back as Ralph's cock continued to go deeper inside her.
"It's a lot tighter than her pussy," Ryan said, as his cock slid into her gaped and already well-fucked hole.
"How long have you been fucking my wife?" Ralph asked.
"Not long at all, just a few days," Ryan said, as he began fucking her hard. "And in this hole? Beginning right now."
"So big," Marcy moaned, once all nine plus inches of Ralph's dick was buried in her well-trained ass and creating only a slight burn.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass, fuck your slut's asshole," Judy moaned, wanting to let her husband know she was a nasty slut for all three people present.
"You really did all this to her in a week?" Ralph asked, resting inside the woman's warm asshole.
"Yeah, your wife just needed the opportunity," Marcy said. "I can't believe you didn't see it."
"Me neither," Ralph said, as he watched his wife get hammered from behind by a guy half her age.
"Don't let it happen again," Marcy said.
"Oh, I won't," Ralph said, as he placed his hands on the young woman's wide hips. Her ass was literally made for fucking.
"You'd better not," Judy moaned.
"Now less talk, more ass fucking," Marcy demanded.
"Yes, my slut," Ralph said, as he bucked roughly into her without backing out at all.
"Ohhhhhh you fucker!" Marcy screamed, his cock reaching new depths in her ass.
"You like that, slut?" Ralph asked, pounding into her five times, and thus jarring Marcy's entire body forward.
"Yes, fuck, I love it," Marcy moaned wildly, as the pleasure-pain principle worked its magic inside her ass.
For two, perhaps three minutes, Marcy and Judy had their assholes violently destroyed. Moans and screams echoed throughout the bedroom. Bodies slapped together. Men grunted.
"You may be my wife's Mistress and your man my wife's Master, but I'm your Master," Ralph claimed, as he really hammered the girl from behind... perspiration running down his face and body.
"Oh yessssss, Master," Marcy agreed, a relationship she'd never agreed to before... she didn't even call Ryan Master.
"I'll be using this asshole whenever I want," Ralph said, a major rush of adrenaline at the ultimate power he suddenly owned.
"Yes, Master," Marcy agreed mindlessly, as pleasure consumed her. She loved Ryan. Loved Ryan's cock... but she'd never been so thoroughly ass fucked before by anyone.
"And all three of your holes are now mine, aren't they, boss slut," Ryan said, as he kept pace with the older man with hard, rough thrusts.
"Yes, Master, now that I'm completely nonvirginal, all my holes are yours to use freely," Judy agreed, as her asshole was hammered and another orgasm was rising.
"On your knees," Ryan said, about to bust a nut.
"Yes, Master," Judy quickly obeyed, taking one last look at her husband pounding Marcy. As soon she was on her knees, Ryan did the nasty ass to mouth thing by sliding his cock into her mouth and roughly face fucking her... making her gag.
"Do you want my load in your mouth or your ass, slut?" Ralph asked, his second load rising.
"Wherever you want, Master," Marcy responded, "but if you're generously offering, I have I say I'd love to feel your load explode in my asshole."
"Good to know," Ralph said, deciding he'd go two for two in depositing his loads in both assholes.
Marcy brought her hand to her pussy and began frantically rubbing herself, desperate to come.
"Oh yes, fuck my asshole and cum in it!" Marcy begged.
"Take it all," Ryan grunted, and he spewed his load down his slut boss's mouth.
Judy, of course, swallowed the warm, creamy load right down.
"Get ready, slut," Ralph warned Marcy, holding back for as long as he possibly could.
"Yes, fuck me, fuck me, oh fucking fuck!" Marcy babbled as she rubbed herself, and then she screamed as her orgasm hit her the moment she felt Ralph's cock pulse and explode in her ass. "Yesssssss!"
Ralph deposited his load and pulled out, one of his legs just beginning to cramp up. He got off the bed and admired the gaped hole he'd bored into her.
"Come and eat my asshole, slut," Marcy ordered, still trembling from her intense orgasm.
"Yes, Mistress," Judy said, allowing Master's cock to slip out of her mouth, turning around, and hurrying between Marcy's spread legs and gaping ass. She buried her face in there, and sucked out her husband's cum.
Ralph asked Ryan, "So. Do you have a bunch of women you fuck?"
"A few," Ryan said.
"I see," Ralph said.
"Yeah, Marcy has quite the gift for seducing older lost women and turning them into submissive sluts," Ryan explained.
"69," Marcy ordered, and the two men watched as the two women repositioned themselves and buried their pretty faces in each other's pussies.
"This has been a crazy day," Ralph said, talking to a guy who'd just ass fucked his wife while he'd been doing the same to the guy's.
"Yeah, every day gets crazy with Marcy," Ryan said.
"Not a bad way to live," Ralph said.
"Nope."
"Want a whiskey?"
"Sure."
Ralph went downstairs and poured two whiskeys, and returned to see Marcy fastening a strap-on harness around her waist.
"I hope that isn't for me," Ralph joked.
"The way you sucked that plug right out of your wife's asshole, I figured you might be a bottom bitch too," Marcy said, stroking her cock.
"No, I just love women's assholes and the way they taste," Ralph denied.
"Up to you. But do you think you can get it up enough to help us triple team your wife?" Marcy asked, and she bounced over to Ralph, dropped before him, and took the cock that was recently in her asshole into her mouth.
"Only a real slut goes ass to mouth," Ralph pointed out, as his cock hardened inside her mouth.
"You're not wrong, and our slave and I are real sluts," Marcy said, before she resumed bobbing.
A minute later, Marcy lay on the bed, cock upwards, and ordered, "Come and ride me, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Judy obeyed eagerly.
"Time for a double penetration," Marcy said.
"Triple too, I hope," Judy embellished, as she lowered herself onto the cock.
"Within this crowd, that goes without saying," Marcy agreed.
"I get her ass," Ralph staked his claim, getting onto the bed behind his wife.
"I guess I'll face fuck her then," Ryan chimed in.
"Everyone, just fill me with cock!" Judy demanded, and her request was granted as her husband slid into her ass and Ryan into her mouth.
And... for ten plus minutes, Judy was triple teamed. After five minutes... Ryan and Ralph swapped places.
One... two... three more orgasms cascaded through Judy, before both men pulled out, flipped the well-fucked slut onto her back and splattered her face with a double facial.
Judy was so completely spent she couldn't move, as her face was layered with thick, white cum.
Marcy needing to come herself, climbed out of her strap-on, and simply sat on her pet's cum-coated face... a reverse cream pie, per se.
Judy mindlessly licked, loving the taste of pussy, even while she was completely exhausted, having never been fucked that well or that hard in her life.
Marcy ground on her pet's face and reached one final orgasm before rolling off, bending down and kissing her pet's cum-covered face.
A minute later, she asked, "Was it worth it?"
"Definitely," Judy said, smiling up at her beautiful, life-altering Mistress.
"Good because I plan to use this mouth often," Marcy said.
"And my other holes too, I hope," Judy said.
"Of course," Marcy smiled.
"Now that I've seen the light, I plan to use them pretty often too," Ralph said.
"You'd better," Judy said sternly.
"We'll go now and let you two enjoy the rest of the weekend," Marcy said, kissing her pet one last time.
"Thank you, Mistress, thank you for everything," Judy said, so completely thankful.
"You're welcome," Marcy said. Turning to Ralph, she said, "You're welcome too."
"Thank you," Ralph said, and meaning it.
"You're welcome," Marcy repeated with a smile, giving his cock a squeeze and after the couple restored their street clothes, heading out. (Except of course Ryan still needed to collect his pants from the bottom of the stairway.)
Five minutes later, Ralph and Judy were in bed... Judy cuddled into her man.
"I love you," Judy said, her hand on his chest.
"I love you too," Ralph said, as he drew his hand through her hair.
They kissed briefly, and both exhausted by the sexual night of their life, drifted off to sleep.
THE END
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My Son's Lap: A Uber Ride Home
Summary: Mom rides son in Uber and another couple gets involved.
This is part two of the My Son's Lap series.
In part 1, a mother sits on her son's lap while he's playing Santa for her company's Christmas party, and she's astonished to find herself with his big cock in her pussy. They slyly fuck in a room full of people... then do round two in the office... where he shows her a letter that verifies his claim that her deceased husband had set up the incestuous encounter, and she also learns that he'd requested his son to take over as both the man and the cock of their household. Given her longstanding submissive nature and the love she has for her son, she gratefully agrees to the exciting new arrangement.
And now the story continues.
My Son's Lap: A Uber Ride Home
Two minutes later, after taking my son Cody's load in my mouth and swallowing it down, I was walking to the bar to get another drink, when I had a sudden regret... not the obvious one that I'd just sucked and fucked my son... no, the regret was that I was still horny, so I wanted his cock back in my mouth and pussy. After more than six months of no dick since Jake had passed... plus another month or so when he'd been too sick and frail to make love... thus seven months with only my hands and toys to get me off... my high powered sexual libido was revved up, and I finally had someone to go to for relief.
I saw Cody walking back into the party, and my pussy tingled... which I knew was supposed to be wrong... reminded of just how wrong by the sweet aftertaste of my son's cum... a reminder of the ultimate sins I'd just committed.
The first time was an accident... at least on my part... but the second time I'd initiated it... the second time I'd willingly sucked my son's cock, then had asked him to fuck me again... and then I'd eagerly allowed him to deposit a load down my throat.
"You okay?" Janet asked me. "You look really flushed."
"It's hot in here," I answered, fanning my hand at my face.
"Is it?" she asked, looking a bit surprised.
"Maybe it's menopause," I joked, trying to cover up my recent indiscretions.
"Maybe," she said, as she gave me a look saying she didn't believe me.
"I need another drink," I said.
"Now that sounds like a plan," Janet agreed, and we headed to the bar.
As I sipped my drink, I processed all that had just transpired... still processing my surreal disbelief of all the scandalous things I'd done and experienced at this evening's Christmas party. I'd sucked and fucked my son. And my deceased husband had not only approved of this mother-and-son incest... he'd suggested it. Or rather, through a letter he'd written and had posthumously instructed me to give to Cody yesterday, he'd actually orchestrated it! ...I want you to be the Santa during the staff Christmas Party. I want you to go commando underneath the suit, and as the night progresses, when your mother sits on your lap, which I'm sure she will, I want you to guide your cock into her pussy... he couldn't have been any clearer than that! Especially when he'd gone on to explain to Cody how submissive I was, and had urged him to take total control of me whenever he wanted to have sex.
So now what? Could this incestuous boning really become a regular thing? Could Cody replace Jake in satisfying all my needs? Needs that had been unfulfilled ever since Jake had become terminally ill. And no matter how I spun it, the pleasurable sensations inside me were still lingering. Perhaps it was because I hadn't been fucked in many months, maybe it was the alcohol I'd been consuming tonight, or maybe it was how much Cody looked and acted like his father... especially tonight!
Regardless of the reasons, I was still horny, and I wanted more.
Yet I couldn't slip away again... Janet would catch on eventually... or we might get caught by one or more of my employees... which would be disastrous!
So patiently, well impatiently was more accurate, I waited for the party to end, since as the employer and host, I needed to be one of the last few people leaving here.
So I spent my time dancing with the ladies for a while, frequently looking around, trying to keep tabs on my son like a jealous high school girl worried her hot boyfriend might cheat on her, while also trying to figure out if one of the women here was the third MILF my son had said he was fucking.
As the evening wound down, I knew I was too tipsy to drive, so I asked Cody, "Are you up for driving us home?"
"Legally?" he asked.
"Yes, legally," I laughed, shaking my head.
"Then no," he said.
Eager to get home and fuck him again, I suggested, "I'll call an Uber."
"Sure," he agreed.
"For one o'clock?"
"Whenever you'd like to leave," he said.
"The sooner the better," I said, briefly and slyly squeezing his cock, "we have some unfinished business, and nothing like the kind that martial artist Beatrix Kiddo had all through the movie 'Kill Bill'."
"We do, do we?" he asked slyly.
"Yes, we do," I said in a sultry tone that made it pretty clear what I was expecting when we got home, wanting to fuck him again right now. Together we'd opened Pandora's box, and with my submissive nature reawakened, I was horny as fuck.
"I see," he said, acting pretty causal about it.
"You're the man of the house now," I reminded him. "So you have some new duties."
"Like fixing the dishwasher," he joked.
"Close; you will be working on some plumbing," I riposted.
"Not quite, you'll be working on a pipe," he countered. "And only one pipe."
"I'm warming up my pipe wrench right now," I said, opening and closing my mouth a few times, this lame repartee turning me on.
"Let me know when it's time to go," he said.
"Soon," I said. "Very soon."
I reached for my phone, booked an Uber, and got a reply saying it would be here in nine minutes.
I wished Janet and a few others who were heading out Merry Christmas yet again, and when the Uber was three minutes away, I locked up, took Cody's hand, and began walking.
He said, as we headed to the elevator, "Best Christmas party ever."
"Your surprise gift was very thoughtful," I said. "Exciting even!"
"I was hoping you'd like it!"
"It was exactly what I needed," I said as the elevator opened. "And if I'd had any idea it was an option, it would have been at the top of my wish list."
We stepped into the elevator, and once the doors had closed us in, I squeezed his cock and said, "And the perfect size, too."
"Suck it. Right now," he ordered.
"You're such bad boy," I mock scolded as I quickly obeyed, fishing his dick out for a quick suck. I had fond memories of sucking and being fucked in this same elevator by his father.
I bobbed for not even two dozen hungry bobs, before I felt the elevator slowing down.
I stood up, still stroking his cock and said, "To be continued."
"Definitely," he agreed.
He put his dick away just as the elevator doors opened. And we were walking out of the office building just as the Uber pulled up.
It looked full.
I pulled out my phone and saw that I'd chosen the Share option, and I'd only booked for one of us.
"Shit," I said.
I walked around to the driver and said, "I think I screwed up."
He offered, "If you can sit on your companion's lap, this can still work."
"Oh, you're a lifesaver!" I gushed, and I returned to my son. "Think you can handle your Mom sitting on your lap again for this ride?"
"It'll be a ride all right," he promised.
"Maybe it will, Cody," I said, as he opened the curbside backseat door for me, and a wicked idea began forming in my head... maybe I could get my son's dick back inside me before we arrived home.
He climbed in and sat down beside a guy and a girl, who looked like a couple in their early twenties.
I followed him inside, sat awkwardly down on my son's lap, and apologized to the good-looking couple, "Hey, sorry about the tight squeeze."
"No problem," the college-aged girl smiled at me.
"Thanks a bunch," I said, as I reached behind myself to close the door, which caused me to grind on my son's hard cock... which in turn caused me to let out a soft moan.
I closed the door, and the driver started driving.
"Hand me the seat belt, honey," I requested.
Cody did, and I leaned against him to my left to find the seatbelt... to wrap around both of us. After a few tries, and even some help from the girl seated in the middle, we concluded it wasn't going to work.
I felt my son's cock sliding into my pussy as I dropped back onto his lap... apparently he was thinking what I was thinking... it was great to have two perverse minds thinking so much alike.
Once again I let out a little moan... well... perhaps a tad more than a little one.
"Sorry, it's hard to get comfortable," I smiled, as I wiggled around a bit to settle the cock in my pussy.
"No problem," the girl said.
"So where are you two going?" I asked, trying to make casual conversation while I continued wriggling around ever so slightly.
"Home," the girl said.
"Makes sense," I said. "Where were you two before this?"
"My company's Christmas party," she answered.
"Us too," I said, this slow, ultra slow fucking quite frustrating, but better than not having a dick inside me at all.
"I may have had a little too much to drink," the girl giggled, clearly a little tipsy... and her cheeks quite red.
"Me too," I said again, as I began slowly grinding on my son's dick. After a pause, I gave Cody a kiss and told him, not caring who else was listening, "You're going to get very lucky when we get home."
He chuckled awkwardly.
"My man is getting seriously fucked tonight," I announced bluntly to all our companions.
"Lucky you," the girl said, looking at me with a perplexed look.
"Oh yeah, I'm one lucky lady," I said, as I kept slyly fucking. "He's less than half my age, so he can fuck all night."
"I don't know about all night," Cody finally spoke up.
"Then we'll just see how long you can go," I said, then asked as I leaned back into him, "What's your record number of loads in a day?"
"Jesus," the woman seated in the front passenger seat said, having been facing forward all this time.
"What?" I asked innocently. "I want a man who can reload often, quickly, and shoot bucketloads."
"You're disgusting," the woman sneered. The Uber driver just kept his head directed forward, and his eyes on the road.
The guy sitting across the seat from me said, "Twelve."
"I wasn't asking you, but I'm happy to hear it," I said, as I continued grinding on my son's cock... pretty sure I wouldn't get as many as twelve tonight... but at least two more... and at this rate, perhaps the next one even before leaving this Uber.
"Really?" the girl asked, looking intrigued.
"Yeah," he said. "I've never done twelve with a woman, but I've done twelve."
"Will you people puhleeze have some decorum?" the woman in the front demanded, clearly offended by this entire conversation.
"I've done as many as fifteen," my son said from underneath me, ignoring the prude in the front.
"Tonight could that include a big load of cum all over my face?" I asked, really looking forward to getting a massive facial... I loved the soothing sensation of a warm load splattering my skin. Plus, I truly believe cum is great for the complexion.
"Disgusting," the woman said, shaking her head disapprovingly.
"That sounds really hot," the guy said from the other side of the girl.
"Oh? Are you saying you'd like to squirt cum all over my face?" The girl sounded like she was part asking and part offering.
"Um, I..." he stammered, which made me realize they were a relatively new couple.
"I think you'd look really sexy with a big load on your pretty face," I said, as I began moving a little faster... becoming increasingly uncaring about discretion, since this conversation, the alcohol, the revelation that my 'boyfriend' and I were looking forward to lots of fucking tonight, and his dick already inside me, had gotten me horny as fuck.
"Thanks," she said.
"It's great for the complexion," I said.
"I've read that," she said.
"I'm Debbie," I introduced myself. "And this big dicked marathon stud is Cody."
Another dramatic sigh from the front seat.
"I'm Amanda, and this is Derek," the pretty blonde said.
"Nice to meet you," I smiled, offering her my hand.
"You too," Amanda said, shaking my hand, and I let out another moan.
"Do you mind if I lean forward and use your leg for balance?" I asked Amanda. "It's getting a little uncomfortable in this position."
"Sure," Amanda smiled.
I leaned over, knowing Derek would get a great side view of my left tit, as I placed both of my hands on her pantyhose-clad leg, thus allowing me to raise my butt a bit, and thus giving Cody's dick more room for fucking me.
"Oh, what nice nylons," I said.
"Yeah, Derek has a thing for them," Amanda said, as I slowly stroked one of my hands over her silky sheer leg, while Cody began slowly, and less slyly, to fuck me deeper and harder.
"Yeah, so does Cody," I said. "That's why I wear thigh highs for him. Easy access to my holes."
"I see," Amanda said. "Then I should buy some."
"You really should," Derek concurred.
"Yeah, then Derek can just bend you over and slide it right in," I said, as Cody continued slowly fucking me.
"And you can sit on his lap just about anywhere," Cody not so slyly added.
"Aren't you going to do anything about these creeps?" The exasperated woman in the front asked the driver.
"What would you like me to do?" he asked.
"You should kick them out of the car!" she demanded.
"Oooooh," I moaned. Cody's dick felt so good sliding in and out of me after the several minutes of slow tease when I was still seated fully on his lap.
"What for?" he asked.
"For being disgusting!"
"Just because you're not getting any dick, you shouldn't take that out on us," I said wickedly, letting out another moan.
"Jesus," she gasped again.
"And you shouldn't take the Lord's name in vain," I said, a sly smile on my face as I looked at Amanda. I then added, "Unless it's to glorify His Holy Name while your man fucks the shit out of you."
"He's fucking you right now, isn't he?" Amanda whispered in my ear.
I nodded.
"That's so fucking hot," she said.
"Kiss me," I said.
"Mmmmmmm, I'd love to," she purred, and she looked at her boyfriend, smiled, leaned towards my face and kissed me.
"You can't be serious," the woman in the front said. She'd twisted around in her seat and was now glaring right at us.
"Then stop watching," my son suggested.
"This is totally indecent," she wailed, not quite shouting.
"Then just turn back around and look straight ahead," Cody said.
"Pull over. Right now!" the woman ordered. "I want to get out."
Amanda and I had our tongues in each other's mouths.
"Right here?" The driver asked. "Ma'am, this isn't the safest area to be walking around in. Especially at night."
"Then please just go faster," the woman sighed dramatically.
"I obey the speed limit, ma'am," the driver said politely.
"Why don't you pull out Derek's dick?" I suggested in a whisper as I broke the kiss. It was a whisper I'm sure the driver heard, but not the loudmouthed prude in the passenger seat.
Truth be told, this adventure had gone to an extreme I'd never reached before. But after all those months of no dick, and the posthumous encouragement from my deceased husband for Cody and me to go crazy, and well, Pandora's pussy was now fully liberated from her hibernation, and I was making plans 100% with my libido. That, plus whatever Cody decided to require from me, and he was no slouch either.
"Really?" she asked. "You think I should?"
"Sure, go for it," I encouraged her with another moan, as Cody began fucking me faster, and I could see the tent in Derek's pants. "Just look at it... the poor guy's dick is rock hard."
"It really is," he agreed.
I braced my hands against the back of the driver's seat for even better balance, and to give Cody's dick even more room to pound into me. I watched as Amanda fished out her man's dick, saying, "I can't believe I'm doing this."
"Oh yes," I moaned.
"They're actually having sex back there," the woman shrieked with utter disgust and shock. "Kick them all out of the car!"
"That's a really nice cock," I said as Amanda pulled Derek's dick into view, and now I wasn't speaking at all softly. "Maybe you should fuck the bitch in the front seat with it. It's pretty clear she hasn't had any dick in a long time."
"That's Enough!" the woman snapped, turning completely around and shoving me. "I've had enough of this!"
"That's my tit," I objected, falling briefly onto Amanda. As I pushed my way back up, one hand on each seat back, I looked at the woman, who was in her forties like I was, and would be pretty if she didn't have that resting bitch look, "if you like women, we can make that happen too."
"Fuck you," she said.
"Sure, why not?" I smiled wickedly, glancing down to see Amanda was now sucking Derek's cock. "Or if you want, my man can fuck you while I eat your pussy."
"What's wrong with you?" she asked incredulously.
"Nothing really," I said. "Actually, I'm feeling pretty damn good right now."
She turned back around, and I moaned, "That's it baby, fuck me!"
"THERE! She just admitted they're having sex," she said triumphantly.
"So? What happens in the backseat stays in the backseat," the driver said, looking into the rear-view mirror and right at me. And winked.
I gave him a big smile.
"I'm going to lodge a complaint with your supervisor," she threatened.
"And we'll give you a glowing recommendation," I countered.
"You bet your sweet ass we will," Derek moaned.
"Fuck me, Derek," Amanda demanded, clearly as horny as I was. She unbuckled her seatbelt, got on her hands and knees facing me, hiked up her skirt, and pulled down her pantyhose and panties.
"Remember that thigh highs give your man easier access to your cunt," I pointed out.
"I'll be sure to pick some up tomorrow," she smiled, as Derek hurriedly got out of his seatbelt, knelt, and slid inside his woman. "Ooooh, yes."
"Harder, baby, fuck me harder," I demanded, and Cody obliged, with his hands on my hips and hard, deep thrusts.
And for the next two or three minutes, Derek openly pounded Amanda and Cody fucked me.
Moans echoed throughout the small Uber.
So did the sounds of bodies slamming together.
"I can't believe this," the prude wailed.
"What? That young men can fuck like rabbits?" I asked with a moan.
"No dignity," she said.
"Nope, I'm just craving cock," I said. "Or even some cunt."
"Jesus," she said again, shaking her head.
"Oh God," I moaned, since Cody was really hammering me, and was likely getting a great workout while doing so. "One he comes in me ma'am, I'm sure he can reload and take you right to heaven."
"Oh yes, fuck," Amanda moaned.
"Thank God," the woman in the front said as the Uber came to a stop.
"Is that a yes?" I asked playfully.
"You're nothing but a sick pervert," she accused, turning to glare right into my eyes.
"No, I'm just a slut for big, young cock," I said, looking her straight in the eyes.
She sighed as she undid her seatbelt and opened the door.
"Oh yes, God! So fucking good!" I groaned as loud and sensually as I could.
The woman exited, bellowed, "All of you people are disgusting!" and slammed the door so hard the entire car shook for a few seconds.
The driver said, looking into the mirror, "Someone can move to the front seat if they wish."



"No, I'm good," I moaned, my bright red face only a few inches from him.
"So am I," Amanda also moaned, sounding like her orgasm was imminent.
"Okay, the customer is always right," he said, "most of them, anyway; but not the bitch who just left." He then turned his eyes back to the road and resumed driving... chuckling in amusement.
"Let's ride our men," I suggested.
"Fuck yeah," she agreed as I faced front and dropped back onto my son... and she followed suit on her man... as I let out a load moan. Since the driver was openly supporting our activities, there was no longer a need to hold anything back.
"Kiss me," I said to Amanda.
"Mmmmm, you boys want to see that?" she asked.
"Hell yeah," Cody said.
"Fuck yeah," Derek agreed.
"Unfortunately, I need to pay attention to my driving, but I'm all for it," added the driver. "My name's Rick, by the way."
"You're a real sweetheart, Rick," I said.
"Ditto," said Amanda.
We leaned into each other and kissed passionately, both of us with big dicks in our pussies. Her tongue slid into my mouth, and I returned the favour... getting even more charged up from the passionate, intimate raw kissing with this younger woman.
"So hot," Derek said.
As I broke the kiss I teased, "You should see me kissing her other lips."
"Oh, God!" Derek gasped.
"Just ride me," Cody ordered.
"You don't like the idea of watching me with another woman?" I asked, as I began bouncing harder on his dick.
"Oh, I fucking love it," he said, "but first I need to shoot a load up your wet pussy."
"Ditto," Derek said, as Amanda too began bouncing strenuously on her man's cock.
Moans... and groans... echoed throughout the car, as all four of our orgasms rose.
"Oh fuck," Amanda moaned loudly.
"Yes, fuck," Cody groaned.
"Come inside me baby, fill Mommy with that big load," I moaned, and then realizing what I'd just said and had potentially outed, I shrugged, "We like roleplaying."
"Kinky," Amanda moaned; she seemed close to coming.
"Holy fucking hot," Derek said.
"Oh yes, Mommy, ride my cock," Cody moaned. "I'm going to fill your pussy with a massive load."
"Fuck this driving shit, I'm watching!" said Rick the driver, and he drove close to the curb, halted the car, checked to make sure all the doors were locked, unfastened his seat belt, and turned around to direct his full attention to the live sex show going on in his back seat.
Not roleplaying at all, but wanting to feel his cock twitch and explode inside me, I moaned, "Yes son, fill Mommy's cunt with a big load of your cum!"
"Titties! Can I please see some titties?" Rick begged from the front seat.
"Do we take requests?" I asked Amanda.
"From Rick? I'm all for it!" she agreed,
So we both stripped to the waist, cupped our own respective breasts, and flaunted them for Rick, who by then must have gotten his cock out behind the seat back, judging by the rhythmic movements of his right shoulder.
"Oh fuck," Derek grunted as he spewed his load into his girlfriend's pussy.
"Oh yes," Amanda moaned, as she bounced on his cock, also coming.
"Fuck, I'm about to come, son," I declared, my orgasm imminent. Watching the young couple right next to us fucking and cumming was adding to the intensity of committing incest right in front of three sets of eyes.
"And I'm going to come up your wet cunt, Mommy slut," Cody added wickedly.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, finding the term 'Mommy slut' so exciting, as was the wicked thrill of committing such a so-called abomination with an audience.
"Come inside your Mom," Derek said, watching us as Amanda was now sitting astride his lap and leaning back against his torso, while enjoying her own orgasm.
"Yeah, fill your Mom's pussy," Amanda added, both of them really turned on by our 'roleplaying' incest.
"Jesus!" Rick gasped in a very different tone of voice from the one the prude woman had used.
"Oh fuck," Cody grunted as he unloaded into his mother.
"Yes, come in your Mommy," I moaned loudly. Feeling his cock twitching and filling my pussy was the trigger for yet another orgasm from my son's big dick. I collapsed back to rest against my son, as I enjoyed this wicked orgasm.
"That was fucking hot," Amanda said, as she remained sitting on her man's lap a couple minutes after we'd all come.
Both of us girls were now sitting astride our respective men's laps, and were thus presenting Rick with full frontals, complete with visible trickles of cum oozing out of our pussies around the cocks.
Rick's eyes were flitting around like a kid's in a candy shop.
"May I eat your cream pie?" I asked, wanting to show my son how nasty a slut his mother could be.
"Tempting," Amanda said, as Rick turned back around, buckled up, and resumed driving, "But this is for us."
"Well, at least let me have a taste," I said, not having dined on a pussy for a long time, and a cream pie for even longer.
"You're insatiable," Amanda smiled, as the car slowed down and stopped after travelling only a few more blocks. Recognizing the neighborhood, I realized this hot couple lived just a couple of blocks away from us.
I said, "you have no idea."
"But this is our stop," she said.
As she began climbing off Derek while buttoning up her blouse without bothering with her bra, I said, an idea for another wicked event popping into my head, "We live like two blocks away from here."
"Then we'll have to get back together another time," Amanda said, catching my drift, her cheeks still red from her orgasm.
"Yes, we definitely should," Derek said.
"I think we can make that happen," I smiled, wondering if Cody was up for a foursome... and I sensed he would be. "What do you think, honey?"
"Definitely," he agreed.
"It was a huge pleasure to meet you," Derek said, handing me a card with his girlfriend's name, and her phone number.
I glanced down to his cock, which was now deflated, but still sticking out of his pants. "Not as pleasurable as it could have been. But with this," I added, brandishing the card, "we can certainly arrange to pick up where we left off."
"Absolutely," Derek said.
Amanda opened the door, got out, and pulled up her panties and pantyhose. Even 'fully dressed' like that, it was obvious she'd been well fucked.
Derek put his dick away and followed Amanda out of the car.
I crawled off my son, over to the open door and demanded, "Get back here, Amanda. I still need a taste."
She looked around at the empty surroundings, and returned to me.
When she raised her dress, I pulled down her panties and pantyhose in one quick movement, leaned forward, and licked her glistening pussy.
It was only twenty seconds, perhaps thirty, while I enjoyed her sweet cocktail of pussy and cream pie, before she stepped away, bent down and kissed me. "It was really great to meet you."
"You too, sexy," I grinned.
Derek took her hand, Amanda closed the door, and they walked together up the driveway.
"So you also eat pussy?" My son asked, as I sat down beside him.
"Whenever I can," I answered.
That's very good to know," he said.
"Your mother will do pretty much anything you tell her to," I whispered sensually, not loudly enough for the Uber driver to hear.
"I'll be testing that," he said.
"You'd better," I said, excited about all the possibilities I'd thought had ended with the death of my husband.
Just as the Uber was about to leave, there was a knock on the window, which startled us both.
It was Amanda.
She opened the door and said, "Debbie and Cody, why don't you come in for a nightcap?"
"Honey, would you like to go in?" I asked.
Amanda took my hand and tugged. "I wasn't really asking."
"Then I guess we'd better get our asses inside and enjoy your hospitality," Cody said, as Amanda's eyes darted to his dick, which was still out.
"Oh? I think the hospitality will be mutual," Amanda smiled, reaching across and stroking his cock.
"We got out, and I said to the Uber man, "Thanks for the ride. I hope we didn't get you into any trouble."
He shrugged, and I saw he still had his dick out. "The pleasure was all mine."
"You two go inside, I'll be right there," I said.
"Hurry," Amanda said. "You and I have some unfinished business."
"Mmmmm," I smiled, as Amanda led Cody by his hard dick towards her house. "Roll down your window," I ordered.
"Yes ma'am," he said.
Once the window was down, I reached in, grasped his cock and began stroking it. "Did we do this to you?"
"Yeah," he groaned, his six-inch cock as hard as a rock.
"What a nice fat cock you have, grandma," I said. It wasn't really long, but it was very thick.
"Thanks, Red," he groaned as I jerked him off.
Deciding I was hungry for more cum, tonight being such a wonderful reawakening of my inner cum slut, I opened the door, knelt down, and took his cock into my mouth.
"Oh my," he groaned, as I devoured the entire cock.
I bobbed for only fifteen, perhaps twenty seconds, before he grunted and spewed his load into my mouth.
I smoothly swallowed his load and continued sucking until every last drop had been drained into my stomach. I then stood back up and said, "Thanks for a memorable ride."
"No, thank you," he turned it around, clearly in awe of all that had just happened.
"No problem," I said.
One last question," he said, just as I was turning to walk away.
"Yes?"
"Is he really your son?" he asked.
"Maybe, maybe not," I grinned as I turned and sauntered away... a creamy aftertaste in my mouth and looking forward to what was certain to be an amazing nightcap to an amazing night.
The end of chapter 2
Already written the third chapter:
My Son's Lap: A Wicked 4-Some
Mom and son have foursome with younger couple.
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1950s: On Her Wedding Day
Summary: The bride gets lots of pussy and some cock on her special day.
Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca, the famous artist whose artwork continues to inspire and to be used for this series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series.
Note 2: This is the eighth chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades, and through several generations of family members.
In part 1, 1950s: 1st Time With a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given the gift of a scrapbook from her recently deceased great grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great grandmother's sexual adventures in the 1950s...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe of Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction of her nerdy science partner Zelda.
In part 2, 1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society, our protagonist reads the next chapter in her great grandmother's scrapbook. Rebecca is caught masturbating while babysitting and has a sexual encounter with a MILF. Rebecca learns of a secret lesbian society that is many years old, and she is offered the opportunity to become the newest submissive pet to many local housewives. To earn the privilege of being the housewife pet for her senior year, she must meet the head Mistress and service her. Lastly, present-day Kimmy, so horny from the idea of a housewife sex club, envisions dominating one of her neighbours.
In part 3: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training, our protagonist learns about her great grandmother's training to be a pet to a community of housewife lesbians. Rebecca is forced to suck cock for the first time (and the second time, and...), she witnesses a massive housewife lesbian orgy, gets fisted and spanked before being ordered to seduce her best friend. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off after a long night by imagining many different MILFs she would like to seduce.
In part 4: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's seduction of her best friend. Rebecca becomes more brazen at high school and must fulfill the task of seducing her best friend, Eleanor. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off with a pop bottle as she fantasizes about making her good friend Camree be her public slut.
In part 5: 1950s: Moms & Daughters, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother Rebecca's further sexual adventures as she: submits to her best friend's mother to get her permission for Eleanor to also become a community pet; seduces Eleanor again, this time so her mother can catch them in the act; gets Eleanor's mother off in front of Eleanor; at an initiation/training for Rebecca and Eleanor, learns how her own mother had been recently seduced into the housewife lesbian community; has sex with her mother: oral, vaginal and anal, both giving and receiving; establishes a domme/sub relationship with her mother -- taking turns for who's in charge. Lastly, Kimmy fantasizes about dominating and seducing her unpleasant Aunt Beth as she masturbates with a bratwurst.
In part 6: 1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's senior year as she questions her fading relationship with her best friend, tries to handle all her commitments (school, boyfriend and being a housewives' pet) and even spends a night with three popular cheerleaders. Lastly, this leads to Kimmy realizing she needs to spend more time with her best friend Julia.
In part 7: 1950s: Naughty Bride-to-Be, our protagonist, now pregnant, must repent as she prepares for her wedding... although her tasks to repent tend to include a lot of pussy and some cock.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
Note 4: Normal text font is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters or fantasizing about one; italics is the scrapbook story of our hero Rebecca.
Note 5: Also, please note that although I've tried to make the main characters look the same as far as possible in the illustrations, the photos were selected from a massive collection from Rebecca's website. Thus, there will often be subtle differences (freckles, breast size, etc.). That said, I don't believe it should hinder your enjoyment of the story.
Note 6: Of course, all characters in the story are 18 years of age or older.
1950s: On Her Wedding Day
I didn't even make it through a night before I reopened the scrapbook. I just couldn't wait to read about my great grandmother's wedding day. I sensed it was going to be epic.
That said, I did have time to imagine Mrs. Walker naked... with her legs spread... just like any good submissive. Her never having mentioned anything after catching Julia munching on my pussy had me wondering if she'd be an easy conquest... there was just something about her that screamed secret slut... someone who behind that serious demeanour was wickedly naughty. Perhaps she was a secret Mistress pondering which student to order under her desk... or perhaps instead she was a secret submissive who was dying to crawl under a student's desk and lick her while the girl wrote a test... yes, a submissive felt more like the inner her... so perhaps she imagined being bent over her desk and fucked from behind by a hung student or a girl with a strap-on... and perhaps she longed to be positioned on her desk and get spit-roasted... and perhaps on her knees surrounded by an entire basketball team and getting a bukkake... and perhaps in the center of a lesbian orgy... regardless, once the idea got in my head, I couldn't get that visual of her naked and offering herself out of my head.

I sensed it would take only a nudge to push her over the edge, so I just had to decide how to give her that nudge.
For instance I could simply lie across her desk naked and offer myself to her.

Or perhaps I could strip us both down and seduce her right in her classroom.

Or perhaps go a more traditional way by seducing her twin daughters, making sure we'd get caught in the act.

And then blackmail her in her classroom to be my submissive pet or else I out her daughters.

So many ideas....
As I pondered them, I continued reading... about my great grandmother pregnant and about to get married.
.....
Late on the night before my wedding, Eleanor, after we'd brought each other to multiple orgasms, kissed me, told me she loved me, and slipped away to help with the preparations for my big day.

I was so exhausted... I crashed before I even heard her leave the house... perhaps Mom decided to use her before she left.
I drifted off to sleep, still naked.
.....
Then finally, it was my wedding day!
I was dazzled by a complex mixture of emotions.
Excited... it had always been my dream to get married, have kids, and become that perfect wife and mother we were taught we needed to be.
Terrified... I was only eighteen, and this was the rest of my life we were talking about.
Confused... although I wanted to get married, my newfound sexual explorations had gotten me questioning everything.
Nervous... after the crazy week leading up to my big day... I had no idea what the women running my life might have in store for me today. Although I did know that whatever it was, I wouldn't have any choice in the matter... and that was a good thing!
My Mom woke me up on my wedding day in the bets possible way... first she sat on my face, giving me the best homemade breakfast ever... for the last time while I was living in this house... having slept in this bed... the Martins had gotten my fiancé and me a small house only three doors away from theirs.
Then Mom gave me a going away fucking... although she stressed very clearly that this wasn't the last time she'd be pounding my cunt (it was still so surreal to hear Mom using the word 'cunt', plus of course spreading my legs, holding my ankles, and fucking me hard while calling me her slut, and while I of course begged my Mommy to fuck me harder).

After two orgasms... Mom kissed me passionately... then sat on my face to receive her second orgasm of the morning, and I received the most authentic facial any woman can ever receive.
I went and got my hair done.
I got my makeup done too... my hairdresser smiling at my glistening sheen... knowing very well that it was a natural glean.
I got to the church an hour early like Minister Martin had instructed me to.
I was naked and checking out the silly garter I was expected to wear, when there was a knock on the door. I assumed it was Mrs. Martin or my Mom... but it was neither.
"So I hear you trapped my brother," Valerie said when I opened the door and she walked right in.
Valerie was three years older than I was and lived in California. I said warmly, "Happy you could make it!"
"Of course I made it," she said, closing the door as she looked at me in the same way so many of my Mom Mistresses looked at me. "I also hear you're great at eating pussy."
Not wanting to waste any time in denials or feigning surprise, or even pointing out she was my husband-to-be's sister, which would be pretty futile, since she likely knew I ate her mother, and perhaps even knew I got fucked by her father, I responded with the confidence I'd gained from all the pussy I'd eaten and from how I was constantly being summoned to serve people over and over, "Oh, I got an A in pussy eating, just like I did in all my classes." (Yes Kimmy, I did say those words. And yes Kimmy, I know they sound ridiculous now.)
"Allow me to decide that for myself," she said, and she walked over to a very nice love seat, slipped out of her bridesmaid dress, revealing she wasn't wearing any panties (although she was wearing a bra) and spread her legs.
This being a common occurrence, and since I was always ready to dive into a pussy, especially a fresh new pussy, always excited to discover the unique scent and taste of a new woman, I lowered myself to my acclaimed position on all fours and leaned forward without any further instruction.
"Already well trained," Valerie said, although I wasn't sure if she meant for her brother or for the secret lesbian society.
"I aim to please," I responded, which was true. I enjoyed academia, reading, the movies and other things... but nothing gave me a better thrill, a bigger rush of adrenaline than pleasing another woman... yes, I also enjoyed getting fucked, fucking someone, or getting my pussy licked too... but at the very tippy-top of all my sins was licking a pussy... and hearing someone moan because of my tongue... noticing her body react as I stimulated her... listening to her growing rapture, and of course tasting the full nectar of her sweet cum when she reached orgasm and gifted me her homemade treat.
"Mmmmmmm," Valerie purred as I worked over her pussy... not giving her the special lengthy tease and please I was becoming famous for... since I was walking down the aisle in less than an hour... but my more aggressive approach, where I dived back and forth between her clit and her wet hole.
"You taste so good," I said, always wanting a woman I was licking to know how much I enjoyed her taste.
"Better than my Mom?" she asked.
"Oh, I won't get involved in that comparison," I said, sucking on her clit. "But you both taste heavenly."
Valerie laughed at my religious word play, "You're such a sexy nasty slut."
"Thank you," I said, loving sweet romantic rendezvous, but also verbal play equally.

"Yes, you'll make an excellent addition to the family," she said approvingly, placing her hand on the back of my head to guide me deeper into her wetness.
"I'll do my best to fit in," I said, and then I couldn't talk anymore because my face was plastered against her pussy.
"Oh, you'll fit in all right," she moaned, her body beginning to surrender to the pleasure I was delivering.
For the next two or three minutes I licked... sucked... and then just extended my tongue when she began grinding her cunt up and down my face.
"Oh, yes, you nasty slut, you pet slave, eat me," she moaned as she was nearing her climax.
I kept my tongue extended while she used my face to get off, until she screamed, although she covered her mouth to muffle it somewhat, "Yeeeeeeeees!!"
As she stopped grinding, a massive gush of cum exploded out of her and all over my newly applied makeup... thankfully it had been tasteful and minimal... and now I was wearing new makeup that was more appropriate to my new life. I then lapped up as much of her cum as I could, enjoying the treat shortly before I walked down the aisle. Knowing I'd be walking down the aisle with my sister-in-law-to-be's cum all over my face was a strange turn-on.
Once she was finished coming, she let go of my head go and said, "Shit, that was indeed worth an A."
"Not an A+?" I wheedled.
"You'll have to work even more skillfully to earn that," she said.
"I look forward to the challenge," I said.
Then she stood up, pulled me up too, and said, "You're missing something."
"Clothing?" I smirked.
"Well, that too," she said. "But that would only get in the way."
She removed my white veil from its stand and put it on me. "There, that's better."
"I may need something more for my walk down the aisle," I smiled demurely, assuming we weren't yet done with my pre-wedding playtime.
"Likely," she said, "although I'm guessing at least half of the women out there have already seen you naked, and they've also used your wicked mouth."
"Likely," I agreed, as she shoved me against a wall and kissed me.
We kissed for a few seconds before she said, "I hope you don't mind if I sample my brother's bride-to-be and make sure she's worthy?"
"I doubt that I have a choice," I said as she sucked on my left earlobe... I didn't say that in a negative way, but a flirtatious one.
"No, you really don't," she agreed. Then she splattered my neck with kisses.
She was languorously dragging her tongue up my neck, which no one had ever done to me before, when I heard a gasp.

Doing nothing to conceal our naked bodies, Valerie turned and grinned, "Hi, Daddy!"
"I see you took the opportunity to sample the bride-to-be before she walked down the aisle and committed her mind, body and soul to your brother."
"And to her sister-in-law too," Valerie added, bringing her lips to my hard nipple.
"Well, please finish up soon," Minister Martin said. "People are starting to arrive, and they're asking about you."
"Those people miss my tongue too, Valerie said, looking into my eyes.
"I'm sure they do," I agreed, hoping I'd get the chance to experience that gift before I walked down the aisle.
"Now either come and fuck me Daddy, or else leave us alone until I'm done testing our new slut," Valerie said, making my eyes go wide.
"Yes, Daddy fucks me too," Valerie smiled. "We're a very close family."
"Just hurry up," he said, shaking his head, and to my surprise resisting the temptation to fuck his daughter... which I would have liked to see (although I would watch them fucking each other many times during my marriage).
He walked out the other door and she said, answering the question spinning in my head, "And no, I haven't fucked your husband-to-be, and he knows nothing about the secret society or our Dad's devious lifestyle."
"I wouldn't mind if you did," I said, meaning it... I loved Steve, I'd be a good wife to Steve... but I much preferred pussy... so if someone else could take care of his dick sometimes, all the better.
"Mmmmmmm, good to know," she smiled as she lowered herself slowly to my tits... then my belly... and then to my pussy.
Feeling horny as fuck... although I didn't know why... perhaps it was pleasing her... or the idea of becoming their family slut... or maybe the thought of Valerie's potential incestuous sibling sin with Steve that had my pussy on fire... or... I could simply be feeling horny because I was always horny... I closed my eyes and luxuriated in Valerie's obviously skilled and experienced tongue.
I came within a few minutes, and when she stood back up, my wetness glistening on her lips, I suggested, "You should teach your brother how to eat pussy like that."
"Yeah, guys need a lot of practice and training to become effective down there," she said. "Mike is still a work in progress."
"Aren't they all," I joked, Mike being her husband of two years, and also a minister.
"Tell me about it," she sighed. "Well, I guess we should get you ready for your big day."
"You already did," I smiled.
"Oh, this was just the beginning of your big day," she said, her tone of voice hinting at something nefarious and kinky. Or perhaps many somethings.
"I can't wait," I said, curious about what else was in store for me on this special day.
Mom arrived. Eleanor arrived. And fifteen minutes later, I looked like a radiant bride... and only a few would know... okay, probably lots more than a few would know... that the special glean on my face and the reason I was radiant was only partially because I was walking down the aisle to marry the man of my dreams.
The ceremony went as planned.
Photos went as planned.
Then to Steve's and my surprise, I was whisked away with a bunch of the ladies for the rest of the afternoon... their telling Steve and the wedding guests only that it was time for the women of my new family to initiate me... which I assumed meant I'd soon be eating more pussy.



We carpooled to the Martins' home, where Mom and I served as the sluts for the family.
I was fucked by some aunt, while Mom had her face sat on by a family friend... and then yet another minister's wife fucked me (I was learning that if you were a minister's wife, you were always secretly a lesbian).

I offered my young, ripe pussy to Minister Martin's wheelchair-bound sister.

And I face fucked and then fucked Mrs. Martin herself at the request of her mother, who enjoyed watching her daughter getting used by girls and younger women. This experience got even hotter when Minister Martin walked in and caught me naked for the second time today... this time with my strap-on cock fucking his wife's face.

And although I didn't get to participate, I watched in perverse glee as his mother-in-law, wielding an impressive strap-on, bent him over and fucked his ass... something that suddenly intrigued me as something I should do with my new husband.
Then, when I thought it was time to return for the banquet, Mrs. Martin gifted me my own present... Mrs. Brandt... who'd called me a cheap slut in public when she learned I was pregnant, and had also accused me of trapping Steve. To make it even better, her husband... a politician of some sort... was required to watch us.

And she was now a pet I was allowed to keep as my very own and to use whenever I wanted... which I thought was a very thoughtful and useful gift... the gift that keeps on giving.
After I came on her face, I climbed back into my wedding attire, and we returned to the hall for supper, speeches and the dancing.
As I'd expected, my night of sexual exploration wasn't over... except unexpectedly none of it included my husband, or even a mention of consummating our marriage.
First, my Mom was gifted two special cocktails from Steve's two uncles... while my Dad was outside having a smoke (which was and is such a filthy habit).

I excused myself after dinner and before the speeches to show two of the caterers my gratitude for a delicious meal and an even more delicious dessert... the cutting of the cake still another hour away.

The speeches, with the aftertaste of cum in my mouth, were so heartwarming... or at least most of them were. Minister and Mrs. Martin delivered amazing speeches about how I was now a member of their family, and they promised they'd treat me as one of their own. (The ways they'd both already treated me like they owned me was a secret their son my new husband didn't know.) But then my Dad, now drunk, gave a long, rambling speech as well until someone led him away, and then it was time for the first dance.
Steve and I danced to The Penguins' 'Earth Angel', which you may recall was played at my funeral (at least it had better have been, since I specifically requested it... and yes, the band was actually called 'The Penguins').
After the father-daughter dance, which was my favourite song at the time, Mr. Sandman by the Chordettes, the dance got going with rocking versions of Rock Around the Clock, Shake Rattle and Roll, and the Muddy Waters blues classic You Upset Me Baby (Kimmy, they really don't make music like they used to).
For a good half hour I just danced... with anyone and everyone... I was just alive from the power of music.
Then I was whisked away by a woman I didn't recognize or know at all, who guided me around a corner, lifted up my dress, dropped to her knees, and fist fucked me.
Neither of us said a word.
She just fist fucked me to an orgasm.
It was so intense... I thought I might scream and alert all the guests and my husband to what was happening to me... and I did make a sound loud enough to get the attention of one man I didn't know (it turned out it was the husband of the woman fisting me, so no harm done), and even Steve glanced over, but luckily he didn't see anything compromising.

To this day I have no idea who fisted me. I never saw her later that night. or ever again.
She did get up, lick her fingers and walk away just as Steve walked over. My dress fell back into place, and he asked, "Are you okay?"
"Never better," I answered, even though I was still recovering from my intense fisting orgasm.
"You're very flushed," he said.
"Must be the wine," I said... this being decades before society decided that drinking while pregnant was a bad thing.
"You sure?"
"Yes, honey," I said, taking his hand as Lovey Dovey by the Clovers came on. "Let's dance to Lovey Dovey."
"I love you so much," he said, kissing me.
"I love you just the right amount," I responded, repeating the same line I'd used the first time he told me he loved me.
We danced.
We cut the cake... which almost became another outing... although this time not me... out of his peripheral but within mine... my sister and one of his cousins were making out. Their bodacious boobs were totally uncovered, but they were facing away from Steve and me, so that was all right.

I had a wine bottle shoved into my pussy and a candle up my ass (which I don't recommend... not something up your ass, that's often fucking amazing... but a candle isn't a recommended insertion product for that hole).

Again I was almost caught by Steve, who glanced over and saw me bent over... but he didn't see Mrs. Maple or her handiwork. Luckily he was distracted by his cousin, and another orgasm later, I was back on the dance floor.
More dancing... more drinking... and then Steve and I were inside a limo that was taking us to the hotel Mrs. Martin had booked for us.
In the limo... I gave him a blow job... I figured after all the sex I'd had today, it was the least I could do.
Of course he unloaded in my mouth in like a minute... which I'd expected.
As we reached the hotel he said, "I'm not feeling very well."
"Too much alcohol?" I asked.
"I don't know," he said. "But I'm completely exhausted all of a sudden."
"I'm tired too," I said, which was the truth.
"I'm sorry, but I don't think I'll be up for any sex tonight," he said.
"That's okay," I said.
"No, it's our wedding night," he said, as he grabbed his stomach.
"We have a lifetime together to fuck," I said, having gotten accustomed to speaking bluntly with all the women.
"Rebecca!" he gasped.
"Sorry... to make love," I corrected. "Maybe I'm a little drunk too."
"You're so beautiful," he said as we got out of the limo.
"You're just saying that because I swallowed your cum a few minutes ago," I teased.
"Rebecca!" he repeated, not used to hearing me talk like this.
"Sorry... because I sucked your big dick until you unloaded in my mouth," I said wickedly, having fun by talking crude and seeing his shocked face.
"Rebecca, that's enough," he said sternly.
"Sorry," I apologized, needing to accept he wasn't as outgoing and kinky as most of this fucked up community.
"I don't know what's gotten into you," he said, taking my hand and leading me into the hotel.
'A strap-on, a fist, a candle, and even a wine bottle,' I wanted to say... 'but not your cock,' I wanted to add... but alas, I remained silent like a good wife.
"Or what's gotten into me," he added, holding his stomach.
"Let's just get you to the room," I said, as I pressed the seventh floor button.
"Okay," he said, not looking so good.
We got to our room, I unlocked the door, we walked in, and he stumbled to the bed and fell onto it... and not even twenty seconds later, he was snoring.
No fucking way!
Five minutes later, there was a knock at the door as I was lying on the other bed... the room not a real honeymoon suite (my new in-laws hadn't upgraded for that), so it had two beds.
I went and opened it, and Eleanor asked, "Is he out cold yet?"
"Yeah, can't you hear him?" I asked. If I had to listen to that snoring for the next forty years, I might not make it.
"Good," she said, and I noticed she was wearing nothing but a robe. "I gave him a lot of drugs to knock him out."
"You did what?"
"Because I wanted to spend some time with you tonight," she explained, dropping the robe.
"Oh my God, Eleanor," I said.
"Those are words I hope you'll be screaming in a few minutes," she said. "Now get onto the bed."
"What about Steve?" I asked; he was fast asleep on the other bed.
"He isn't waking up, not with all the stuff I gave him," she said, as I got back onto the bed and looked across at my sleeping new husband,
"You're sure?" I asked.
"Oh, I'm sure," she assured me.

That night Eleanor and I made love... a lot. She fucked me to orgasm. I fucked her to orgasm. We shared a 69 for over thirty minutes with each of us reaching multiple orgasms.
And later on, as she sauntered out and into the hallway stark naked (carrying her robe), I couldn't help but wonder if marrying a man when I 110% preferred women had been the right thing to do. I mean this was the mid-50s... an era when where women either got married or were called spinsters... and when very few women could survive on their own... it was very much a man's world... yet Kimmy, I want you to know that although I did a lot of bad things back then and in the years to come... ate so much pussy and fucked so many men... I did love your great grandfather... just in my very unorthodox way.
.....
I pondered great grandmother's final paragraph. Back then she'd needed a man so she could be financially stable... but I didn't. I wasn't saying I'd never marry a man... maybe I would. But unlike the time she lived in... I lived in one when a woman could be anything she wanted to be, and she sure as hell didn't need a fucking man to get what she wanted.
I noticed the section I'd been reading was almost done, so I resumed reading.
.....
My wedding shower the next day was another wild event. Back then, the men went out golfing or hunting or bowling, or some other guy shit (I really don't recall where Steve went with the boys and maybe I didn't even ask), and I opened our gifts.
Before the guests arrived, I'd arrived early, and Mrs. Martin gave me my first gift of the occasion... a good hard fucking... and she was more than a little dismayed to learn Steve and I hadn't consummated our marriage last night... even after I explained he wasn't feeling well (I sure didn't let her know Eleanor had drugged him and we'd fucked all night in the bed right beside his).

So I was punished for not making Steve fuck me last night... my Mom walking in on me getting paddled.

Lastly, the gift opening was unlike anything I bet you can imagine (although I'm guessing that everything I've been telling you has been more than you could have ever imagined).
After each gift I opened, I needed to crawl between the legs of the woman who'd given it to Steve and me, and to thank her with an extended kiss on her lower lips and thus an orgasm.
Thanks for the toaster... eat a pussy.
Thanks for the sheets... eat another pussy.
Thanks for the blender... eat yet another pussy.
I received twenty-seven gifts that afternoon... and I munched twenty-eight pussies... since Steve's sister Valerie told me her pussy itself was her gift.
My knees were very sore by the end of the afternoon, and my stomach was so full that it audibly sloshed.
This concludes part one of my journey.
It told you how I discovered myself... got married... and eventually gave birth to your grandmother... although my experiences during my continuing pregnancy and its aftermath constitute a whole different story.
But for now I'll end with this last picture I drew recently. It's a wicked one depicting me when I was eighteen... or perhaps it's you, since you're now eighteen, and your mother like she is now... but if you don't want to see it that way, I understand... since it's a bit perverse even for me... but this is a dream I had one night, and I just had to draw it.
It was me imagining that for your eighteenth birthday present I'd reveal the truth to you, and then I'd unwrap you (meaning strip you naked) and bring you into the fold (make you eat my pussy for the first time). But alas, I was too sick by then, and too frail even to attempt something like that in person. It's sad when your mind is still sharp, your image of your body still has a burning libido, but your real body is withering away uselessly.
Anyway, enough of that depressing shit.
If I was still healthy, this is what would have happened on your birthday, my Kimmy!!!

.....
I stared at the picture for a long time.
My great grandmother totally and beautifully naked... me also naked while staring into her cunt rapturously... and my Mom looking on approvingly.
Contrary to her misgivings, I loved this picture!
God, how I wished I could have learned all I was now learning while she was still alive. I had so many questions, and although her scrapbook was still filled with adventures yet to unfold, I wished I could have spoken to her about them.
I was about to close the book for the night, when I saw a PS from her.
.....
PS: Do me a favour, Kimmy... you may not yet be ready to use those words I told you about earlier to make your mother into your pet (or maybe you are)... but I have a challenge for you.
Before you read any further, I want you to go out and get something you want. Just take it. Make it yours. Whatever you choose it will be a gift from me, and I'll watch from heaven, knowing you're doing it for me.
.....
I stared at those words for a couple minutes.
Then I smiled.
I looked up at the picture of great grandmother on my desk and said, "I'll do you proud."
I closed the scrapbook, picked up my art supplies, and drew my upcoming conquest... of Mrs. Walker... and to abide by great grandmother's request, I'd also have to do it for real before I could return and read any more of her wicked, life-changing, inspiring story... so I'd have to do her ASAP.
I didn't draw a practical picture of how I was going to seduce her... no, just a kinky one like many of the ones in her scrapbook... a fantasy... in a world where anything was possible and you couldn't get arrested for having sex in public... or in other words, a perfect world.
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Summary: Aunt is influenced by THC to willingly join the family orgy.
Note 1: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Note 2: This is the second sequel to the 2021 Christmas Contest Story Mom's Tantric Massage. In part 1 (which I suggest you read first if you haven't already... not only is it a hot read, but this tale will make more sense if you already know 'the story so far'), the Mom's two grown kids come home to Indiana to visit their mother for Christmas (which is also their mother's birthday). This is after over a year of their sidestepping COVID in Los Angeles, where their cannabis-infused massage oil business partnership has really taken off. Once they've had a chance to tell their Mom about their business (and finally convinced her that it's more lucrative... and lots more fun... than if they'd both become doctors like she'd always hoped), the Mom insists on their giving her a cannabis massage, which leads to both children massaging and pleasuring their long-neglected mother in all of her holes.
In part 2, the Mom switches from submissive to dominant, and she insists her children fuck each other like crazy, including in all three of her daughter's holes; but only after she gives her son his first prostate orgasm. The evening continues with a threeway fuck, where Jeremy fucks his sister's ass while his Mom fucks his with a strap-on. The evening ends with the kids double penetrating their mother, and with the mother's sister (who is of course also the kids' aunt) showing up unexpectedly.
And now, in case you haven't read it yet, or don't recall it, is how part 2 ended:
Both the son and daughter were sweating, as they fucked their mother's holes as deep and as hard as they could.
"Fuck Mommy's dirty asshole and her slut cunt with your big cocks," Diane jabbered, her orgasm by now only moments away.
"Come, you nasty incestuous cum slut," Christy demanded as her mother bounced around like a rag doll as she was fucked up from below and fucked down from behind.
"Ooooooooh, fuck!" Diane screamed, her orgasm finally erupting through her, which once again created a full-body cascade of pulsating pleasure that overwhelmed her very core, and she collapsed, her bountiful breasts planting themselves on either side of her son's face.
With her daughter still plundering her asshole, and her son's dick resting deep inside her cunt, her tits nearly suffocating him as well, and her orgasm ripping through her like a tornado touching down every few seconds to usurp all her energy, her eyes went wide when she heard a voice that wasn't hers... wasn't her daughter's... wasn't her son's.
"Diane! What on earth are you doing?" her younger sister Maggie gasped, having used her key to let herself in a minute ago... and had subsequently remained speechless in a stunned daze while she witnessed her sister having wild sex with Maggie's niece and nephew.
"Hi, Auntie, we're having a Merry Christmas, of course," Christy greeted, not slowing at all from sodomizing her mother... the wicked idea of turning her hot aunt into a submissive slut popping into her head.
And now here's what happens beginning just a few seconds later in:
Mom's Tantric Massage Ch. 03
Diane heard her sister's voice.
Diane heard her daughter saucily confirming this was indeed her sister, who'd just come in and caught them committing incest!
Diane processed, while her orgasm continued its glorious journey of pleasure throughout her entire body, that her kid sister was watching her being double penetrated by her twin children!
Diane should have been horrified... and indeed part of her was... yet the pleasure controlling her, aided and abetted by the pot-infused lotion still working its magic in her two fuck holes, had rendered her unable to focus on the concerns she should be addressing, and instead only on the unsurmountable pleasure she was still lost inside of.
"Stop!" Maggie cried out, stunned at what she was witnessing. Sure, she'd always been the wild one of the two of them... her prudishly Bible-thumping elder sister had always been the one judging her over the years... but even in her own wild youth, and in her still pretty wild present, she'd never done anything like this! Actually, she had been double penetrated just like this on a few occasions, and sometimes with an additional cock in her mouth, or her face buried in a pussy. But never with someone she was related to... never with family... that thought had never even popped into her head!
"You're here early," Diane finally said, still not at all trying to stop her daughter from continuing to ass fuck her, and barely able to say much else, since right now her body only had the ability to respond to this ongoing pleasure, and in no way could her mind properly address the precarious nature of this dramatically changed situation.
"So it seems," Maggie said, equally shocked that after being caught in this act of incestuous lust, that bland observation was her only response, and that Christy was still fucking her Mom... in the ass! But oddly, she couldn't deny that watching this wicked act was turning her on. Maggie had attended many orgies and swinger parties in her life, and she'd witnessed many live acts: from bukkakes, to thirty-plus-participant orgies, to numerous varieties of lesbian kink, to men fucking men, to bondage, and much more... usually joining in on the action, and even stepping forward to become the center of a couple of bukkakes herself during the past couple of years... for unlike her sister, she hadn't stayed locked away during COVID... and she'd attended a few secret, safe, sex parties and gatherings... but incest? She'd never even seen that before!
"Oh, Christy, I think we should..." Diane made a feeble attempt to get her daughter to stop fucking her. Yes, it still felt good. Yes, she could very easily still keep taking it in the ass. Yes, she could still feel one orgasm rumbling away inside her even while another orgasm was beginning to stir... and yes... Oh, what the hell! We only live once!
"What I think is that Aunt Maggie is turned on by all this," Christy said, noticing her aunt's flushed cheeks, noticing her eyes unable to tear themselves away from the multi-party incestuous act happening in front of her, which could have completely shocked her but wasn't, not really, and Christy sensed she could draw her aunt into their wicked web of family fun.
"W-w-what? No, what y-y-you three are doing is wrong... dead wrong," Maggie stammered, and she recognised her stammer made her look guilty, although the growing wetness in her panties didn't... but only because it wasn't out where anyone could see... at least not for now.
Christy pulled out of her mother's ass, leaving behind a rather large gaping hole in her behind, hopped off the table and totally naked except for her stockings and her likely intimidating strap-on, she approached her aunt. "Are you sure that's how you feel, Auntie? Not how you think you should feel, but how you actually feel?" Christy asked, herself so wrapped up in such an adrenaline rush, and knowing that behind every man and woman, regardless of their appearance on the surface, regardless of their outer personas, regardless even of their words and actions, are people who, if given the opportunity, will do wild things in secret they would likely never do openly... such as her mother getting double penetrated so eagerly... even though her lifelong friends Pam, Jane and Eleanor had better never learn about this!
As her niece reached her hand under her dress, going directly to the aforementioned evidence hidden in her pantyhose-clad crotch, Maggie protested, even as she allowed a soft moan to escape her mouth, "Christy, what are you doing?"
"Mom, your sister's cunt is more than a little wet," Christy declared to the entire world, or rather to the entire living room, which to Maggie felt like the same thing.
Diane heard and understood this declaration, but she was still unable to stir herself, both because of the intensity of her continuing orgasm, but also not wishing to confront her sister... who was a free-spirited woman whom her former judgemental self had condemned throughout her entire adult life for her wild, promiscuous lifestyle. (It goes without saying that her present non-judgemental self highly approved of Maggie in this respect.)
Jeremy meanwhile literally couldn't see a thing, since his Mom was still skewered on his cock, with his face effectively imprisoned between her big tits.
"Christy, stop touching me!" Maggie objected defensively, pushing her niece's overfamiliar hand away from her privates.
"I know what you need," Christy said, reaching for the pot lube, conveniently located within arm's reach, and scooping up a generous dollop onto three of her fingertips.
"How did all this happen? How did it even start?" Maggie asked somewhat hysterically, struggling to process everything she'd been witnessing ever since entering the room, and the evidently total lack of shame among the lot of them... although she couldn't see her nephew's face, buried as it was between her sister's tits... although she could see a bit of his cock, and it looked quite thick. Fuck, did she like fat cocks... she preferred girth over length. Although, of course, any perfect dicks were long and fat. Eight-inch ones were absolutely perfect. Meaning they filled her perfectly.
"It started with my applying some of this to our Mom," Christy replied, displaying her fingers coated with the pussy lube.
"What is it?" Maggie asked.
"It's a special massage concoction Jeremy and I created, and we use it in our massage business," Christy explained rather clinically. But she was then anything but clinical when she reached her non-lubed left hand beneath her aunt's skirt again, this time to tug her panties and pantyhose away from her body, and then reached her lubed fingers past the clothing to smear the lotion onto and inside of her aunt's pussy.
Maggie was so stunned by her niece's aggressive move, that except for once again barking out her niece's name, she watched helplessly as Christy took her time to apply the lotion liberally in and around her pussy. "Christy!"
Paying the startled objection no notice, Christy continued to rub her aunt's pussy, both to get the lube to seep well past where she could reach inside the woman, and also to stimulate her aunt's pussy, before the pot-laden lotion could begin to work its magic. Meanwhile she was saying in a manner she hoped her aunt would perceive as soothing, while keeping her eyes locked on her aunt's the entire time, "Just relax, Auntie; it's obvious you need this just as much as my Mom did."
Maggie, after a moment, or perhaps a few moments too long, tugged her niece's hand out of her crotch and said, "Christy, enough."
Christy smiled, not at all fazed by her aunt's inadequate protests, and knowing it wouldn't take long for the lotion to begin exciting the woman's principal erogenous zone, and seeing the lust already in her aunt's eyes, knew her submission was inevitable. She asked, "Why is your pussy all wet, Auntie?"
"Because you were just rubbing it," Maggie defended, inwardly unsure that was the only reason... but her niece's actions had definitely enhanced the confused feelings growing inside her.
Diane finally sat up, her son's cock stimulating her pussy as she did so, and turned her head to greet her sister. "Yes, like Christy said, Merry Christmas, Mags. But why are you here so early? Not that I'm complaining, mind you." She'd decided to behave as casually as possible, while giving no importance to her son's cock still being in her pussy, and except for two pairs of stockings and Christy's strap-on, that all three of them were naked.
"I thought it'd be nice if I arrived here in time to help you celebrate your fiftieth birthday," Maggie explained in an uncertain voice, wondering how in the hell her relatives could be acting so blasé about this outrageous situation.
"Oh dear, then I need to beg your pardon for our beginning the celebration without you," Christy apologised... for what seemed to Maggie to be entirely the wrong reason.
Jeremy, feeling brazen after listening as best he could do the conversation, ordered, loud enough that his aunt couldn't help but hear, "On all fours, Mom."
"Jeremy I don't think...." Diane began, thinking she and her sister definitely needed some time to talk.
"Just do as you're told," Jeremy interrupted her by ordering.
Which presented Diane with a choice. Either she could assert her authority as The Mother and do her best to sweep this embarrassing situation under the rug, which was a daunting prospect, or she could bow to the inevitable and follow her children's lead. She decided to go with her gut, and to submit fully to them. "I'm sorry sis, but I can't deny my children anything," she apologized, as she assumed the position instructed, her son's erection unavoidably slipping out of her pussy.
"Today our Mommy became our very obedient three-hole fuck toy," Christy explained to her wide-eyed aunt, who was gawking at her nephew and his big fat cock (which was a glorious fuck stick, the perfect length and girth... which was always so hard to find).
Still atop the massage table, Jeremy was now kneeling behind his Mom.
"I simply couldn't resist the opportunity," Diane added, as she felt her son's cock nestling itself between her pussy lips.
"Pussy or ass this time, Mommy-slut?" Jeremy asked, his eyes locked on his aunt.
"Cunt first, son, if you'd be so kind," Diane replied obsequiously, desperately wanting to feel his cock pounding her stoned cunt again.
"Jesus Christ," Maggie muttered, finding it impossible to avert her eyes, as she watched her nephew slide his cock back into her sister.
"Oh yes, my darling son," Diane moaned, closing her eyes in rapture, "it feels so good when you fuck Mommy with your big fat cock."
Again Christy reached her hand under her aunt's conveniently short dress, which was too short for a family Christmas dinner or a birthday party, but Aunt Maggie had always been the more outgoing, free spirited one of the two sisters... before recently, of course.
"Oh, Christy," Maggie moaned, as she felt her niece's hand on her pussy again, this time outside her two layers of underclothing.
"Just relax, Auntie," Christy whispered, and she brought her lips to her aunt's neck.
"Oh fuck, son, please keep giving me that dick," Diane moaned. Her lust for his cock, the intensity of her pleasure, and her desire for another orgasm almost made her forget her sister was likely watching, but whether or not, she didn't give a fuck... all she cared about was getting fucked... and consequences be damned.
"Wouldn't you like your nephew's big fat cock in your pussy?" Christy asked, rubbing her aunt's pussy in a circular motion. This was about the time she should start to feel the effects of the pot-enhanced magic cream.
"Ohhhhh! Christy, that sounds so tempting, but it would be so wrong," Maggie moaned, her pussy beginning to feel overstimulated in ways she wasn't accustomed to feeling, even when she was at her most excited... but there was something different occurring inside her she couldn't explain.
"Does it look wrong?" Christy asked. "Just look at your sister's face." She could tell that her aunt was already weakening.
"I don't know," Maggie moaned, since her sister looked undoubtedly ecstatic about the fucking she was receiving... even though it was her son doing the deed. And any resistance she felt inclined to offer was weakening, because of the growing pleasure she was receiving from her niece.
"And does what I'm doing to you feel wrong?" Christy asked, in full seduction mode. She loved seducing straight women, although she wasn't convinced her aunt hadn't explored some Sapphic moments already. According to her Mom, her aunt was pretty wild. Still, she had no doubt that in this encounter, she was the hunter and her aunt the prey.
"Yes... no... I'm not certain," Maggie responded in confusion, her pussy feeling strange... and not just strange as in a little horny... but burning with lust strange. She asked, "What did you put on my pussy? And come to think of it, inside it as well."
"Oh that," Christy smiled, nibbling on her aunt's ear while she continued slowly masturbating her. "Hold on a sec, it looks like my Mom is about to say something."
"Oh fuck, son, give Mommy that dick," Diane moaned, looking across a small portion of the room and into her sister's eyes. "Just give in, Mags. It's inevitable. And once we've finished here tonight, you'll be thanking all three of us effusively... probably on your knees!"
"It's a special THC-infused massage lotion my brother and I developed a couple years ago, and it gets your pussy high," Christy explained, "and your anal passage too, when we apply it there," slapping her aunt's pussy three times.
"Oooooooooh," Maggie moaned, the slapping making her body quake and her legs go a little weak. "You're not serious."
"Yes we are, sis. As you're already feeling, it's no fantasy. It fucking turns us gals into totally uninhibited, cock hungry, cunt licking, ass taking cum sluts," Diane chipped in, as yet another orgasm was fast approaching because of her son's deep, hard thrusts.
"Let me help you with your dress," Christy offered, and she reached down and pulled the dress upwards. Her aunt, as expected, lifted her arms in the air with absolutely no fuss, allowing her dress to be removed. "Good girl."
"I can't believe I just let you do that," Maggie confessed, her pussy on fire, and her moral code melting away like an ice cube on a sidewalk in the hot sun... a moral code that was pretty flexible in the first place.
For instance:
-She'd fucked her MILF friend's son on his eighteenth birthday.
-She'd been celebratory gangbanged by her now ex-boyfriend's football team after a big win (fifteen players in all).
-She'd fisted a pretty Italian girl she'd just met on a bus (while they were still on the bus) during a trip to Europe.
-She'd spent her fourtieth birthday at an exclusive lesbian club called Le Chateau Club, where she serviced an amazing black woman with the most delicious pussy named Big Rosie (and had dined upon her chocolate delicacy a few times since).
-She'd hooked up with Governor Daphne Greene (now President of the United States Greene) in her private mansion, which had included getting ass fucked by the future President while she ate another woman's pussy.
-She'd gotten triple-teamed in front of a crowd of black men and primarily white women... around thirty people in total... at an all black men's bar called The Pit.
-She'd enjoyed herself at more than a dozen glory holes, which she considered gourmet dining.
-She'd joined the Mile High Club by fucking both airline pilots in their (aptly named) cockpit... at first separately, and then simultaneously.
-And finally (only because she'd taken part in too many sexual adventures to list), she'd gotten one of the nurses to eat her out at the hospital while her sister Diane was giving birth to her twins Christy and Jeremy.
"I've witnessed countless examples of how our lotion can effect people, so I'm not the least bit surprised you let me do that," Christy said, as she lowered herself to her knees before her aunt, who was now dressed only in her bra, panties and pantyhose. (Like she always did, she'd discarded her heels in the vestibule just inside the front door when she entered.) "You do want me to eat your cunt, don't you?"



Before the aunt could gather her wits to reply, Christy was already sucking her pussy through her panties and pantyhose, forcing Maggie to support her hands on her niece's shoulders, so her legs wouldn't collapse underneath her, as the expert 'cunning linguist' immediately began sending waves of pleasure through her very being.
"Oh fuck, you mother fucking stud, Mommy is coming again!" Diane screamed.
"The oil I've applied to your pussy will make your orgasms come quicker, and they'll be more intense and more frequent," Christy recited her standard spiel, and then instead of pulling the woman's pantyhose down, since they were a pretty nice pair that shined a little to really enhance her aunt's legs for the occasion, she just ripped them at the seam, so the woman could continue wearing them.
"Those were expensive," Maggie protested, since she spent a lot of money on her hosiery, knowing the power of silky sheer glossy nylons... a 'leg up' most women didn't understand or appreciate.
"We're sorry, but cum sluts only wear thigh highs or stockings, and welcome to the club," Diane stepped in and explained, as her son kept pounding away at her pussy. She'd now reached the stage in her cannabis-enhanced multiple orgasms, where as one of them was still delivering aftershocks of euphoria but they were beginning to weaken, the next one was already rising to replace it.
"My Mommy-slut makes a good point," Christy said, as she pulled the panties to one side and began licking her aunt.
"Oh my God," Maggie moaned in shock, even though it was obvious her niece had always planned to lick her pussy skin on skin. She also moaned because the intensity of her pleasure was sending its waves through her again... this lotion was clearly very powerful... since her pussy now felt incredibly sensitive.
"You're so wet," Christy breathed, knowing that eating this pussy was going to get her high again, but she didn't mind... this entire day and night had been destined from the start to be one long sexual high for her, whether it was from the lotion in her pussy and asshole, or from the powerful effects of imbibing the drug orally from a pussy.
"My daughter eats cunt like a porn star," Diane bragged, as she watched her daughter eating out her sister with spectacular results... which enhanced her own inner passion and lust... and since Maggie was allowing it to happen, she was now just as scandalous an incestuous sinner as she herself had become today. Had it only been right after lunchtime today they'd begun all this unorthodox Christmas Merriment? That must have been less than twelve hours ago! And now they'd progressed to her sister allowing her niece to eat her pussy, while Diane had already been ass fucked by both of her children, had sucked her son's cock, eaten her daughter's pussy, been double penetrated, had ordered her children to fuck each other... and... and plus... but it was just semantics by now... all four of them had now committed undeniable incest, regardless of their level of participation, she herself being the worst of the lot. Or perhaps the best.
"This is so intense," Maggie said to her sister.
"I know," Diane nodded. "And just wait until you get your nephew's trophy dick in your cunt or your asshole."
"I have to admit he's got a very impressive tool, but I could never do that," Maggie demurred, even though while her body burned with pleasure, she felt envious of her sister, who was absorbing back shots over and over like she'd never seen before... and they were being delivered by her very own son...and she herself felt mightily in lust for her nephew's big... fat... cock!
"You might say that now, but you can and you will fuck him," Diane foresaw.
"Oh, yes Auntie, before the night is over, I'm going to fuck you to multiple orgasms, and use all three of your fuck holes," Jeremy promised her, simply dying to fuck his hot aunt for the first time, and soon thereafter make that the first three times... the final bedpost notch of the three incest fantasies he'd never imagined fulfilling before starting to carve them out today, and now in less than twelve hours, he'd be able to brag... at least to himself, since he didn't plan on going around outing anybody... that he'd completed the ultimate trifecta: his Mom, his aunt and his sister all having had taken his dick in all three of their holes... or that was his plan and his fervent hope.
"Shit, your children are insatiable sex maniacs," Maggie moaned.
"And they can keep fucking all day and all night," Diane added.
"Do you want to cum on my face, Aunt Maggie, or should I bend you over this massage table and fuck you to your climax?" Christy asked, "I'm still wearing Mommy's strap-on, so either choice will be dead easy," thus offering her aunt two very appealing options, just before she slid two fingers into her aunt's pussy, quickly found her g-spot and began tapping away.
"My ass, shove that fat cock in my ass and show my sister how big a fucking whore your mother is," Diane demanded, wanting indeed to show her sister how nasty a slut she'd become today after decades of playing the prude.
"Oh, my fucking God," Maggie screamed when her niece found her rarely found g-spot. This had happened only twice before, both of them one-time encounters with women. One was a sweet eighteen-year-old at Le Chateau Club named Jenny, who had an unshakable aura of innocence but was sexually wise beyond her years and a prominent pet of her good friend Megan, and believe it or not, the other was a ninety-year-old woman, a mother of twelve and grandmother to over forty, who'd fist fucked her on a cruise ship, and then presented her with two g-spot orgasm.
"Did my slut daughter just locate your g-spot, baby sis?" Diane asked as her son pulled out of her well fucked cunt.
"Yes, she really did!" Maggie acknowledged breathlessly, her entire body convulsing in pleasure unlike anything she'd ever experienced... and she'd experienced a lot of pleasure during the three years since her divorce.
"Isn't she amaziiiiiing?" Diane gloated, just before her son unceremoniously slammed all eight glorious ass-stretching inches back into her ass. "Oh, my fucking God!" she echoed her sister.
"Yes," Maggie repeated, unsure if she was ready to use more words than that, or even any multisyllabic words... her mind floating in an oasis of tranquility.
"Your cunt tastes so fucking good, Auntie," Christy said, lapping up her aunt's cum as it oozed out of her... a mixture of heavenly feminine juices and addicting, mind-clouding pot.
"Oh yes, pound my asshole son, slam all eight inches of your wonderful cock up my shit hole," Diane moaned, emphasizing her nasty-talk side for her sister.
"You... so... good... do... that," Maggie forced out from her hind brain, needing to concentrate on formulating each simple word.
"I know," Christy said, not so much egotistically, but with assurance, since she'd been told that so often... often more eloquently, but not always.
"Although I could go for this ass fucking all night, and Jeremy, my ass isn't done with your cock by a long shot," Diane proposed, "why don't you two show our newest initiate what you do for a living, by giving her a tender, relaxing, happy ending massage?"
"Would you like that, Auntie?" Christy asked, as she licked some more wetness from between her aunt's pussy lips. "I've already done part of it. And... you'll be able to relax on the massage table while we do you, for a rather overwhelming definition of the word 'relax'."
"Sure, that sounds great," Maggie agreed, her body feeling incredibly weakened after tonight's orgasm, so an opportunity to get off of her feet and lie down looked very attractive.
"But Jeremy... you'll be returning to fuck Mommy's shit hole some more later," Diane said in a clear-cut 'Mom is issuing you an order and it shall be followed' tone of voice. Even though she was her kids' submissive three-hold slut 90% of the time, she was still their Mom all of the time.
"Of course I will, Mommy," Jeremy agreed, and his Mom and his Ever-Hard Cock™ (not really) slipped out of his Mom's ass as she departed the table.
"Lie down, sis," Diane ordered.
"Where did this sexpot side of you even come from?" Maggie asked, shocked by encountering a side of her sister she'd never imagined ever seeing, or even existing.
"It was quite the journey actually, but here's the short version: first lots of isolation after my kids took off; then lots of porn, followed by taking my counseling sessions seriously, and thus facing up to some extremely awkward truths; followed by lots more porn and a new and sexier wardrobe; and finally all that groundwork capped off today by experiencing my kids' reefer lube (which I promised not to call it anymore, so I have to call it pot lube or similar); and of course all three of us stripping down and playing with each other's sexy bodies all afternoon and evening," Diane explained, that being the order of events that had indeed led to her sexual awakening and all of this taboo fucking.
"So, about this reefer... I mean pot lube," Maggie said, as she got onto the table. "I just experienced what was probably the best orgasm of my life, but I don't feel high." Unlike her innocent sister, Maggie had experimented with several drugs, and still smoked pot quite regularly.
"Yes," Jeremy said, exiting the massage table so his aunt could get onto it... his hard dick briefly just inches away from her face. "Our concoction is potent in the areas where it's applied, and it can get your pussy and asshole as high as a kite, and in doing so, rendering the erogenous zones in those two locations very sensitive; but it doesn't get your brain high at all."
"That is unless you snack on a cunt or an asshole that's been generously lubed with it," Diane added, sitting down for a rest. "I learned that the hard way, when I got high for the first time in my life. Which is what happened when my daughter sat on my face and I ate her potty pussy. Umm... I didn't mean that the way it sounded."
"Pot pussy works much better, yes," Christy said, shaking her head at her occasionally ditzy Mom, as she stood in front of her aunt, and with ordinary massage oil, began massaging her shoulders. Meanwhile her brother pulled her pantyhose down and off... his aunt mindlessly assisting by wriggling her lower body around.
As her nephew then reached for her panties, she asked, "Do I have to be completely naked for this?"
"It's easier to get the lube into your asshole that way," Diane pointed out, enjoying this opportunity to be doing all the shocking for once. When Maggie had told her she pegged her husband more then he fucked her, she was aghast. When Maggie got divorced and revealed she was bisexual, she was shocked. When Maggie texted her a picture of her bukkake... wearing more than a dozen loads all over her face and tits, she just deleted it after a single glance, and wished she could unsee it. But now she wished she'd kept it... since that unforgettable image was what had prompted her to begin her online journey of sexual awakening... beginning secretly... too secretly for her daughter's wellbeing, it turned out... just a few months after her husband had died.
"Jesus," Maggie said, actually able to come quite regularly just from getting her ass fucked, and now feeling her panties being pulled off of her.
"You have a great ass, Auntie," Jeremy admired, as he too took some regular massage oil and started massaging her feet.
"Thanks," she moaned, this time relaxedly, as four hands worked her body over... which after her two-hour drive, had been a little sore.
"You're welcome," Jeremy said.
For twenty minutes they worked over their aunt's backside, her bra coming off at one point, as they explained their business in detail, and the success they were having.
"Lube her asshole, son," Diane demanded when he'd been working over the buttocks area for a spell.
"Yes, Jeremy, I think your aunt is ready for you to lube her asshole," Maggie agreed, "and then for whatever else might follow," by now fully on board with her own seduction, and feeling so relaxed that she was greatly looking forward to experiencing what this so-called magic drug could do to generate pleasure in her anal passage. If it did half of what it had done to her pussy, she was about to experience another great orgasm.
"Sure, here goes," Jeremy agreed, and he picked up the smaller tube, generously squeezed some of the contents onto two of his fingers, and reached for his aunt's puckered little asshole.
"I'm assuming that unlike our Mom, you have taken the occasional dick in your ass," Christy said.
"Many times," Maggie bragged.
"Well even so, this will be an entirely different level of anal experience for you," Christy assured her, as Jeremy slid his two lubed fingers inside her butt, ever so slowly.
"Ooooh," Maggie moaned softly, so completely relaxed that he could have easily slid two more fingers into her. She 'd been fucked in the ass by a black man nicknamed Horse one night, whose 'horse' was twelve inches long, and as fat as an arm... she'd struggled to walk normally for a few days after that, and had been convinced that size did matter... but some dicks were just too damn big.
"Relax," Christy said.
"I am," Maggie assured her dreamily, "I'm so relaxed," simply enjoying the two fingers slowly pumping inside her ass.
After a couple minutes, Jeremy was done, his cock raging, and Christy instructed, "Roll onto your back now, Auntie."
"Okay," Maggie said, a little disappointed to no longer be feeling the soothing sensations of her nephew's fingers in her asshole, both fingering her, and gently gaping and exploring inside her.
For another twenty minutes Jeremy and Christy worked over their aunt's front, massaging her feet, legs, hips, stomach, breasts and shoulders.
Meanwhile Diane told her sister the tale of her entire wicked day in as much vivid, raunchy detail as she could remember... with Maggie softly gasping, moaning and repeating 'Oh my God', throughout the tale.
Christy scooped some more of her special lube onto her fingers and added it to her aunt's pussy, but only a little, before sucking her clit into her mouth.
"Oh my God!" Maggie repeated yet again, but this time screaming it, the instant her (by now) oversensitive clit was touched.
"Let's spit roast her," Christy suggested, still wearing the strap-on that had last been in her mother's ass.
"Fuck yeah," Jeremy agreed, his cock having been dying to fill one of his aunt's holes throughout this entire long and lingering massage.
"Let me give it a quick clean first," Diane suggested, not wanting a cock that was last in her asshole to go into her sister's pussy... that just wasn't sanitary. So she got off the love seat, dropped in front of her daughter, and sucked the cock clean.
"Such a nasty slut you are," Christy smiled fondly.
"Onto all fours, Aunt Maggie," Jeremy instructed.
"I'm not sure I have the strength," Maggie replied, feeling completely mellow from the long, thorough massage.
"You'll manage," Christy said, reaching down and slapping her aunt's pussy... hard.
"Oh fuck you, bitch," Maggie growled, as her body quaked, and sexy sensations shot through her from just that one touch.
"Onto all fours, pet Maggie," Christy paraphrased her brother's order.
"Okay," Maggie agreed reluctantly, dying to get fucked actually, but unsure if she'd be physically able to hold herself up. Yes, she'd certainly been spit-roasted before, most recently just a couple weeks ago at a frat party, but never immediately following a marathon massage, or filled with pot oil.
"Good girl," Christy purred, encouraging her obedience, as her aunt laboriously rolled over and grunted herself up to her hands and knees.
Jeremy climbed onto the table in front of her, and as soon as his aunt's head was positioned in the right position, he slid his cock into her mouth.
Maggie just opened her mouth and passively allowed her nephew to slide his big fat cock between her lips... and then she clamped them down the moment his cock was in her mouth. She couldn't believe this was really happening, but in her current horny as hell state, she wanted cock... any cock... in all of her holes.
"We needn't have worried about getting caught; your sister is sucking her nephew's cock without any complaints, Mom," Christy said, as her mother deep throated her own six-inch cock.
"Mmmmmmm," Diane purred on the cock, and she sucked it for a few more seconds before backing away and saying, "All clean! Now go forth and fuck my baby sister, baby girl."
"'Go forth?' Who even says that, Mom?" Christy objected playfully.
"I do when I'm adlibbing the Bible," she replied blithely. "Now go forth over yonder and lie with your kin, thou good and faithful servant," she added.
"Yes, Mommy, forsooth," Christy agreed with a giggle, and she got onto the massage table and positioned her cock at her aunt's pussy.
"'Forsooth' isn't Biblical, it's Shakespearean," Jeremy pointed out. "Now shove thine blessed weapon into our new harlot, I beseech thee," Jeremy added, as he slowly fucked his aunt's face.
"'Our' and 'harlot', I really like both words in that phrase," Christy smiled, as she did as her brother 'had thus ordained' and slid her cock into her aunt's pussy.
"Ooooooooooooh," Maggie moaned, the moment she felt the strap-on cock slide inside her. She'd been fucked by women wearing strap-ons on many occasions, including around a dozen times in a single night, at a lesbian orgy she'd attended while she was in Florida visiting her mother. (No, the old girl wasn't in attendance.)
"Yes kids, fuck your aunt, fuck her good," Diane cheered them on, as she stood as close to the table as she could, and watched the proceedings up close and personal.
"Jesus Christ," Maggie declared, as Christy fucked her pussy while the THC lotion was doing wonders for her pussy... magnifying her pleasure exponentially... and making her want it to be harder... deeper... rougher. Maggie was a woman who usually liked it rough... but right now she wanted even more... just to be fucked like a cheap slut... by her niece. And by her real niece, none of this stepfamily crap someone had decided the porn industry had to toe the line for. We're all consenting adults? That's good enough for me; bring it on! (Which was certainly not a philosophy she would have embraced before walking through the front door an hour or so earlier.) "Harder, give it to your aunt harder, Christy!"
"You heard her, honey," Diane encouraged, as she rubbed her sister's back. "Pound my sister's cunt."
"I'm glad you're enjoying yourself, but don't stop sucking me, slut," Jeremy chimed in, his hard dick having fallen out of her mouth, so he slapped her face with it.
"I'm sorry Sir..."
"Master," he corrected her.
"I'm sorry, Master, but your sister..."
"One of your Mistresses," he corrected her again.
"One my two Mistresses is just fucking me so...." Maggie continued to explain, before she was silenced by her nephew's fat cock being shoved in her mouth, and she never did manage to complete her apology. Strangely, she didn't mind that at all, since her attention was suddenly elsewhere.
"'So good', I think you were trying to say," Christy finished the sentence for her aunt, as she held firmly onto her hips, and began to really ream her pussy.
Usually when being spit-roasted, Maggie bounced back on one cock and then deep throated the other... but this time all she could do was to remain on all fours, doing her best to maintain her balance while each cock seemed to be ramming itself fully into her mouth and pussy simultaneously. Her second orgasm was rising quickly... her attempts at which had always taken a lot of work in the past, and sometimes never even came to fruition... and she'd never ever reached three orgasms during a single sexual encounter. She'd only had one so far this evening, but having three of them... or even more... almost seemed inevitable at this point. Almost.



"So fucking hot," Diane said, moving a hand to her pussy... wishing she'd at least let Jeremy fuck her asshole until she reached another orgasm... oddly feeling a little jealous about her sister getting all the attention, even though it was her idea in the first place.
"She's almost as much of a slut as her sister," Jeremy said.
"Oh, just you wait; when we double team her cunt and ass, she'll behave just as much like a slut as Mom did," Christy assured him, already planning ahead... and since they'd already lubed their aunt's asshole so generously, they sure as hell needed to fuck it.
"Like mother, like sister, like daughter, like niece, like son, like nephew," Diane joked, as she watched her sister taking cock from both ends.
"Mmmmmmmm," Maggie moaned, listening to them talk about her as if she wasn't there... while her second orgasm continued to rise, and to feel like it could erupt at any second... but she wondered if it actually would... since it happened so rarely.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to come," Jeremy grunted, as he face fucked his aunt deep... all eight inches sliding inside her mouth and beyond... and his well-filled balls bouncing off her chin.
"Come in your aunt's mouth, son, give her that creamy load," Diane encouraged him.
"Oh fuck," Jeremy grunted, not really needing his Mom's permission since he couldn't hold back any longer, and indeed he did spew his load into her warm mouth.
Maggie easily swallowed the entire load, loving the feel of warm cum gliding down her throat... not that she had any choice this time, as the twins both kept fucking her mouth and pussy.
Diane's mouth watered as she watched her son depositing the load she craved so badly sliding down her sister's throat instead.
Once Jeremy was spent and he'd pulled out, he really had to take a piss.
Maggie moaned, "Oh yes, Christy, fuck me, fuck my cunt, I need it so bad!"
"Take her ass, honey," Diane demanded, as she got onto the table, spread her legs, and butt-walked her crotch up to her sister's face.
"No, keep fucking my pussy, I'm so fucking close," Maggie said, desperate to feel that elusive second orgasm.
"Get her off, and then take her ass," Diane ordered, as she got close enough that her pussy was almost touching her sister's face. "I think you know what to do with this, Mags."
"You want me... your very own flesh and blood... to eat your pussy and thus commit shameful incest?" Maggie asked with a sly smile.
"Yep. And I also want you to get yourself high from my weed-soaked cunt until I cum all over your face," Diane added to her sister's description, and she reached down to pull the woman's face into her needy twat.
"That's so hot," Christy moaned, as she kept pounding away at her aunt's cunt, getting a little winded actually, while watching her aunt eating her Mom.
"Yes, baby sister, eat your big sister's cunt while your niece fucks your slut cunt," Diane ordered nastily, holding her sister deep in her pussy as she'd just begun to get her twat licked.
Maggie just obeyed, tentatively licking her sister's pussy, stunned she was doing this... not the act, but who it was... while her niece kept pounding her pussy, and her orgasm continued to rise and rise.
"Come, slut, come all over my dick," Christy ordered, since she wouldn't be able to last much longer in this position... her legs feeling tight and close to cramping up.
"I don't often come twice," Maggie said, although her voice was almost completely muffled with her face buried in her sister's pussy.
"What?" Christy asked.
"What did you say?" Diane asked, lifting her sister's face up with was already glistening with her wetness.
"I normally can't have multiple orgasms," Maggie admitted. "In fact, more than two in a row has never happened."
"Well, that sorry limitation is about to change dramatically," Christy promised, and she pulled out of her pussy and slid right into her aunt's asshole.
"Holy fuck!" Maggie screamed, her ass filled right out of the blue... and yet it was 100% pleasure, since the pot lube made it possible to slide in very easily, and instantly to begin stimulating heretofore untouched erogenous zones.
"That sounds pretty righteous, like you're fucking in church I suppose, but get back to your job," Diane said, shoving her sister's face back into her fevered box.
As Christy rested her cock deep inside her aunt's ass, she reached underneath her and began slapping her clit. Each slap made her aunt's sphincter tremble around the cock in her ass, providing her with multiple pleasures, with her overall pleasure increasing, and her second orgasm... in a row... felt like it was really about to happen this time!
"Come, slut," Christy ordered stridently, almost bellowing, now continually slapping her clit. "Come with a cock in your ass! Come with your face in your sister's cunt! Come from becoming an incestuous sex slave for your sister, for your niece, and for your nephew!"
The constant slapping, the cock deep in her ass and the nasty words, especially being called an incestuous sex slave, was too much to contain, and so she screamed into her sister's pussy as her second orgasm finally broke free and ripped through her!
"Good girls," Diane said, to both her daughter and her sister.
Maggie couldn't believe the orgasm coursing through her... the intensity of its pleasure... the taboo wickedness of the act she'd just taken part in. She didn't even attempt to lick her sister... a total impossibility right now... as the orgasm raged through her like a million tiny flames.
After a couple of minutes, Christy's leg now actually cramping up, she pulled out and hopped off the table to land on one foot, attempting to stretch her cramped leg into submission.
"Sixty-nine up next," Jeremy said like a broadcast announcer as he sauntered back in, having always wanted to watch such a sexy act live between two women... and what better participants to perv on than his Mom and his aunt?
"Good idea," Diane agreed, happy for the opportunity to get a mental high to accompany her body high.
"I want to be on my back this time," Maggie requested, since that second orgasm had usurped all the energy from her body... again.
"Fine, you lazy ass round heels," Diane teased, "not that I can claim any higher ground now, I'm happy to say", as both women repositioned themselves. "Now get back to getting your big sister off," she ordered, as she lowered her wet pussy onto her sister's face and her face into her honey pot.
"No, not anymore, I guess," Maggie agreed, her head in a daze, her body on fire, her second orgasm still coursing through her, and her pussy oozing out her cum.
Diane buried her face in her sister's pussy, while she savoured her sister licking hers.
Kristy divested herself of the strap-on and asked her brother, "Think you have a load for me right now?"
"Always, once I'm up for it," Jeremy quipped, and he pushed her down to her knees to get him hard again.
"You love all of this, you bad boy," Christy said, as she took his flaccid cock in her mouth.
"Oh yeah," Jeremy agreed, as his attention went back and forth from watching his Mom and aunt in a sixty-nine, and his sister with his cock in her mouth.
"You taste so good," Diane said, eagerly licking her sister.
"You too," Maggie said, lapping leisurely at her sister's pussy while her second orgasm gradually faded away.
After a couple minutes, her brother now rock hard, Christy stood up, bent over the massage table with her head really close to the sapphic action, and ordered, "Now get that dick into my cunt, big brother."
"If I have to," Jeremy joked, stepping behind his sister.
"Yes, you fucking have to," Christy said, "so get with it," getting a little impatient.
Jeremy slid into his sister, this act never getting old, and began slowly fucking her.
"Don't fucking make love to me, just fuck me hard," Christy demanded, "I'm like your fuck buddy, not your girlfriend," feeling a little high from going down on her aunt, and a lot horny, since her pussy was still super high.
"Sorry, 'buddy'," Jeremy apologised cheekily, placing one hand on her hip, and with the other he grabbed her hair and pulled, as he began to really give it to her.
"Oh fuck, suck on my clit!" Diane demanded, her next orgasm rising.
"Will do! Finger bang me!" Maggie demanded in return, doing what her sister wanted.
In this position finger banging was a bit awkward, but Diane tried, and she also began grinding her ass, so her pussy wandered all over her sister's lips, tongue and face. This made her clit a moving target, but Maggie did her best to chase it down.
"Oh yes, give me that big cock," Christy moaned, it taking just a couple dozen thrusts to trigger the pleasurable effects of the pussy pot, and to get another orgasm rising quickly.
Then for a couple more minutes, the only sounds were the three women's moans as each of them felt another orgasm rising and rising.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, baby sis, you're going to make me come!" Diane cried out, and she sat straight up, cupped her own tits, and came... howling!... all over her sister's face.
Maggie hungrily lapped up the sweet wetness flooding out of her sister and pouring into her wide-open mouth.
"Oh yes, fuck," Christy moaned, getting turned on even more from watching her mother's exuberant orgasm from extremely close up.
"Chug down all my cum, you nasty cunt-licking pet," Diane exclaimed, as her orgasm coursed through her, and her lengthy cunt-licking now had her high as a kite.
"Anything for you," Maggie moaned, as she lapped up... or rather down... the delicious cum.
A minute later, as her own orgasm continued to rise, and her Mom climbed off of her sister and the table to rush away, needing to pee... badly... Christy grabbed her aunt's legs, spun her around, spread her legs, and slid three fingers into her.
"Oh yes!" Maggie moaned, a third orgasm feeling imminent, even though she was certain that wasn't even possible for her... it certainly hadn't been for the first forty-seven years of her life.
"Ready to really get really fucked, Auntie?" Christy asked.
"Yes, anything you want is fine," Maggie agreed, just before she felt her niece's entire fist wedge its way into her cunt. "Oooooooooh, you nasty bitch!"
"You know it," Christy agreed with the sentiment, as she began fist fucking her aunt.
"Oh fuck, fist me, fist my cunt!" Maggie moaned, the pleasure was so intense, but then was even doubled, when Christy bent down and began to flick her clit with her tongue. "Oooooh... oooooh... oooooooh!"
"Come, slut, exceed your personal best!... by cumming all over your niece's fist!" Christy demanded.
"Oh, fuck yes, fuck... harder... fist fuck your slut slave, fist your whore aunt," Maggie babbled wildly, as she pumped her ass up and down to fuck herself even more intensely on her niece's fist.
"Fucking hot!" Jeremy barked.
"What's hot?" Diane wanted to know, returning.
"Christy is fist fucking Auntie," Jeremy reported, still fucking his sister, even though she wasn't paying him much attention.
"Wow," Diane said, eying the strap-on (currently unused) and deciding she had a great idea.
"Oh fuuuuuuuuuuck," Maggie screamed, as a third orgasm... impossible until now... struck her.
"There you go," Christy smiled wickedly, fisting her throughout the ground-breaking orgasm.
"So good," Maggie gasped, her entire body thrashing around wildly, as the orgasm really ripped through her.
Christy pulled out her fist and licked the wetness off her fingers, then she turned around and saw her Mom back in the strap-on. "And who's that for?"
"You, my dear," Diane said.
"It is, is it?" Christy asked, having not come yet... but damn close, right now.
"Maggie, go sit on the couch and just recover for a while," Diane said, helping her weakened sister off the massage table. "Each one of those three orgasms totally wiped you out!"
"Yeah, but I never been fucked so fucking good," Maggie admitted, as she collapsed on the couch.
Diane climbed onto the massage table, lay on her back and ordered, "Come and straddle Mommy."
"Mmmmmm," Christy smiled.
As her daughter got onto the table, Diane added, "In your ass."
"You nasty Mommy!" Christy smiled even wider, as she did exactly what her Mom was wickedly suggesting.
"But with your back to me," Diane continued to orchestrate a unique double penetration she'd seen in a porn film, and had found intriguing.
"What do you have in mind?" Christy asked, as she assumed the position she'd been ordered and lowered her asshole onto the strap-on.
"Jeremy, come and fuck your sister's cunt some more," Diane ordered.
"Oh my," Christy said, as she parted her legs wider to give access to her brother, feeling her Mom's hands caressing her back.
"Our Mom is a real freak," Jeremy mentioned, as he climbed onto the table and got between his sister's widespread legs with his knees spanning his Mom's straightened legs.
"Oh, you're just starting to comprehend your mother's wide array of depravity," Diane warned.
"Better late than never, I suppose," Maggie said, "I got a late start in this overboard family loving stuff, but I'm on board with it now," as she watched the wicked family threesome unfold... which wasn't much different from what she'd walked into a couple hours ago... as Jeremy slid his cock into his sister.
"Ooooooh, fuck!" Christy moaned, her pleasure intensifying the moment she was double penetrated... the varying angles of the two cocks making her feel especially fucking full.
"Oh yeah, this is awesome," Jeremy moaned, as he began slowly to fuck her.
"Harder, Jeremy, I fucking need to come so bad," Christy begged, feeling sky high in every which way.
"I'll keep her balanced," Diane said. "Pound her good, son."
"Yes, Mommy," Jeremy agreed, and he began to fuck his sister really hard.
"Oh fuck, yes big brother, fuck me, fuck your sister, fuck her hard," Christy babbled, her approaching orgasm increasing in intensity very quickly .
"Oh yeah, give it to her, son," Diane encouraged.
"Pound your sister and come in her cunt," Maggie added from the sidelines on the couch, as she found herself rubbing her pussy... apparently even three orgasms weren't enough anymore.
"Oh, fuck yeah," Jeremy groaned, knowing he too was going to explode soon.
"Yes, yes, mother-fucking YES!" Christy screamed, as her orgasm hit.
"It's sister-fucking yes this time," Maggie corrected her.
"Oh fuck," Jeremy grunted a few strokes later, and he spewed his load deep inside his sister.
Both brother and sister enjoyed their lengthy orgasms... hers far longer than his, of course... before Jeremy pulled, out and Christy ordered, with her Mom's cock still deep in her ass, "Get over here and clean up my cunt, pet Auntie."
"Mmmmmmm," Maggie purred, quickly obeying, and chowing down the yummy cream pie.
A couple minutes later, the three women were circled on Diane's king-sized bed, engaged in a three-way daisy chain.
Each woman reached for and achieved yet another orgasm from another marathon cunt-licking session.
Jeremy was once again hard, and having one more load remaining in his treasury ready to deposit, ordered all three sexy women onto all fours, and he made the rounds, dipping his wick from asshole to asshole, until he'd given each woman yet one more orgasm... all three of their pussies high, their asses high, and they themselves were all just plain as fuck high, from all their pot-infused cunt munching... before he unloaded his final load onto all three of their faces, while they knelt worshipfully before him... all three of them sucking on the cock recently in their assholes... and all three of them begging for his final warm load of the night.
That night, all four them slept entangled together in Diane's bed.
Then... in the morning... it started all over again... like a Groundhog Day of sorts... but with a lot more fucking... sucking... licking... and pot-infused massage oil... and this time Sonny and Cher weren't invited.
Likely... THE END...OR....
-Do you want to see what happens at the New Year's Eve Party?
-Or perhaps when the mother goes to visit her kids in Los Angeles.
-Or maybe, just maybe, grandma discovers the power of her grandchildren's special massages.
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Big Fat Cock: Educating Mrs. Walker
Summary: Kevin gets teacher, son's gf and her son gets cucked.
Note 1: This is dedicated to the real Jeni who told me about this BIG FAT COCK... although her story wasn't told in the first story, and it isn't in this one either.
Note 2: This is the seventh part in a lengthy series about a nerd's discovery of the power having a BIG, FAT COCK can have.
BIG FAT COCK: A Hot Mommy Seduced is a lengthy tale where Kevin learns from his divorced father, who has often been out of the picture, that having a BIG FAT COCK makes you irresistible to women. Kevin begins to use this power on a few MILF women, experimenting with his newfound power as he gears up to using it to seduce his ultimate fantasy conquest: his own mother.
BIG FAT COCK: Anal Mommy has Kevin taking his mother's last forbidden hole while having some fun with a kinky roleplay. It also has Kevin learning more about his mother's slut past, and it sets up Kevin's plan to give his sexual mentor and talented cock sucker Ms. Chan a special gift... his cock in her other holes.
BIG FAT COCK: Double Penetration Fun has Kevin, with the help of his submissive mother, giving his paraplegic sexual advisor an amazing sex filled birthday.
BIG FAT COCK: Dumb Cheerleader has Kevin feeling a little insecure about scoring a girl on his own. After a lengthy discussion with guru Ms. Chan, he uses his BFC to seduce and dominate a hot blonde.
BIG FAT COCK: Eating Asian has Kevin meeting a visiting niece from Japan, with whom he not only practices his oral skills, but also takes her virginity. That night at her hotel, he dines on three Japanese pussies and fucks the three Japanese beauties during his first foursome.
BIG FAT COCK: Ebony Sinners where after a morning wake-up blow job and fucking from his Mom, Kevin engages in two wicked encounters while they're at church. First, a rendezvous as the service starts with one of his pets who is Minister's wife Mrs. Grady in the preacher's office, and then after learning the identities of a few of Mrs. Grady's lesbian church going pets, he is surprised to be summoned beckoned back to Minister Grady's office for an anal encounter with eighty-year-old black choir leader Mrs. Baker.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Note 4: Please note all characters are at least 18-years-old.
Big Fat Cock: Educating Mrs. Walker
Once we returned home from church early that afternoon, I chatted with Mom about a threesome I was planning for Mrs. Grady and her unsuspecting coed daughter Tamara that evening... which would likely turn out to be a foursome, once I enlisted my Mom's participation. But regardless of our still-to-be-finalised plans for this evening, we agreed she could go shopping for lingerie on her own, since I wanted to be ready, locked and loaded for what would hopefully be my seduction of Mrs. Walker early this afternoon. I was particularly excited about seducing her, since she was a hot MILF I'd had my eye on for years, but I'd just learned this morning that not only was she one of Mrs. Grady's pets, but she was very submissive.
A couple hours later, I arrived at Mrs. Walker's house to tutor her son Ben. Ben was an accomplished hockey player, but he was failing calculus. He wasn't a complete asshole per se, but he wasn't a very nice guy either... unlike his older sister, who was really sweet... although away at college... and fucking hot.
Mrs. Walker opened the door wearing a blue dress and beige coloured nylons... no shoes. I glanced down and saw her toenails were painted a fun purple. That was all it took for me to start getting hard.
"Hi, Kevin," she greeted me warmly, like she always did.
"Hi, Mrs. Walker," I greeted her back.
"I've asked you many times to call me Jasmine," she smiled, having made that overture almost every time I called her Mrs. Walker. It always seemed wrong, but after my recent sexual awakening, I felt way more comfortable addressing her as a social equal instead of placing her on a pedestal... but given what I'd learned about her this morning, maybe I'd be placing her on the kitchen table, the washing machine, or her bed.
"Yes, I'm sorry, Jasmine," I said, as I admired her slim body. For a woman in her forties, she was in great shape. Truth be told, she seemed to have lost some weight in the past little while. Deciding to compliment her to begin planting the seeds for my seduction, I said, "You look great today, Jasmine."
"Oh, you're so sweet," she smiled as she closed the door, and like always in her house, I slipped out of my shoes.
"No, I mean it," I continued. "Have you lost some weight?"
"I have," she said. "Started a Noom diet. It's worked out very well so far."
"Very well indeed, it's definitely working," I said, giving her body a sly, not overly subtle, but not overly aggressive, once over.
"Thanks," she said. "Ben is in his room."
"Okay," I said and then asked, "And Jasmine..."
"Yes, Kevin?"
"Can you please bring me a class of water when you get a chance?"
"Sure," she smiled.
I headed to Ben's room and found him on his bed playing on his Xbox. He sighed, "I was hoping you wouldn't come today."
"Then I can leave," I offered, not needing to be here... at least not for him... nor needing the money.
"Mom wouldn't like that," he said, continuing his gaming.
"Then let's get to work," I said.
"In a few minutes," he said, disrespecting my time.
Old me would have said nothing, and would have stewed quietly, but with my newfound confidence, I didn't need to take bullshit like this from anyone. So I stepped over and abruptly pressed the Off button on his machine.
"What the fuck?" he demanded, instantly pissed.
"You knew what time I was coming, and I have other things to do today, so let's get started," I said.
"But I was winning."
"I don't give a fuck," I said, standing my ground... I was beginning to like this new Kevin.
He stood up just as his mother walked into the room. "I brought you boys some snacks."
"Thanks, Mom," he said, shifting instantly from entitled asshole to kiss-ass nice guy.
"Yes, thanks Jasmine," I said, once again awarding her a lengthy admiration of her hot, slender body.
"No problem," she said, setting a tray down with some homemade cookies and handing me a bottle of water.
"Thanks, Jasmine," I said, enjoying my use of her given name... as of today, knowing a secret about her she didn't know I knew.
"Well, let me know if you need anything," she said.
"Will do," I said, watching her ass as she walked away.
"Would you stop drooling over my Mom?" Ben complained in disgust.
I ignored his comment, since very soon I'd likely have my dick inside her, "Turn to page 83."
"Fine, whatever," he said, even more annoyed and ignorant than usual. Truthfully, except following a big Hockey loss a few weeks ago, he'd always been pretty civil with me.
"Look, I don't need to be here," I said. "I'm the one who's getting an A in calculus."
"What's the point of knowing calculus anyway?" he asked wearily, glaring at me as he snatched his calculus textbook from his desk.
"Depends on what you want to do with your life," I said, knowing he wouldn't necessarily have any use for it at all after he finished high school.
"Nothing that needs me to figure out the value of x," he said.
"But you need to pass the course if you want a hockey scholarship," I pointed out.
"Yeah," he sighed.
So for the next hour, I tutored him. Once he got past his hostility over whatever was bugging him, he was okay to deal with. He wasn't as dumb as most kids I tutored, he just needed a lot of repetition and positive reinforcement. By the end of the hour, I was pretty happy with his skill level for this week's content.
"Thanks, and I'm sorry for being such an asshole at first," he said.
"No worries," I said.
"Thanks," he said, grabbing his fall jacket. "I'm off to meet up with Maggie."
"Good luck on your test," I said, as he headed out... and I followed him down the hallway.
"Thanks," he said. He then called out, "I'm out of here; bye, Mom."
She didn't respond, nor did he stay long enough to hear the reply that wasn't forthcoming. I walked into the living room and saw Jasmine's laptop lying open on the coffee table.
I don't know why I decided to look... or what I was expecting to find... and the screen was black... meaning she'd been away from it for at least a little while... but I sat down and tapped the mousepad. I then tapped on the website at the bottom, and Twitter popped up.
With porn.
With nothing but porn!
There was a gif of a woman licking another woman with the caption: Good daughters please their mothers.
My eyes went wide. I'd been told earlier today she was a submissive... and bisexual... but when I looked up at her Twitter handle, I gasped... it was silkstockings69.
I followed this woman on Twitter! She was a very prolific and popular erotic writer who wrote stories in a variety of genres, but lesbian, incest and illustrated were the ones I read the most often... the Incest category having recently become my go to for a quick read, ever since I became a literal mother fucker a couple weeks ago.
Mrs. Walker was the one and only silkstockingslover... which was her Literotica handle.
No fucking way!
I scrolled through a few more posts, including her announcement of a story just released today, a hot retweet of an Asian cheerleader on a bus getting fucked. There was also a retweet of a sexy picture of Selena Gomez in stockings, with the response so yummy, and a wicked picture of a teen girl wearing a strap-on with the words: Mommy we need to talk... posted by someone named Mistressr3, which I'd have to check out later.
Ben had left the house and was gone.
The shocking truth was revealed.
My dick was throbbing in my pants.
I'd already been planning to fuck Jasmine this afternoon.
And apparently she was even more open-minded than I'd known when I arrived.
So how about I forgot about all the sweet talk I'd been planning, and cut right to the chase right now?
I saw the door to the basement was open, which it hadn't been before, so maybe she was doing some laundry, especially since I recalled seeing her walking past Ben's room carrying a laundry basket a few minutes ago.
I sneakily 'spilled' some coke from her nearby glass onto the crotch of my jeans and pulled them off, as well as my underwear, which I just tossed onto the floor, and I hurried down to the basement wearing no more than just my socks below the waist and a button-down shirt on top, which of course didn't leave much to the imagination.
"Jasmine, are you down here?" I sang out.
"Over here," she called back from a short distance away.
I walked into the laundry room, jeans in hand, and asked, seeing the dryer had just started, and luckily she was putting another load into the machine, my often-ignored Lord once again seeming to be squarely on my side on this super Sunday, "Can you please toss these in? I just spilt pop on them."
"Oh sure," she said, turning to face me, and then glancing down and seeing I wasn't wearing much of anything, and my big erection was pointing directly at her. She took them from me, her face going a little red, and she turned back around, and without any comment, added my jeans to the load. I watched her from behind, as she started the machine.
When she turned around, she kept her eyes carefully directed at mine instead of at my dick, which was still locked and loaded and pointing at her, "We should go get you some pants."
"No, it's okay," I said. I asked, as I kept my arms at my sides to give her a very clear look at my hard and impressive crotch (which she was still studiously ignoring), "May I ask you a question?"
"Sure," she said, looking around at everything except for the elephant below my waist. "Right after we get you some pants, or at least a towel."
"No, it's okay, Jasmine," I repeated. "Truth be told, my jeans were a bit tight, and Big Willy here needed some room to breathe."
She started to brush past me, when I asked, while stepping in front of her, "So does Mrs. Grady know?"
"Does she know what?" she asked, her eyes going wide at just the mention of her black Mistress's name.
"Your big secret," I said.
"What big secret?" she asked, obviously trying to figure out which of her big secrets I knew, while she took just the slightest glance down at my big fat cock... it was barely noticeable, yet I saw her do it.
"Actually I know a few of them. For starters, you're a submissive pussy licker for Danai Grady," I said bluntly.
"Kevin, I..." she began, but I interrupted her.
"Go ahead and take a look down there, Jasmine," I offered. "We both know you want to."
"Kevin, whatever you're attempting is seriously inappropriate," she rebuked me as forcefully as she could manage. Which given her obvious nervousness, was pitiful. Not to mention she did in fact glance down at what I was packing... or rather at what I'd already unpacked, and even starched.
"Go ahead..." I said, resting my hands on her shoulders as a suggestion, but not at all forcefully for now, "...take a closer look."
"Kevin..." she said, but then stopped in mid-breath... clearly flustered... and she also didn't drop to her knees, like most of her of characters would do whenever a man or a woman settled their hands on a submissive's shoulders.
"Think of yourself as a character in one of your stories," I added, not revealing all the truth I knew.
Her cheeks went redder.
"Go ahead, silkstockingslover," I continued, and now her cheeks went ruby red, and her eyes got huge like saucers, "If you're like the submissive characters in most of your stories, then your legs should be getting weak about now, your mind fighting a losing battle, your desire to submit consuming you, and your need to obey me overcoming any last vestiges of your willpower."
"Kevin..." she repeated, her entire demeanor one of shock, the slowly building look of lust in her eyes giving away the inevitable punch line to this confrontation. Which was very much like I'd just described it to her.
"Knees," I ordered, just the one word. A word that she herself employed in lots of her stories. A word that always led to the prey sinking to her knees. Soon followed by a cock in the woman's mouth, or her face buried in a pussy. Ironically, it was the same word she was sometimes criticized for overusing. Yet just as she sometimes argued in her own defense, I too couldn't think of another word that could possibly achieve the same impact. Just the one word, uttered with a firm tone, and the new hierarchy was established clearly.
"Kevin, Ben is upstairs," she said, fighting off her inevitable submission more effectively than I'd anticipated, although since she was now taking regular glances down at the joystick between my legs, her resistance was weak at best.
"He went to see his girlfriend," I said. "He called out to you saying so, but I guess you didn't hear him, since you didn't answer."
"You're sure?" she asked, now with more hesitation in her voice, and allowing herself a lengthier glance at my dick.
"Yeah, I watched him slip into his shoes and leave," I said, my hands still resting on her shoulders, still suggesting but not insisting.
"Why do you think I'm silkstockingslover?" she asked, still hedging her bets... hoping against hope I was bluffing.
"I feel slightly bad about this, but your laptop was open, so I got curious, opened your browser, and went right to your Twitter page," I answered. "Which I was already very familiar with, since I'm a big fan."
"Oh," was all she said, realizing her own carelessness had led to my potentially disastrous discovery.
"Your secret is safe with me, in part because for a couple of weeks I've been creating some secrets of my own. And you write terrific stories," I both reassured and complimented her.
"Thanks," she said, her head in a complete daze, just like many of her characters. Then with a cagy look in her eyes, she asked, "What kind of secrets are you gathering?"
"Okay, fair enough," I agreed. "You know Joan Walsh?"
"Yes of course, she's your mother."
"She's also my submissive pet, and I fuck all three of her holes on a regular basis," I revealed... sensing because of Jasmine's writing persona, her secret submissive lesbian side and the fact she wrote a plethora of kinky incest stories made her a rather safe secret holder.
"Wow! That's a pretty big secret," she said, a little surprised.
"Well, I know you like your incest stories," I said.
"I do like writing taboo stuff," she agreed. "I mean, with some name changes I could likely write your story."
"Really?" I said, thinking I haven't even told her about how it al began.
"Yeah, the only thing hotter than a taboo story is a true taboo story," she added.
"Well, then I'm more than willing to give you my wild story," I said.
"About to get wilder," She smiled.
"Oh, I have only told you a sliver of my pets," I smiled, enjoying having another wise woman to share my conquests with. "For example, my Mommy-slut is also your Mistress Danai Grady's submissive pet, but Danai is one of my growing pet harem."
"Shit, appearances sure can be deceiving," she said.
"A big fat cock changes everything," I smiled
"Agreed," she nodded, as she glanced down at my hard dick. "Maybe I should take a more up close and personal view to get to know the cock I will be writing about."
"I love the way you think," I agreed. "So let's role play that you're a hot MILF character in a real life version of one of your stories," I said, gently pushing her down. This time as I'd anticipated, she obediently lowered herself to her knees.
Then staring at my hard cock, she gasped in complete astonishment, "Holy shit!"
"Like?" I asked, gazing possessively down at her.
"It's so big!" she said, as she mindlessly grasped it in her left hand.
"Which is most impressive?" I asked. "My length or my girth?"
"They're both very impressive," she answered, completely captivated by my cock.
"Are you enjoying performing as a character in your story, instead of living vicariously through them?" I asked.
"You're eighteen, right?" she asked, not looking at me at all, but fixated on the cock she was clutching in her hand.
"Yes," I answered.
"I shouldn't be doing this," she said, even though she kept stroking my hard cock.
"How many times have you masturbated about a student of yours?" I asked, knowing from reading her Twenty Questions essays, many of her personal fantasies were about being seduced and dominated by a student... male or female... although she tended to write more about females taking charge of her.
"You're not one of my students," she pointed out.
"True, true," I nodded, not that she was looking at me. "Then how many times have you masturbated or written about someone named Jasmine being sexually dominated by a younger man?"
"Lots of times," she admitted.
"And how many times has this fantasy become a reality?"
"Never."
"Then it's time to turn fiction into fact," I said, as I traced my cock head around her lips.
"But you can't tell anyone," she reminded me, as her gaze remained transfixed on my cock.
"Oh, I don't fuck and tell," I said, which was mostly true. "For instance Mom trusts me only to tell a very select few people about her, and as soon as I get home, I'll tell her that you know about her. I think she'll be thrilled! And I don't think either of us keep many secrets from Danai."



"Good," she acknowledged distractedly. Then, "You're so big," she added, in a mindless lustful daze.
"Suck it, Jasmine," I ordered. "Suck my big, fat cock."
"Okay," she agreed, and she opened her mouth wide, and took it between her lips.
"There you go," I moaned, "just like the submissive sluts in your stories."
For a minute, perhaps two, she slowly sucked on my cock... swirling her tongue around my cock head before slowly taking more and more of it into her mouth... getting used to my girth.
As she began bobbing a little faster, and since I wanted to really enjoy this experience, and time wasn't of the essence like it had been this morning with Mrs. Grady and Mrs. Baker, I ordered, "Suck on my balls, slut."
"Yes sir," she said, addressing me very obediently, the submissive characters she created apparently based largely on her own personal inclinations, as she slithered her tongue down my shaft and arrived at my fully loaded balls.
As she sucked one into her mouth, I asked, "So are your fictional teachers tending to be strong-willed in public but submissives at home an authentic character trait?"
"From my experience it is," she answered, as she suckled around, searching for my more elusive second ball.
"Have you ever been fucked by an eighteen-year-old?" I asked, just as she found that second ball.
She sucked on it for a few seconds, really bathing it with her mouth, before she answered, "No, not even back when I was eighteen."
"Well, today is a day to swap out some answers, and to check some items off your... I believe you call it a 'fuck-it list'?"
"That's right. But I can't believe you just walked down here with your dick sticking out," she said, still bathing my nuts.
"I figured it would expedite the seduction," I said. "Plus, once I realized you were the same woman I followed on Twitter, and that I'd read lots of your stories except for the gay ones, I abandoned the more roundabout seduction I was planning on using."
"You know that the gay stories are some of my hottest ones?"
"I'm sure they're very well written, but the idea just doesn't do anything for me."
"Trust me, just like the women who probably bend over backwards for a chance at your outstanding dick, lots of men, whether they're gay or straight, would do just about anything to suck it or to get fucked by it," she said.
"Really?" I said, never having put any thought into that possibility.
"From many years of corresponding with my readers and fans," she said, still playing with my balls, "I've learned there's a crazy high number of men, especially older men in their mid-life crisis years, who develop a sudden curiosity about sucking dick, and even about being fucked."
"That sounds crazy," I said, having never read any of her gay stories, and I'd even skipped the parts in her essays that discussed her writing about gay characters... although I had read her one shemale illustrated story that starred her, that was crazy long and surprisingly hot. ("A shemale submission": a lust story)
"I too was surprised at first," she said. "But after writing a few gay stories, doing a lot of research, and having discussions with many men who either fantasize about joining this particular lifestyle or have actually done it, I've learned it's a lot more common than anyone would think."
"I never even thought about it," I admitted.
"And even totally straight guys will often become susceptible to becoming cock suckers or bottoms for big cocks, although their fixation is often on big black cocks," Jasmine continued, as she began wending her way back up my shaft.
"I know that you fantasize about fucking and sucking big black cocks," I said, having read many of her black and blacking fantasies.
"Yeah," she nodded, licking the top of my dick, "the more taboo something is, the more it turns me on, but...."
She paused as she smoothly deep throated my entire cock, and held it tickling her tonsils, if she had tonsils that is (I didn't ask), for a good seven seconds before backing completely away... briefly leaving a parabolic strand of her saliva connecting her lips to my cock. Wow, what a hot gal!
"But what?" I asked.
"But truth be told, I just want a man who knows what he wants, who knows how to fuck, and is sporting a big cock," she finished, before taking my cock back into her mouth, and beginning to bob like a world class blow job queen.
"Fuck," I groaned, as her mouth was full of saliva and excessive wetness, while her lips were wrapped snugly around my cock, moving back and forth with suction cup prowess.
She moaned on my cock, actually more like a hum, which made my cock vibrate, and enhanced the amazing blow job she was giving me.
"Shit, you should write an essay on how to give a blow job," I suggested.
"I did compose eighteen sissy captions about how to give blow jobs," she said, removing my cock from her mouth.
"Well, that's something," I laughed, as I looked at the washing machine shaking a little, and came up with an idea. I pulled her to her feet and pulled her dress over her head.
"I can't believe I'm allowing you to do this," she said, trembling slightly, as she was now wearing only a bra, panties and, as I'd long imagined this author wearing before learning I actually knew her, her ubiquitous thigh high stockings.
I smiled, checking out at her nylons, "Well, you certainly practice what you preach."
"I always wear nylons," she said.
"And I require all my sluts to wear them," I said, "likely a kink I picked up from reading your stories, and from always seeing my Mom wearing them."
"I'm happy to have had such a positive influence," she said, her perky tits looking so inviting in her blue lace bra with her matching panties... which I thought was hot for a couple of reasons: first, they were sexy as fuck; second, even on a Sunday at home, she was wearing those sexy stockings, thus proving what she wrote online wasn't fiction when she was talking about herself.
"Let's get you naked," she said before removing my shirt and socks, which were the last of my clothing.
"Done. Now let's see those tits," I said, admiring her body, which was admirably fit for a sexy woman in her mid-forties.
"These ones?" she asked, cupping them through the lace bra.
"Yes, those lovely firm tits," I agreed.
She reached her hands behind her back, unclasped the bra, and released it to waft gently down to the floor.
"Nice," I said, as I reached out to cup both breasts, which were impressively firm for her age... and although they weren't large, they weren't small either... in many ways, the perfect size.
"You like?" she asked.
"So perky," I said, bending down to suck on her nipples.
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, as her left nipple went into my mouth.
For a couple minutes I just loved on her tits...going back and forth between her hard nipples... enjoying her soft moans... enjoying the intimacy we were sharing.
I then moved my hands to her panties and slid them down her legs... happy to see her pussy was shaved, and was glistening with wetness. "I see you're already wet."
"I often am," she said, as she lifted her feet one at a time, to allow me to remove her panties fully.
"And I'm always hard," I said.
"So I see," she smiled, as I placed my hands on her legs, assuming they'd be adorned with the highest quality sheer silk... and they were.
"Shit, these are just as soft as I've always imagined, from all the descriptions in your stories," I said.
"I only wear the best," she said.
"As one would expect," I said, my hands roaming up and down her sheer stocking-clad legs... making my cock throb with anticipation.
After already receiving three blow jobs and fucking three women today, I finally had enough time to enjoy the full spectrum of sex. I was in no hurry to fuck her, although I was definitely going to fuck her eventually, for now I just leaned forward and licked her pussy.
"Ooooh," she moaned, as my tongue parted her wet pussy lips.
"You taste amazing," I said, her pussy delivering a sweet and savoury blend of tastes.
"Thanks," she said, surprising me by settling her right leg over my shoulder and pulling my head deeper into her wetness.
For a couple minutes I licked her pussy, exploring every inch of her wet slit... listening to her soft moans... the moans of a woman always turning me on. Although I was a dominant and I loved being in charge, unlike my Dad I wanted my women to enjoy themselves too... except perhaps Mrs. Dieks, who I just enjoyed humiliating... she was, for me, my convenient next door neighbour cum bucket for whenever I just needed to dump a load... and her own pleasure and feelings were redundant. Strangely, she was just fine with that.
"Oh, Kevin, that feels so good," Jasmine moaned.
"I'm still learning how to do a good job down here," I admitted.
"Then finger me... two fingers... while you suck on my clit," she suggested.
"Okay," I agreed, then added, "lean against the washing machine."
"Okay," she said, sidling the three or so feet from where we were. I crept along with her, and then did as she suggested, sliding two fingers inside her very wet pussy while flicking her clit with my tongue.
"Ohhhh God," she said, as I felt her body vibrating from the motion of the washer... and twitching from my attack on her clit.
"Come for me, Jasmine," I said, finger banging her quickly, while attacking her clit.
"Now suck my clit between your lips, and shake your head like a small, ferocious terrier," she moaned loudly, her orgasm clearly imminent.
I didn't say anything, I just did as she requested, using my fingers inside of her and my lips and tongue outside of her.
"Oh yes, Kevin, yes, don't stop, oh yes, fuck, oh God, oh you nasty fucker, eat my cunt," she screamed, as her orgasm hit. I pulled my fingers out and hungrily lapped up the excessive pussy cum that was squirting out of her and onto my face, lips and tongue.
"What the fuck?" a startling voice barked, as I lapped up her cum... the voice was clearly Ben's.
"Ben!" Jasmine gasped, but I just kept licking her pussy.
"Stand up, asshole," Ben ordered, yanking me to my feet.
I turned around, but now Jasmine was the one barking: "Ben, stop! Don't you dare lay a finger on Kevin!"
"Stop? Don't dare?" he demanded, both furious and shocked... an amusing mixture of expressions.
I looked around and also saw Ben's girlfriend Maggie standing nearby, a girl I'd met twice before, staring at me... or more specifically, at a particular part of me.
"Look Ben," I said, not at all scared of him... the old me would have been a little intimidated... but I was no weakling, and I could defend myself. "What's happening here is none of your business."
"Excuse me?" he demanded, his cheeks red with rage. "Catching you fucking my mother isn't any of my business?!"
"No, it's not," I said, then added to make things clear, "and I wasn't fucking your Mom..." then I paused and glanced at Maggie, who was still focused on my package, "... at least not yet."
"You fucker!" Ben snapped, his arm swinging up to punch me in the face.
"Stop!" Jasmine shouted, much louder than before.
"Mom, I...." Ben began.
"No, you see here," Jasmine said, stepping in front of me to confront her irate son. "First of all, both Kevin and I are adults! And secondly, who I decide to have intimate relations with is none of your concern!"
"'Intimate relations' you're calling this?" he said, not impressed.
"Yes," she said, as I steered my dick towards her pussy from behind... the temptation too great to resist... plus, the intriguing notion to cuckold Ben, and maybe even get his girlfriend involved, suddenly popped into my head. I knew this was a long shot, I knew it was crazy, and yet I wondered if the power of my superlative cock could even help me get away with some cuckolding and stealing a girlfriend.
"So you're telling me you can just fuck anyone you like?" he demanded.
"First, don't talk to your mother that way, and second, don't use such language in my presence," Jasmine scolded fiercely. I was powerfully impressed at the commanding way she could face down her angry son, even though she was stark naked except for those beige stockings. It didn't hurt that she didn't realize my dick was steadily nearing her pussy.
"You mean 'such language' like you begging him to eat your cunt at the top of your lungs?" Ben asked sarcastically, as I deftly slid my dick into his mother.
"I'll say fuck, cock, cunt, or any other fucking word I fucking want to, is that understood?" Jasmine said, in an 'I brought you into this world and I can take you back out, so back off, asshole' tone of voice. She was still crazy impressive, even though by now there was no way she couldn't know where my dick had just lodged itself.
"Y-y-yes, Mom," he said, unaware that I was now balls deep inside his Mom, while I grinned slyly at Maggie, who saw exactly what I was doing, and her eyes went wide in delicious shock. She seemed to be a playful little minx!
"Good," Jasmine said with a moan, as I began slowly to fuck her. "Now, Kevin and I were in the middle of doing something. I believe today we're calling it 'intimate relations'."
I don't know why I needed to let him know I was fucking his Mom, I don't know why I felt the need to get involved, since she'd just done an amazing job of defusing a potentially nasty situation. Maybe it was my narcissistic side from my father rearing its ugly head, a side I'd known I had even before my big fat cock discovery, but I ordered, "Now bend over the washer, my sexy MILF slut."
"You bad boy," she purred, as smooth as you please.
"Jesus," Ben said, shaking his head in disbelief.
"Don't use the Lord's name in vain!" Jasmine scolded, as I placed my hands on her hips to begin fucking her in a position that would be obvious even to the oblivious Ben.
"Is he really fucking you?" Ben asked.
"Wow," Maggie gasped, completely captivated by the live sex show, as I reached around and cupped both of Jasmine's breasts while I fucked her.
Ignoring Kevin, she moaned, answering his question in her own fashion, "Oh yes, Kevin, fuck me with that big, fat cock."
"Mom, for heaven's sake, stop doing that," Ben begged, looking totally bewildered, while standing less than two feet away, watching his naked, except the thigh highs of course, mother getting felt up and fucked.
"Just sit down and watch," Jasmine ordered.
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me," Jasmine said. "Maybe you can learn a few things from Kevin."
"Yeah, right," Ben scoffed.
"Maggie, how often does Ben get you off?" Jasmine asked, as I squeezed her tits and continued fucking her.
"Mom!" Ben gasped.
"Be quiet. I'm interviewing your girlfriend about your suitability as a boyfriend," Jasmine said.
Maggie's face went red, so I assumed the answer was never, although her blush could have been from the embarrassment of having their sex life asked about by her boyfriend's fucking (literally at the moment) mother.
"How often does he, Maggie?" Jasmine repeated the question.
She watched me fucking Jasmine, completely avoiding looking towards Ben, who'd turned to look at her, and she whispered sheepishly, "Never."
"Maggie!" Ben said, exasperated.
"And how often does he eat your pussy?" Jasmine asked bluntly, and I was a little, actually a lot, in awe of Jasmine's brazen questions, and of her complete control over her son, all while she was behaving pretty much like a freeuse slut for me. Freeuse, I'd discovered one day while watching porn, is where a man is allowed to fuck his woman anytime, anywhere. Often even while other people are present and maybe watching the action. And everyone, including the coupling couple is carrying on a mundane conversation about grocery shopping or whatever, as if the fuckee didn't have a dick thrusting away inside her. The scripts are a little over the top, but overall the scenes are pretty hot. I realized that technically I had a few freeuse sluts in my own stable.
"Mom," Ben repeated, clearly stunned by the turn of events that had begun when he walked in on his calculus tutor eating his respectable schoolteacher mother to a screaming orgasm.
"I told you to be quiet," Jasmine said tersely.
Ben glared at me as Maggie reported, "He did it once. For about ten seconds. Then he told me it was gross and never did it again."
"Ben!" Jasmine said, shocked. "Did you really tell your girlfriend her pussy was gross?"
"No, I said eating it was," he said, his anger shifting to humiliation.
"Same thing," she said, shaking her head in dismay.
"And I suppose he still expects you to suck his dick," Jasmine continued.
"Yes, Mrs. Walker," Maggie answered, getting a little more comfortable with answering these personal questions, since Jasmine obviously felt sympathetic to her.
"Does he expect you to swallow?"
"Unless he shoots it on my face," Maggie said.
"Ben, I really thought I'd raised you better than that," she said icily.
"Mom, I...." he began trying to defend himself.
"No, don't say a word. Any son of mine had damn well better eat pussy, and he'd better fucking understand the importance of giving pleasure to a woman!" she said angrily.
"I'm sorry, Mom," he said sheepishly, as I pulled out of his mother and deliberately gave Maggie an excellent view of my big fat cock glistening with vaginal wetness.
"Don't apologise to me, beg for Maggie's forgiveness," Jasmine said disdainfully, as she turned around, squatted on the floor, and took my cock in her mouth.
Ben didn't see her doing that since he'd turned to look at Maggie, who was ignoring him and staring intensely at my cock.
"I'm sorry, Maggie," he said, while behind him, his Mom went to town on my cock.
"Oh yeah, suck it slut," I ordered, focusing on Maggie's curious obsession with my cock as I spoke.
Ben turned and saw his Mom sitting on her heels blowing me, and muttered, "Jesus Christ!"
"You've been told not to use the Lord's name in vain," I smirked, really enjoying this bizarre situation. Yes, he was a bit of an asshole. And yes, he was obviously a shitty boyfriend. But there were a lot bigger assholes out there than he was.
"Don't you start with me too," he threatened, as I gripped his Mom's head with both hands and began face fucking her.
"Ben, take some advice from me," I said while still fucking away.
"From you?" he scoffed.
"Yeah, because you need to know what a woman wants."
"And a nerd like you would know?" he scoffed again, in a tone that pissed me off... especially since I had my dick in his mother's mouth and my balls literally bouncing off her chin, as impressively, she swallowed my entire length. The point being that she was obviously loving every second of our 'intimate relations'.
"Yes," I said. "Your Mom for instance, needs a dominant man with a big cock, who can see past her strong-willed everyday demeanour, and not only recognise, but also satisfy her inner submissive side."
"Yeah, right," he said, as he finally noticed his Mom deep throating my cock.
"Slut, will you do whatever I tell you to, anytime, anyplace?" I asked, pulling my cock out of her digestive tract and again placing my fat shaft in clear view for Maggie to admire and get wet over.
"Yes, Kevin," Jasmine said, gazing up at me with that look of big cock lust I was by now accustomed to receiving, and I was receiving it at the moment from two women. "I'm your slut, and I'll gladly do whatever you want me to."
"Mom!" Ben repeated, sounding desperate.
"Maggie, please come here if you will," Jasmine said, ignoring her son as she turned to Maggie, and placed her hand on my cock to slowly begin stroking it.



"Mom!" Ben repeated, now sounding even more frustrated and even more helpless.
"Pull down your pants, Ben," the mother ordered.
"You want me to do what?" Ben gasped in disbelief, as I glanced at Maggie, who was clearly struggling between the temptation I was displaying before her eyes and any obligation she might owe to her boyfriend.
"Just fucking do it," Jasmine said with an edge and a sigh. "In fact, take them completely off, and show us your little wee-wee."
"But...."
"Right fucking now!" Jasmine ordered, with a ferocity that even scared me.
His eyes went big, yet he didn't say another word as he obeyed, and began to unbutton his jeans.
"And you Maggie, unless you'd rather not, come here," Jasmine said softly, with a 180° tonal shift to soft and motherly.
As Ben sheepishly got undressed, Maggie tentatively walked over to Jasmine and me... her eyes never drifting towards Ben, and never wavering from constantly staring at my cock.
Ben's expression was nothing but devastation.
"Come and take a better look, honey," Jasmine said. "It's obvious you're fascinated by Master Kevin's big, fat cock."
"It's so big," Maggie said, staring at it like it was the Da Vinci of cocks, which it kind of was.
"Is mine bigger than your boyfriend's?" I asked, glancing at Ben, who was now down to his baggy boxers.
"Way bigger," Maggie breathed worshipfully, as she knelt beside Jasmine, her eyes still not leaving my cock for even an instant. I'm not going to lie, moments like this were almost better than sex! I felt like an Adonis, which I'd never even imagined feeling before my BFC epiphany.
"Underwear too, Ben," Jasmine ordered in a sharp tone.
"Mom, please," he said despairingly, completely humiliated by what had transpired and still was transpiring, plus having been outed as having a much smaller dick than mine. (Which was nice to know, since now I wouldn't need to buy a flashy car! Yuck yuck.)
"Now..." Jasmine crooned, her lovely voice once again caressing the very air, "...go ahead Maggie, stroke it."
Tears were welling in Ben's eyes as he pulled down his boxers to reveal a very small, yet very hard dick, as he watched his girlfriend reach out her tiny hand. And even including her thumb, she managed to wrap it only about a third of the way around my fat cock. Yeah, I know, sometimes it really is the thought that counts.
"Why are you so hard, Ben?" Jasmine asked.
"I don't know," he said, glancing down at his dick, obviously surprised to discover it was hard.
"Did you get hard from watching Mommy getting fucked by Kevin's big, fat cock?" she asked wickedly, while Maggie stroked my cock in awe, and was oblivious, I think, to the humiliation her tiny dicked boyfriend was experiencing.
"No," he denied, probably lying.
"No? Then is it from seeing your girlfriend stroking a much bigger dick than yours?" she continued, taking great pleasure in humiliating him. Although she'd written a number of sissy stories, and I'd read a couple of her cuckold stories out of curiosity, I hadn't come across any about a sissy son's mother guiding him through confronting his hidden demons... a future plot, perhaps.
"Mom," he said, tears beginning to stream down his face, while his dick was constantly flinching.
"Would you enjoy watching Maggie suck Kevin's monster fuck stick?" Jasmine asked wickedly, "I know I would," and just like I'd seen in a few hot gifs on Twitter, she pushed Maggie's head... ever so gently... towards my cock. And also just like in the gifs, Maggie opened her mouth in wordless submissive obedience, and took a short length of my cock between her pretty lips. Again it wasn't a lot, but she opened wide and did her very best, and did manage to envelop a few inches of it.
"Mom," Ben repeated like a broken record, shocked and defeated.
"Mom what? What are you asking for?" she asked. "You've been a consistent asshole to Kevin, even though he's been helping you to become an adequate student for weeks, and you've apparently always been a shitty boyfriend to Maggie."
"But... but this... this... everything that's happening here is wrong," he managed to blurt out, as Maggie began slowly bobbing on my cock, taking only a quarter of it into her mouth... yet because of the surreal situation of her doing it in front of her boyfriend, and being lovingly encouraged by Jasmine, it was still fucking hot.
"Remove the rest of your clothes, and then just stand there and watch," Jasmine said. "And don't touch that tiny dick of yours."
"Mom, please..." he pleaded.
"And stop crying. Only sissies cry. Man up," she said. I thought maybe she was venting her anger about her ex-husband onto him too... which made me wonder how and why their marriage had ended.
He wiped some tears from his eyes and began unbuttoning his shirt, as Jasmine turned back towards me and said, "Now Maggie, let me help you with that."
And while Maggie slowly sucked me, taking a little more every few bobs, Jasmine ministered to my balls, sucking them into her mouth one at a time.
The sensations of receiving a blow job that focused primarily on my cock head, as well as simultaneously getting my balls worshipped, quickly evoked my inevitable orgasm.
I glanced at Ben a few times, who was now naked and watching the action with a strange look on his face. Yes, I could see shock there; and yes, there was also humiliation; but I could also see fascination. His tiny dick remained hard as he watched his Mom and his girlfriend worshipping my dick.
When I knew I wouldn't last much longer, I pulled out and said, deciding to take control again, "Smile pretty for your facials, sluts."
I glanced at Ben, whose gaze was focussed on the sex act, although I couldn't tell if his focus was on my cock or his Mom or his girlfriend, but it certainly wasn't my face, as I stroked my cock, aiming it at my two luscious sluts
"Yes Kevin, coat my face with your big load," Jasmine said, licking her lips in a sexual way.
"Yes, Kevin," Maggie said in a lustful way, speaking for the first time with any passion, her insecurity and nervousness now vanished, "splatter your warm cum onto my face."
"Which one of you wants it?" I asked when I was only a few strokes away.
"Baptize both of your sluts," Jasmine suggested.
"Yes, use us as your cheap whores," Maggie added, as I slid my cock back into her mouth and gently face fucked her for a few strokes, making her gag slightly, with less than six inches sliding in and out of her mouth, before I pulled out at the last possible moment. and shot my first rope directly at her nose and right eye... while unfortunately her eyes were still open.
Rope two I aimed directly at Jasmine, right onto her cheek, and most of rope three soared into her open mouth.
The final two lesser cum bullets I redirected at Maggie, who had closed her eyes and mouth... bullet four landing on her lips, while the last rope landed on her chin, and some on her blue blouse.
I pushed my cock at her lips, so she opened up to take my cock back inside, along with some of the cum from her lips. Without instruction, like a good submissive, she slowly bobbed, nursing on my cock, getting any last remnants of cum out of my cannon.
"Maggie, you look so hot with that big load of cum all over your pretty face," Jasmine said a minute later when I pulled my cock out... already getting myself ready for round two, or round five for me since waking up today.
"Thanks, Mrs. Walker," she said, genuinely appreciating the compliment.
"Doesn't she look hot with Kevin's cum all over her face, Ben?" Jasmine asked, looking back at her son, to see he was stroking his dick.
"Yes, Mom," he answered, looking very ashamed, but clearly aroused.
"And I told you to not touch your dick without Mommy's permission," Jasmine reminded him, and hearing the word 'Mommy' coming from her lips after having read it so many times in her stories, was so fucking hot.
"Sorry, Mom," he said, taking his hand away from his dick.
"It's Mommy," Jasmine corrected.
"Yes, Mommy," he corrected himself sheepishly.
Jasmine then leaned forward and began French kissing Maggie.
"Holy shit!" I said, as Maggie kissed her back.
Ben's eyes once again went wide while his Mom made out with his girlfriend. After a minute or so, Jasmine pulled Maggie's sweater over her head, and carelessly tossed it aside.
"Why on earth would you hide those lovely big tits behind a bulky sweater?" Jasmine asked, as she reached behind the girl and unclasped her bra.
"I don't know," she said, surprised to find herself topless.
"Jasmine stood up, pulled Maggie's skirt down and off and said, "You really should begin wearing nylons like mine. They would really accentuate your legs and conceal how white they are."
"I don't tan at all," she admitted.
"I don't either," Jasmine said, "thus the nylons."
"Hop onto the washer, Maggie," I ordered, as Jasmine stripped the eighteen-year-old out of her sexy red thong, leaving her totally naked. She had such a lovely body... big boobs, tiny waist, generous muscular butt. And as she'd pointed out, very pale skin, much like Jasmine's.
"Okay," she said, still not once having looked even sideways towards Ben.
I hurried to help her, seizing the chance to cup her ass as I lifted her naked body into place.
With Maggie atop the machine, which was now vibrating wonderfully since it was beginning a spin cycle that I hoped would be a long one, Jasmine went to the pretty girl, spread her legs, and said, "Since my son won't do it, I guess I'd better do my best to make you happy." She didn't look the least bit unwilling to perform her self-assigned task, and I didn't think I'd be hearing the word 'gross' anytime soon.
And while Ben gasped in shock once again, my mouth also dropped open a little, as I watched Jasmine bury her face between Maggie's legs and start licking.
"Oooooh," Maggie moaned loudly, as her pussy was licked, possibly for the first time. Or the first time it mattered, anyway.
Bent over and licking away, she was clearly begging for my dick, so I hurried behind her, positioned my cock at her pussy, and slid inside.
"Oooooh yes, fuck me, Kevin," Jasmine moaned, while she didn't look back, but kept licking the teen's pussy.
"Please don't stop, Mrs. Walker," Maggie moaned, looking directly into my eyes, while I began fucking Jasmine from behind.
"You have a delicious pussy, Maggie," Jasmine complimented. "I can't believe my son hasn't been dining on this tasty twat morning, day and night."
"Thank you, Mrs. Walker," Maggie said, still acting perfectly polite throughout this erotic encounter.
"Anytime you need this ripe pussy licked, just come on over, and I'll be more than happy to serve as your pet pussy licker," Jasmine offered.
"Really?" Maggie moaned loudly, by now all three of us completely ignoring Ben.
"Yes," Jasmine said, looking up at her. "I've been dying to have a pretty young thing willing to use me for her plaything."
"Plaything?" she asked.
"Yes, Mrs. Walker is submissive," I explained. "She needs two things to keep her happy: a man to bend her over and fuck her, and a sweet high school girl to help her explore her bisexual side by sitting on her face, fucking her with a strap-on, and generally using her for... your... own pleasure."
"Really?" Maggie asked.
"Yes, Maggie, I'll gladly be your Mommy pet anytime you want," Jasmine said between licks.
"I think you should take her for a test drive right now... just tell her what to do... whatever you want," I urged, as I began fucking my newest slut harder... just as the washer began to vibrate even harder.
"Oooooooh, umm... eat my pussy, you... slut," Maggie said experimentally, adding the word 'slut' as an afterthought, and her approach sounded a bit awkward.
"Yes, Maggie, Mommy will be your cunt-licking pet slut," Jasmine said, sounding just like many of her characters... the only difference being that this wasn't some novice submissive finally summoning up enough nerve to cross the line, but a veteran fantasizer's long held fantasy finally coming to fruition. Yes, Jasmine had been Mrs. Grady's pet for who knew how long, and maybe Tamara's too, but the Grady gals were old hands at this scene, while Maggie was dipping her toes into uncharted waters for the very first time.
"She's longed for a young and inexperienced girl to be her Mistress for many years," I said, as I began fucking her faster.
"Oooooooh," Maggie moaned, Jasmine's hungry licking which was mixed, I assumed, with the intense vibrations of the washing machine really enhancing her pleasure. "Don't stop, slut!" Maggie added, kind of getting the hang of it.
"No I won't, Mistress Maggie," Jasmine moaned, both from my hard fucking and from hearing the 'S' word aimed at her by a novice for the first time in real life I assumed... although I hadn't a clue.
"Eat my cunt, you nasty slut," Maggie ordered, her orgasm close, and this new sexual side of her testing its wings.
"Mmmmmmm," Jasmine moaned upon hearing the order, and I was impressed by Maggie's transformation, which had shifted her from cute to hot in a heartbeat.
"You like watching your Mom doing your job for you, don't you, you Sorry Sissy?" Maggie asked fiercely, this transformation awakening enough fortitude in her to stand up to her boyfriend as well.
"Maggie," he whined, uttering a single word yet again in shock, frustration or exasperation. Probably all three.
"Answer the fucking question," Maggie snapped.
"Yes I do," he admitted, and I smiled, very impressed by the sudden shift in Maggie. Maybe she was a switch, or maybe, very much like me, a new sexual confidence had awakened inside her, since her kink had just been allowed to come out and play for the first time.
"Oh God, your Mom eats pussy so fucking good," Maggie moaned, her eyes boring right into him now... the polar opposite of her shy, meek demeanour of just a few minutes ago.
"Get your Mistress off, Jasmine," I ordered, as I kept pounding her from behind.
"Yes, Master," Jasmine responded, the hierarchy of power being made abundantly clear. Me at the top of course, and then Maggie, then Jasmine, and finally the pitiful guy Maggie had just named 'Sorry Sissy'. Or maybe the name wasn't permanent; she was welcome to change her mind whenever she wished.
"Oh yes, fuck, your Mom is my pet pussy licker, Ben," Maggie sang out, her eyes remaining on his, while she grabbed the back of Jasmine's head and pulled it deeper into her wetness.
"Come all over her face," I urged.
"I want that humongous dick inside me next," she told me, grinding her hips a little against Jasmine's wet face.
So now she was ordering me around? Okay, I didn't have to be top dog all the time. "It will be my pleasure, Mistress Maggie." I said compliantly, glancing back at Ben, who was in a complete daze... and his dick was still hard.
"You hear that Ben?" Maggie said. "I'm going to let Kevin fuck me, and you're going to watch him make me come like gangbusters!"
Ben didn't say anything... he just remained slumped forward like the bereft cuckold he now was. My unvoiced question was: was he enjoying this? Enjoying being humiliated? Enjoying seeing his Mom, and soon his girlfriend getting fucked? His lack of any protesting against her proclamation about my fucking her implied that he was, although I suppose it could also be him being completely defeated after the past twenty minutes or so of utter humiliation not only by his girlfriend, but also by his mother unexpectedly emerging from her longstanding cocoon of respectable schoolteacher, and suddenly transformed into the butterfly of a wild and crazy slut!
"Oh yeah, slut Jasmine, eat me, suck on my clit," Maggie exhorted her pet, clearly about to come.
"Come all over our sluttiest slut's face," I added, making sure I remained part of this kinky threesome... which wasn't quite as kinky as my threesome had been with my Mom and Ms. Chan, but was still pretty wild.
"Oh fuck Ben, your Mom is getting me off," Maggie said, then added wickedly in spite, "which you never did."
"He couldn't, with that dick," I added, glancing back at him and his tiny less than pint-sized penis.
"Oh yes, oh fuck, I'm... I'm... I'm... fuuuuuuuck," Maggie babbled, not even able to finish the sentence as her orgasm hit. Her facial expressions during the last few seconds before her orgasm were priceless. A look of complete bewilderment on her face, and it was obvious she'd never felt such pleasure before... for indeed Ben had never gotten her off... and if she masturbated, her orgasms from flying solo would have been nowhere near the pleasure Jasmine was giving her right now. As her orgasm struck, she closed her eyes and her entire body quaked... her larger than I would have thought tits shaking around like a small earthquake tremor... the vibrations from the washing machine likely adding something extra to her completely climactic bliss.
I kept fucking Jasmine.
Jasmine kept licking Maggie, assuredly enjoying the sweet nectar of a teen girl's cum.
It was a minute later, perhaps longer, when Maggie opened her eyes and said, gazing at me with a lust I'd never get used to, but always greatly enjoyed, "Kevin, I want you to fuck me now."
"Sure," I said. And resuming control, I instructed the two women, "Jasmine, hop onto the washer and spread your legs. Maggie, it's your turn to chow down a healthy, organic, homemade snack."
As I pulled out of Jasmine, and Jasmine assisted Maggie off of the washing machine, we prepared to arrange ourselves into our new configuration.
"Boy Toy," Maggie asked, Do you want to watch me eat your Mom's pussy while Kevin gives me the fucking of my life with his huge cock?"
"Maggie," he said, his tone now pleading.
"Once Kevin has unloaded his load in my pussy, and you've sucked it out and swallowed it down, I'll allow you to come," Maggie decreed, stalking over to him to glare in his face. "And until then, still no touching your widdle dick."
"Ooooooooh," he groaned, twitched, and then spewed his load all over Maggie and the floor. But he hadn't touched his dick.
"Jesus fucking Christ!" Maggie snapped, backing away from him.
"S-s-sorry," he stammered, once again completely humiliated.
Maggie swiped some cum off her leg and flicked it at his face, before turning around, stalking over to Mrs. Walker and ordering, "Come here, Ben."
Ben wordlessly... sheepishly... shambled over.
"For that disgusting, pathetic lack of self-control, you shall insert Kevin's huge fat cock in my pussy, and then you shall kneel right next to us and watch him fuck me the way you never could with your tiny dick," Maggie ordered with a spitefulness that proved there were more reasons for her bitterness towards him than just the wild revelations of the last half hour or so.
"Maggie, please," he pleaded, utterly defeated and shamed.
"Just do as your fucking told, while I eat your Mom's pussy, which I'm pretty sure isn't gross," Maggie said. "Kevin, by any stretch of the imagination could you describe our favourite pet's hairless pussy as gross?"
"Far from it," I replied with total honesty. "You'll love it."
She then looked up at Jasmine, who was by now sitting on the washing machine with her legs spread welcomingly. "I've always been curious about going down on a woman."
"Like Kevin said, you'll love it," Jasmine assured her, as I went to stand behind Maggie.
I wasn't all that sure I wanted another guy touching my dick, but in the spirit of this multi-person and hopefully therapeutic cuckolding-fest which I was taking such an active part in, I decided to put up with it.
Maggie licked Jasmine briefly and said, "Wow Ben, your Mom tastes amazing! Why the fuck wouldn't you want to lick pussy?"



"In my experience so far, every pussy is delicious," I testified. "Although I could be wrong, since I've never sampled anyone's who smoked." And my dick was now ready to slide inside my newest pet. Or maybe inside my newest Mistress, whichever.
Ben looked at his Mom, and then at his girlfriend, then back at me, and then at my dick... looking completely forlorn and lost.
"Stick that big fat dick in my pussy," Maggie demanded.
"Go ahead son, give your girlfriend the kind of dick you never can wield yourself," Jasmine said, Ben's humiliation compounding humiliation.
Wordlessly he grasped my dick, his hand trembling as he did, and he guided it to his girlfriend's pussy.
"Shove it in," Maggie said, looking back.
He placed it dead centre against her wetness, and I pushed myself forward.
"Oooooooh," Maggie moaned, "it's so fucking fat."
"If you like that, wait until it's all the way inside," I smiled smugly, as I kept going deeper inside her excessively wet pussy.
"Fuuuuck," Maggie moaned, looking at Ben. "Knees, dickhead. And watch closely."
The defeated boyfriend lowered himself to his knees, as my entire dick disappeared inside her.
"Now fuck me Kevin, fuck me like I'm just some cheap slut," Maggie said, looking directly at me.
"As you wish, bitch," I acknowledged, "and I mean that in the best possible way," before she turned back to Jasmine and began licking in earnest.
My hands were on her hips, but in a location so Ben would have an excellent view of the penetration. I then began fucking her. Not yet hammering away, but giving her nice, smooth, medium paced strokes.
"Oh fuck, it's so fucking good," Maggie moaned.
"My pussy or Kevin's dick?" Jasmine asked, smiling at me.
"Both," Maggie replied.
"And you've never eaten pussy before?" Jasmine asked.
"Just a few seconds at a hotel for a dare," Maggie said.
"Tell us more," Jasmine said.
"We were playing Truth or Dare a few weeks ago after we won sort of a six-girl beach volleyball game against Tamara Grady and two of her friends from college. I was rooming with Becky and Jane," Maggie said. "Jane dared me to lick Becky for ten seconds, so I did."
"Nice," Jasmine said, as I tried to envision it... although I had no idea who Becky or Jane were.
"Faster, Kevin," Maggie demanded. "I want you to pound the living shit out of me."
"That will require a different hole," I joked, as I obliged the spirit of her request.
"I don't think you're quite ready for that," Jasmine chuckled.
"God, no," Maggie agreed.
"Although a good ass fucking is pretty amazing," Jasmine said, looking at me and maybe offering me some back door action in the near future; I wasn't sure.
"Oh God, Kevin, harder," Maggie moaned.
"You like it rough, slut?" I asked.
"Fucking yeah, I've never had a real man fuck me before," she said, taking another pot shot at Ben.
"You'll be wanting to come back for more," I said, as I began slamming into her.
"Having your dick in my mouth was a lot of work, but I'll take your dick in my cumquat anytime," Maggie moaned, and then the next few minutes were just sex.
Maggie licked Jasmine while the washer kept vibrating.
I hammered Maggie from behind.
Both women's moans echoed through the basement.
Luckily, my having unloaded already today in my Mom, then Mrs. Grady, then Mrs. Baker, and also on these two women's pretty faces earlier, I had a fair amount of stamina before I'd be depositing load five... which Maggie had already requested I unleash in her pussy, and I was more than willing to do.
"Fuck, eat my cunt, you hungry slut," Jasmine growled out of the blue, so perhaps the Mistress-pet hierarchy wasn't as clear as I'd thought, as she grabbed Maggie's head and roughly held it against her pussy.
As I slammed into Maggie, making her face crash into Jasmine's pussy, while the MILF ground her body back against the girl's face... wrapping her legs around her back... she gazed into my eyes... which was so hot... a gaze of complete euphoria, but also a thank you.
I nodded and watched, enjoying the sight of a woman just letting go and giving in to the raw lust and pleasure surging through her body. "Oh fuck, yes, slut, lick me, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck!"
Her orgasm tore through her, so either Maggie must have been a quick learner, or else the washing machine had enhanced her pleasure to an amazing level.
Jasmine released Maggie's head, and her legs fell to both sides, while Maggie kept licking, her head pivoting back and forth and up and down in her lustful hunger... I guessed Maggie would be officially bi from this day forward.
A few dozen hard strokes later, Maggie came up for air and told me, "I want to ride you now."
"Sure," I agreed, pulling out and looking down at the floor, which was hard concrete.
But Jasmine just grabbed a laundry basket of folded clothes and scattered them across the floor in a soft pile saying, "Lie on Ben's clean clothes."
I moved them around a little for even more comfort, then laid my head on a couple of bulky sweaters, my cock standing erect in salute, as Maggie straddled me and dropped... a little too roughly... onto my cock... taking it all in, even though I was a bit winded.
Resting her hands on my thighs, she began riding me reverse cowgirl and asked Ben, who was kneeling right in front of her, "Don't you love the sight of a real man fucking me?"
"Yes, actually," he admitted; I couldn't see him at all, but his tone sounded less shameful now, and more like relieved acceptance.
"Do you want Kevin to come inside me?" She asked.
"Yes please," he requested. It appeared that today's totally unforeseen turn of events was finally turning him on. Or he was finally coming to terms with it.
"Hear that Kevin?" Maggie chortled as she rode me like a real cowgirl. "You can shoot your load inside me."
"I wasn't going to ask his permission," I said, wanting to reassert that I was the one in charge here. "I'll come wherever I please."
"Yes of course, Master," Maggie agreed happily, "but if you please, Master, unload in my pussy. I want to feel your big, fat cock twitch and explode inside me."
"Sure, slut," I said, and I began bucking my hips up to meet her downward bounces.
"Mother fucker!" she screamed as I reached new depths deep inside her pussy.
"Yes, pretty often these days," I admitted enigmatically, and we'd been fucking each other for only a minute before she was going ballistic.
"Oh fuck... yes... so big!... fuck... a real man!... cock... fuck... yes... yes... fuck!" she babbled for over a minute, before her second orgasm raged through her.
I'd been close for a while, holding back for as long as I could, but as her orgasm ripped through her and she collapsed forward onto Ben's chest, and my dick slid out of her, I pushed her down onto him, thus forcing his back down to the floor, and then I pulled her ass up, and slid back into her flooding pussy.
"Oh fuuuuuuck," she moaned weakly, as I pounded her from behind.
"Come in her pussy," Jasmine encouraged me from her perch, still sitting on the washing machine.
"Yes, fill me right up," Maggie agreed mindlessly, her orgasm still sending shock waves of pleasure through her.
A few more strokes and I did just that, my load number five of this blessed Sunday shooting deep inside Maggie.
"Yes Ben, he just came in my pussy," Maggie announced, as I continued pumping cum inside her.
Once I was spent, I slowed down and then pulled out. Jasmine had just gotten off the washer, which had finally completed its dual purposes of washing clothes and getting women off. She dropped in front of me and offered, "Let me clean off that dick for you," and then she took my cock back into her mouth.
And then the day of surprises continued, when Maggie repositioned her body to straddle Ben's face and ordered, "Clean up my cream pie, Bitch Boy!"
My eyes went wide, even though I couldn't see Ben's face. But since I didn't hear her giving him any shit for noncompliance, he must have been eating my cum out of his girlfriend's well fucked pussy. Her complete transformation today from meek geek to sexy switch was fucking wild!
For a couple minutes Jasmine blew me slowly, while Ben ate his first cream pie... and did it without any complaint or mention of the word 'gross'!.
Jasmine said, getting off her knees, "You still owe me a good fucking... one on one."
"I'll make sure that happens," I said.
"And I'm curious to know what that big, fat cock will feel like when you stick it up my ass," she added.
"That I want to see!" Maggie said, still sitting on Ben's face.
"That too can be arranged," I agreed.
"Don't fuck her ass without me being there," Maggie said.
"I'll see what I can do," I said, my dance card... I mean fuck card... was getting more and more filled up. "Plus, I think someone else will look good with nine-and-a-half inches of fat cock stuffed up their ass."
"You mean Ben?" she asked with a wicked smile.
"I have a couple of strap-on dicks handy if you want to peg him," Jasmine offered.
"Can we do it right now?" Maggie asked, suddenly excited.
"You're the Mistress," Jasmine shrugged.
"Let's go to your bedroom, Ben," Maggie said, clearly excited. "Kevin, do you want to come and watch?"
"Naaah," I said. "Not my thing."
"Okay," she shrugged.
"Let's go, Ben," Maggie said, jumping to her feet and tugging his hand.
He looked dazed, and he didn't make eye contact with anyone, but he obediently followed his girlfriend upstairs for his pegging... I assumed his first of many.
"Do you have time to drop one more load inside a dirty slut with literary pretentions?" Jasmine asked me.
I looked at my watch, shrugged, and said, "I can make the time."
So after making a quick side trip to deliver a couple of strap-ons to Mistress Maggie, Jasmine joined me in her bedroom.
And then following thirty minutes of fucking my favourite writer (aka filthy slut) in a dozen positions in her bed, while Maggie ass fucked Ben in his room... his whimpers a complete hoot for the rest of us... I unloaded one last load of the afternoon... in my Slut Jasmine's pussy.
Finally dressed, and really needing a rest after my marathon fuck session, I kissed Jasmine's lips, slapped her ass, and said, "Next time I'm fucking this fine MILF ass."
"Anytime, Master," she agreed.
"And like you offered to do earlier, I do think you should write my story for your fans," I suggested.
"Then you'd need to spend lots of time with me to tell me your story," she pointed out.
"A pleasure. And I'm sure we can take some breaks, too," I smiled. "While we... you know... re-enact various scenes so you can describe them accurately.
"And it will need to be a series, which we can call Big Fat Cock," she suggested.
"Great title," I said, thinking it could eventually become a very lengthy series.
"I do come up with great titles," she said.
I slapped her ass once more and said, "I'll send you a list of my conquests."
"Yes, Master," she said.
I smiled as I strolled out. Maggie called out, after I waved to her and noticed Ben was now sucking her cock, "Get in here, slut." Knowing it was Jasmine she was summoning, I kept walking.
I smiled at how my simple conquest today had transitioned into a completely new world for Jasmine and the others. She now had the young Mistress she'd forever longed for. And Maggie, now that she'd discovered her sexual identity... or rather her two identities, since she was a switch... would be able to dominate and dick Ben (instead of those useless attempts at the other way around), could dominate Jasmine, and still be submissive to me... at least most of the time. And even Ben could find a modicum of happiness, if only with a vague resemblance to the puffed up, insensitive and useless man he had once been.
I headed home, with a few hours to rest up before my next marathon fuck session this evening... boning Mrs. Grady for a second time, maybe my Mom again, and one brand new conquest... the chocolate beauty Tamara.
THE END
Coming next:
Big Fat COCK : Effing Threesome
Kevin uses Mrs. Grady and her daughter in an evening's kinky threesome. Or maybe foursome.
And maybe....
Big Fat Cock : Elderly Need Dick Too
Kevin attends Mrs. Baker's Tuesday night games night where he is the centerpiece in a reverse gangbang with women over the age of 65.
Other possibilities include:
BIG FAT COCK: Family Orgy
His maternal aunt and grandmother discover his BIG fat cock.
BIG FAT COCK: Gloryhole Power
His cock is popular at school gloryhole.
BIG FAT COCK: Harvard Orgy
Kevin has a great weekend touring the university.
Including Portia fulfilling her wish of having her father/son DP. Plus other adventures with her hot coed besties, of course.
BIG FAT COCK: Hot Principal
Kevin's BIG fat cock dominates bitchy principal. (I have no idea how this will happen yet...)
But then again, perhaps Kevin gets caught balling a cheerleader in a classroom, Principal calls in Mom and son for a conference, Principal drops the bombshell, but is stunned when Mom deliberately jumps to the wrong conclusion by asking, "And you were jealous? Don't worry sweetheart, we can both help you with that!" She then flows into the Principal's arms, begins kissing her, Kevin reveals that his sword is mightier than any academic pen, and matters proceed from there.
BIG FAT COCK: Hungry Nana
Kevin decides to seduce his previously off-limits Dad's Mom... his Nana.
BIG FAT COCK: Jasmine's Daughter
Kevin is caught with cock in Mrs. Walker's ass by her daughter and well....
BIG FAT COCK: Lab Partner
Kevin creates special chemistry with virgin cheerleader (or cute nerd)
BIG FAT COCK: Lesbian Teacher Tumbles
His BIG fat cock turns lesbian teacher Ms. Watson into eager cock sucker.
BIG FAT COCK: Maggie's Friends
A bunch of high school nerds give Kevin his second reverse gangbang.
BIG FAT COCK: Mom's College Friend
His BIG fat cock seduces the psychologist he is seeing.
BIG FAT COCK: The Happy Ending
Kevin finds a girl who loves him for himself and not just for his BIG fat cock, but also his BFC.
Other ideas?
Share away....
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Executive Park: A Close Shave
Summary: A youngish wife is given a deluxe shave by a college girl.
Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca from Housewives at Play for permitting the use of her artwork in this short but wicked tale.
Please note: this story was created to showcase the greatness that is Rebecca, and thus it contains many brief but wicked scenes.
Lastly, my writing, particularly my lesbian writing... and that's overall, not just within this story... has been greatly influenced by Rebecca's artwork, and especially by her Housewives at Play series (Book 1 originally rocking me to my sexual core). The entire voluminous series is sexually delicious, as are the many short graphic stories in the Hot Mom series, as well as Teenagers at Play.
Note 2: This is a Nude Day 2022 Contest Story so please vote.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Executive Park: A Close Shave
"I just don't know," Hannah said.
"Trust me," Carolyn reassured her, placing her hand on her new friend's leg and already looking forward to a near future where she'd be dining between her legs... or vice versa... this newest young wife of the residential community as yet unaware of the secret lesbian community of wives and daughters... an intriguing variation on the Real Housewives... this time of Executive Park.
"But I've never done that before," Hannah demurred.
"No need. Here all the women have it done for them," Carolyn explained. "We even have our own young lady who grooms all the women in Executive Park."
"I still don't know," Hannah prevaricated.
"Trust me," Carolyn repeated herself. "Unless you choose to wear one of those long-legged bathing costumes from the early nineteen hundreds, you can't permit yourself to attend our summer pool parties with an overgrown bush."
"No, I guess not," Hannah finally admitted
"There's no guessing," Carolyn asserted, moving her hand ever so slowly up and down her new friend's leg... tempted just to spread those legs and nibble a quick lunch... but when welcoming a new addition to her community, it was always important to do it well... and with someone as naïve and conservative as Hannah, who she'd learned had only ever been with one man, her husband, couldn't be a more traditional approach... which was why the Executive Park female leadership had decided to bring in their young, redheaded seductress Brenda. "Our community is very welcoming, but it can also be very judgemental."
"But I've never had it done before," Hannah said.
"Although you have trimmed yourself?"
"Yes."
"Then it won't be too bad," Carolyn said. "You do wish to fit in around here, don't you?" The experienced mother of only one daughter knew the consequences of not following the strict code of the secret society... which was in essence complete obedience and secrecy. When she first saw her daughter getting fucked by her female neighbour by walking in on them when she'd forgotten her credit card and returned home unexpectedly, she'd freaked out... this being her first introduction to the secret lesbian society... and she hadn't taken it well at first... and was thus taught the hard way there were unexpected rules in her then new community:
1. All daughters eighteen or older were freeuse submissives for every mom in the community (freeuse meaning they were free to be used at any time... to eat pussy, to get fucked or to do the fucking).
2. Each mom was to declare her sexual preference within thirty days of moving into the community. Not gender preference: it went without saying they were all primarily lesbians; but the role of Mistress, switch or submissive (Carolyn had chosen switch after discovering she usually preferred being a pet, but sometimes she wanted to wear a strap-on and really fuck someone good).
3. Obedience and loyalty to the society came before husbands and any other family. (Compromising videos of each mom were filmed during the first months of her residence that would completely devastate her public image if they were ever revealed.)
4. Obviously, all of this was kept completely secret from any outsiders... including from their husbands. (Whenever possible that is: any husband who accidentally learned about any of his wife's indiscretions was quickly sold on the benefits (primarily the continuation of his very fat paychecks, but also the occasional chance to watch his wife in action) of permitting himself to be cuckolded by lots of women.)

"Yes, I do want to fit in," Hannah said, a little overwhelmed that she'd moved into such an exclusive community... her husband becoming its youngest CEO ever. Which made Hannah a very unusual 'mom' in this community since her daughter was only ten, and thus would need to be excluded from all the normal 'daughter' activities for a good number of years. (There was an umbrella corporation that controlled a number of Fortune 500 companies, each of which had a male CEO who was eligible to move his family into the gated community of Executive Park.)
"Good," Carolyn smiled. "I'll book you an appointment with Brenda. And for your convenience, she'll come to your home."
"Okay, if you're sure it's necessary," Hannah finally agreed, even though she still considered allowing another woman to shave her vagina quite nerve-wracking. Truth be told, she didn't even enjoy getting a massage.
"Trust me," Carolyn said. "You'll love the experience... and its results."
"Okay," Hannah repeated, even though she wasn't really okay with it.
The conversation shifted to an upcoming Friday afternoon bash, some details of which Hannah found confusingly vague.
.....
The first surprise for Hannah when Brenda arrived was that the woman who was doing her first ever Brazilian was quite young... and a college student.
The second surprise was how pretty she was, and how self assured, even forward.
"Hi Hannah, I'm Brenda," the redhead greeted as she removed her shoes and left them near the front door, always enjoying the chance to initiate a virgin into the community. (Not 'virgin' in the normal sense, but a virgin to this community.) Although she was still young enough to remember her own first lesbian encounter... with her cousin Becka in a tryst overseen by Becka's mother, who was Brenda's aunt...

She also vividly recalled her first adult seduction... with a friend of a friend's mom, this time overseen by various neighbours.

But for her, this was the ultimate honor... recruiting a new mom into Executive Park... and no way was she going to fail. She approached the young wife and kissed her on the cheek. "Welcome to the community."
"I'm Hannah," the nervous Hannah said unnecessarily.
"Yes, I know. I'm told you require my assistance."
"Yeah, but I'm not sure about this."
"Oh, trust me," Brenda said. "It's no big deal, and all the women are doing it these days."
"Really? They are?"
"Yes indeed," Brenda assured her, amused by how innocent this woman seemed to be.
"Will it hurt?"
"No, I promise," Brenda said, admiring the woman's body. Conveniently, she was wearing only a short blue robe.

"Okay."
"Now come into the bathroom," Brenda ordered, assessing very quickly that this woman was going to serve as a submissive... one of the rare moms whose principal role would be servicing the daughters.
"Okay," Hannah repeated, still very nervous.
Brenda took charge of the nervous woman's hand and led her into the bathroom. She set out her tools and said, giddy with excitement about the conquest ahead and wishing to reassure her, "I've done this for all my friends. Besides ..."

Brenda paused, repositioned herself and finished, "...don't you want to look neat and clean for the pool? And for your husband?"
"I guess," Hannah agreed doubtfully.
"Hannah," Brenda said warmly. "Don't be nervous."
"But you're so young."
"I'm nineteen," Brenda said, adding with some subtle flirtation she was sure this naïve and innocent woman wouldn't catch onto, "Which means I'm an adult for all legal intents and purposes."
"It just seems wrong," Hannah said, still finding this encounter so weird. Not just getting her vagina shaved... but by a girl only a year out of high school... whose mother she'd gone out for coffee with just last week.
Knowing she had to get this seduction moving... before the woman began to back away, or to entertain any serious second thoughts... said, "So c'mon. Take a seat."
"I'm embarrassed," Hannah said, still struggling with this.

Brenda got up, led Hannah to the toilet, gently guided her down onto the closed seat and said, "Silly, don't be. It's just a pussy."

"I guess," Hannah said again, the girl now on her knees between her legs... where her husband had once been... for like thirty seconds.
"We're both women here," Brenda said as she admired the woman's hairy pussy. "I've seen many pussies like yours before."
"I guess," Hannah kept on repeating.
"And a pretty one, too," Brenda complimented, knowing the insecurity many women had about their pussies.
"Really?" Hannah asked, her husband complaining that a pussy wasn't appealing enough to look at... or to lick.

"Let me guess: your husband doesn't go down on you," Brenda said as she reached for the scissors.
"No," Hannah admitted.
"Men," Brenda sighed. "They just don't understand women."
"He got close to it once, and complained it smelt weird," Hannah said, which had really gotten her self-conscious about her vagina.
"But he thinks his dick smells like roses and his cum tastes like champagne," Brenda scoffed, shaking her head disparagingly as she got to work snipping.
Hannah laughed, "I've never thought about it that way."
"And besides, a pussy doesn't smell weird," Brenda said, able to appreciate the bouquet of this woman's pussy, which was so perfectly captured within her abundance of pubic hair. Truth be told, she enjoyed a woman with hair covering her pussy, since it enhanced the natural scent of a woman. "It's a natural scent unique only to women."
"It is?"
"Yes it is," Brenda said, as she continued carefully trimming the area, while allowing her hot breath to blow ever so slightly onto the sensitive area. "It's one of the most heavenly scents in the world."
"I've never thought about it that way," Hannah repeated herself, trembling a bit as she felt the hot breath on her vagina, which was sending waves of warmth throughout her entire body.
"It also tastes unlike anything else in the world," Brenda added, allowing that idea to marinate before adding, "now don't move," before she began applying some moisturising lotion to the entire vaginal region.
"Okay," Hannah said, as she processed the teen's last statement. Had she really just said that? So therefore was she a lesbian? And if she was, did it make a difference? And whether or not, why was her vagina tingling, was it the lotion?
Brenda gave the woman some time to consider the thought she'd just inserted into her mind while she did what she did second best: trimming and shaving a pussy... which came just after her ability to turn a woman into becoming either bi or an outright lesbian... her current seduction rate just over ninety percent.
Her most recent two were the bride-to-be in a hairdressing salon ninety minutes before her wedding, while her mother looked on in shock...

... and just three days ago her former high school teacher... Mrs. Walker... in her home... even continuing to devour her pussy when her husband walked in.

Brenda then, on a sexual adrenalin rush after seducing her favourite high school teacher, made the husband watch as she fucked Mrs. Walker with a strap-on to multiple orgasms.
"All right," Brenda said, having done all she could with the scissors... admiring the ripe pussy that was meant to be eaten like a juicy peach... her mouth watering with anticipation.
"What makes a pussy pretty?" Hannah asked, as she looked down at the pretty redhead between her legs... recalling that a few minutes ago she'd called hers pretty.

Brenda took that question and the slight tremble from the wife as a sign, so she brought her fingers to her pussy and answered, "It can be various things. Pink lips that open like flower petals, for one."
"Oooooooh," Hannah moaned softly, confused as she felt the exploratory fingers and hot breath on her pussy region.
"Beautiful," Brenda said, gazing up at her prey.
"Brenda..." Hannah began, feeling suddenly overwhelmed as pleasure began growing inside her.
"And a moist clit," Brenda said, as she blew onto the swollen clit.

"W-w-what are you doing?" Hannah asked, peering down at the girl, who had her fingers spreading her pussy and her hot breath blowing not only onto her clit, but also inside her vagina.
"I'm preparing the area," Brenda explained incompletely, as she prepared herself to dive into the rattled woman's pussy, which was undeniably wet and stimulated from her soft, teasing touch. "Now hold very still."
"Okay," Hannah said, thinking the redhead was about to begin the actual shaving... but instead, she experienced the surprise of her life.
A moment before Brenda extended her tongue and began licking, she said in the smoothest tone ever, "Saturate the area...."
"Oh!!" Hannah moaned, as she felt the girl's tongue directly on her pussy.
"...the wetter the better..." Brenda continued, pressing her flattened tongue firmly onto the woman's dripping pussy, "mmm ..."

"Brenda, please stop," Hannah moaned, even though she made no physical attempt to stop what was happening.
"Just relax, Hannah," Brenda said, knowing she had her... knowing she now had the formerly straight woman right where she wanted her.
"But this is so wrong," Hannah said even as she moaned, as she felt the teen's tongue wriggle between her pussy lips.
"But doesn't it feel so right?" Brenda queried, as she probed the wet pussy.
"Oooh... unnhhh..." Hannah responded with incoherent gibberish.
As she attacked the clit, which was always the triggering key to making a woman give in completely, "Make sure the lips are good and swollen."

"Oh God," Hannah moaned, pleasure growing inside her unlike anything she'd ever experienced before... way more intense than getting fingered (often by herself) or fucked (occasionally by her husband).
"You taste so fucking good," Brenda purred, as she attacked the pussy.
"Please, oh...." Hannah began, even though she wasn't sure where the rest of the sentence should end up. Was she asking her to stop, or was she begging her to keep going... she didn't know.
"Come for me Hannah, come all over my face," Brenda purred as she kept licking, knowing this woman was going to burst, and soon.
"Ohhhh, God," Hannah whimpered, feeling an orgasm rising inside her.
"Yes baby, come for me, come for me now," Brenda coached almost like a midwife, as she really attacked the pussy and clit... going back and forth between them like a pleasure yoyo.

"Oh yes, don't stop, don't stop," Hannah cried, her confusion about what she wanted vanished, desperately reaching over and grabbing the back of Brenda's head and pulling her deeper into her wetness.
Brenda smiled smugly as she kept licking, and in another thirty seconds she felt and tasted the full flood of the woman's sweet cum.
"Ooooooooooh, fuck!" Hannah screamed, not someone who usually swore, but the intensity of her orgasm had her completely overwhelmed from the pleasure consuming her, bathing her in a euphoria she'd never before even come close to experiencing.
Brenda lapped up the sweet cum for a good minute... always enjoying the thrill of getting a woman off, and tasting the familiar yet unique nectar of her pussy.
When Hannah was finally spent, she released her hold on Brenda's head and looked down at her with a dazed expression.
"I think your pussy is now sufficiently moistened to be shaved," Brenda smiled, her face shiny with the wetness of Hannah's cum.
"I can't believe you just did that to me... or for me?," Hannah gasped through her laboured breaths, her body still flushed with the afterglow of reaching a rapture unlike any she'd ever experienced.
"I give all my clients the full treatment," Brenda smiled, as she reached for the shaving cream.
"And I can't believe I allowed you to do it," Hannah added.
"No worries, I didn't give you a choice," Brenda purred, as she spread some shaving cream onto her pussy region.
"No, I guess you didn't," Hannah chuckled awkwardly.
"And another reason not to worry," Brenda added, "whatever happens between us women when our men are at work is none of their business."
"Oh my God, I just cheated on Frank!" Hannah did worry, the concern suddenly occurring to her.
"Not so; you didn't," Brenda said as she reached for a razor.
"How did I not?"
"Does Frank go down on you? Ever?"
"No."
"Then he's taken himself out of the running by denying you a service that any sensible person would agree you're entitled to; therefore you weren't cheating when I was the one who provided it instead," Brenda said, which she knew wasn't really logical... but it most definitely was a fundamental belief of the secret society.



"I don't think that's how it works," Hannah said, mortified by what she'd just permitted.
"If you think what we just did counts as cheating, then it might make you feel better to know that according to your definition, every last woman living in this community cheats on her husband on a regular basis," Brenda said.
"No, really? How so?" Hannah asked.
"Now be still, so I don't nick your sensitive skin," Brenda warned.
"Okay."
"You see, whether you knew it or not, when you moved here, you automatically joined a secret society," Brenda explained.
"I'm not following you."
"Every woman who lives here is actively bisexual," Brenda said bluntly.
"No way!"
"For instance, you know Ms. Carolyn, the lady who booked today's appointment for you?"
"Yes indeed."
"What do you think of her?"
"I think she's delightful! A real lady! I hope we'll become close friends."
"I agree she's a delightful lady. I also agree that soon you'll become much closer friends than you think."
"What do you mean?"
"Ms. Carolyn loves pussy," Brenda said. "And hers is delicious!"
"No!" Hannah gasped, trying hard to process this unexpected information.
"Yes, she also loves wearing a strap-on and fucking women's daughters," Brenda said.
"I don't know what to think!"
"Don't worry, since none of the grown women living here need to have jobs, you'll have lots of time to think about it," Brenda said. "And to explore your newfound sexuality."
"My newfound sexuality?"
"Don't pretend I didn't just give you the best orgasm of your life," Brenda smiled like the Cheshire Cat.
"I can't deny it was pretty intense," Hannah admitted.
"And that was just the beginning," Brenda said, as she kept meticulously shaving the pussy.
"I don't think that would be wise," Hannah said, still feeing guilty about what she'd allowed to happen.
"Oh, trust me. Now that your Pandora's lesbian box is open, it will consume you."
"But I'm not a lesbian."
"Neither am I," Brenda claimed, although she wasn't certain that was true... since she had very little interest in men. "I like both pussy and cock."
"I've never even thought about being with a woman," Hannah said.
"No? Then what are you thinking about right now?" Brenda asked. Having finished shaving Hannah's entire pussy region, she stood up and pulled her blouse over her head to reveal she wasn't wearing a bra. Which meant her teenaged-firm DD tits we now fully displayed.
Hannah's eyes flew wide open. Talk about someone redirecting her attention!
Brenda next unbuttoned her short shorts and slid them down her legs, revealing she also wasn't wearing any panties. "Now comes your payment for my services. Follow me."
"W-w-what p-p-payment?" Hannah stammered, as the naked redhead took her hand and led her into her own living room.
"First let's get this robe off of you," Brenda said, ignoring the woman's question.
Before she knew it, Hannah was also naked, and shivering slightly as the redhead embraced her and kissed her. She'd never wondered what it might be like to kiss a girl... but the moment Brenda's soft, sensual lips were pressing against hers, she melted into the girl. This kiss was so much more intimate than any she'd ever experienced with a boy or a man. Tender vs rough... intimate vs aggressive. Large breasts pressing against hers vs hairy chest.
The kiss lasted several minutes... before Brenda finally broke the kiss and asked, "Are you ready to pay for my services?"
"I don't have any money in the house," Hannah said. "You don't take credit cards, do you?"
"No worries," Brenda said, which seemed to be one of her favourite expressions, as she grasped both of Hannah's hands, sat down on the edge of an easy chair, spread her legs, and looked up at Hannah, "my fee isn't financial."
"Oh," Hannah said, realizing what Brenda was requiring.
"We both know you want to," Brenda smiled, seeing Hannah's mixture of confusion and lust.
Hannah couldn't explain why. But God help her, she did want to. She wanted to taste this girl's pussy. She wanted to return the pleasure she'd been gifted.
Still grasping her hands, Brenda watched as after a brief hesitation, Hannah lowered herself to her knees and looked at Brenda's pussy.
Brenda placed Hannah's hands on her own upper thighs, released them, then grasped both sides of Hannah's head. "I charge all my friends the same," Brenda smiled, then watched as from her own volition, the pretty woman leaned forward, ready to lick her.
"Seems the least I can do," Hannah agreed, as she extended her tongue and tasted her first pussy. "Mmmm," she moaned, the moment she tasted the teen pussy.

"That's it, Hannah," Brenda encouraged her, as she watched the young mom lick her and discover the tantalizing taste of a pussy.
"You taste so good!" Hannah gasped, in awe of the unique taste.
"All women do," Brenda said, which from her experience was the truth.
"Mmmmmm," Hannah said, as she explored and licked every crevice of the girl's pussy.
"No worries; around here, you'll be able to find your share of ripe teen pussy whenever you want it," Brenda said.
"Mmmmmm," Hannah repeated, as she hungrily licked the pussy, wondering if every pussy tasted this good... so much better than sucking a cock... so much yummier than swallowing cum.
"Yes, and you're a natural little pussy licker," Brenda moaned, knowing she'd be very popular in the secret society with the wives as well as the daughters.
"You think so?" Hannah asked, not sure whether she was doing it right.
"Oh yes," Brenda said. "And you look so fucking hot between my legs."
"I do?"
"Yes, you do," Brenda said, as she leaned back and ordered, "Now eat my pussy, my sexy novice pussy muncher."
"Okay," Hannah replied, obeying the command, and wanting to get the teen off... dying to taste her full flood of nectar.
"Oh yes," Brenda moaned a minute later, as Hannah really began attacking her pussy.
Hannah tried to replicate what Brenda had done to her, and she got more and more excited as she heard Brenda moaning... and more determined to get her off.
"Oh yes, we're nearing the final lap... don't stop now," Brenda urged her on, as her orgasm rose inside her.
Hannah slid two fingers inside the wet pussy and finger banged the teen, while also sucking her clit between her lips, sending Brenda ballistic!
"Oh, fuck yes!" Brenda screamed, as her orgasm erupted out of her in an instant, from the double barrelled pleasure.
Hannah was astonished when Brenda screamed, and wetness sprayed out of the teen and all over her own face. She was a squirter! Hannah pulled her fingers out and buried her face in the leaking pussy and hungrily licked up the pussy cum with reckless hunger.
"Ohhhhhh," Brenda moaned, surprised at how good this woman was for a first timer.
A few minutes later... Brenda was dressed... Hannah was still naked... and the teen grasped the woman's tits, kissed her one more time and said, "Welcome to the community, sexy."
"Thanks," Hannah said, her head still spinning with what she'd allowed to happen to her and what she'd just willingly done... and wanted to do again just as soon as she could.
"You're going to be very popular around here," Brenda said, playfully slapping her ass.
As Brenda went to leave, opening the door, Hannah wanting to see her again... soon... she asked, "Can I call when it's time for a trim?"
"Sure," Brenda smiled with a soft giggle, knowing she was a lifer, "You've got my number."

Epilogue:
By the next day, all Hannah's doubts had vanished, and she was officially christened into the club by servicing the queen bee: Mrs. Wilson.

A day later, she enjoyed an afternoon of sun and fun... with her newly shaved pussy... at the weekly Tuesday afternoon picnic... where she serviced seven pussies and was fucked by a cucumber to orgasm. All of it right out in the open where all the mothers and daughters (the ones who were old enough) could see.

Hannah soon became very popular among the senior high school students and college girls... becoming the go-to wife to please them all...

A couple weeks later, Hannah met Brenda's mother again, this time for lots more than just coffee, who'd had her fourth child several weeks earlier.

A few weeks after that, Hannah seduced her own sister-in-law when she came to visit. This was an assignment by Mrs. Wilson... which included using her newest gift of a Sybian that was sent to her by her older sister who'd visited a week earlier, who hadn't needed much convincing, and who'd really enjoyed getting better acquainted with her kid sister.

THE END
Maybe I'll return to Executive Park for other fun stories in the future... or maybe I won't.
....
....
....
AUTHOR'S NOTE:
Thanks again to the amazing Rebecca, who generously allowed LOTS of her artwork to be used for this and other stories.
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OnlyFamily
PROLOGUE
The death of Charlie Young in a tragic motorcycle accident (tragic, but also stupid, since he was going 85 miles an hour when he lost control and crashed into a large oak tree, following some disastrously poor recent investments) left his family, which had been accustomed to living in the lap of luxury, unexpectedly in a precarious financial situation. Think Schitt's Creek's Rose family, and you wouldn't be far off... they even had one boy and one girl.
Neither Lisa Young nor her grown kids had any clue how broke they were until the reading of the will, which was a shock to all their systems. Just a year ago they'd moved into a massive 4000 square foot house on the seacoast in a gated community... they were, in essence, living in the lap of luxury. They all had expensive sports cars, and had grown accustomed (they hadn't actually grown, it was all they'd ever known) to the finer things in life.
Tyra Young was 21 and a junior in college... and she was popular online... with a semi-celebrity status... over 250,000 followers on TikTok because of her provocative dance numbers wearing skimpy outfits that drew attention to her 38F breasts. Which in one way was crazy, although no one would believe it... she was vivacious... hot as fuck... with a body made to be flaunted... but she was still a virgin! She'd given a few half-hearted hand jobs, and she loved teasing men (and women too) with her big tits, amazing ass and pretty face, but truth be told, she was beginning to wonder if she was asexual. She simply didn't find men or women sexually appealing. Sure, she could tell when a man was hot or a woman was sexy, but she didn't find them arousing... ever. Which confused and frustrated her at times, but she was for the most part living in the glow of salacious comments from her anonymous followers. As mentioned, she'd administered a few hand jobs, and had once fingered a woman at a party while they were both drunk, but otherwise she was totally inexperienced sexually... which no one would believe after witnessing her outrageous TikTok videos, her amazing body, and her outgoing personality.
(A footnote about her semi-celebrity status: she kept her private life private by not using her real name online but an assumed one, and by always wearing a decorative domino mask whenever she danced).
Tyra's brother Marty Young, who'd turned 18 a few weeks ago, had just graduated from high school. Like his sister, although neither knew this about the other, he was also a virgin. Unlike his sister, this wasn't 100% by choice, since he didn't have her insanely good looks... although he wasn't unattractive either. He'd come close to getting his first blow job at his graduation party, but alas, he shot his load after just a few strokes from (only) the hand (damn!) of Samantha Hotbody (not her real name either) ... another recent graduate who was known for her blow job prowess... who wasn't pleased to find a sudden load all over her face and her expensive dress. While not a geek per se, Marty wasn't in the in crowd at high school (he was a movie buff, named after a movie character... Back to the Future of course). He always carried around a high end video camera with him, having gained lots of expertise, especially with portraits and short action videos. He took a lot of crap because of his sister, with pretty much all the guys in the neighborhood telling him how hot she was, and how they all wanted to fuck her and to play with her tits. (Thankfully they didn't know she never went further than teasing.) Of course he'd be lying if he claimed he hadn't thought about fucking his sister's juggernaut tits... although he directed most of his jerk off fantasies... usually three or four loads a day... at his mother. He had a thing for older women... likely because he spent a lot of time around them. His mother and her many MILF friends were all sexy as fuck, they dressed to flaunt, and typically wore his personal kryptonite... nylon stockings. The quantity of loads he exploded while picturing his nylon-wearing English teacher Mrs. Walker (see above), his Mom's best friend Karolyn, their maid dressed in the traditional attire and always in black pantyhose, and his mother, would easily fill a sperm bank for months.
Their mother Lisa Young had gotten married young, gave birth to Tyra at 20, and at only 41 years of age was now a widow. Although many women in her circle of friends and acquaintances assumed she'd married for money... since her now dead husband had had a massive trust fund when they'd hooked up... unlike many of the housewives in the area... which could easily be its own show like so many of the other shows... she'd truly loved him. So she was devastated by his tragic death, which plummeted her into a deep depression, leaving her unable to deal with the pressing financial matters that became more and more dire as only a few weeks went by.
.....
.....
CREATING AN ONLYFANS ACCOUNT AND CAUGHT IN THE ACT
Tyra and Marty knew their mother was in a deep funk, and no matter what they did, they couldn't coax her out of it... and usually not even out of her bedroom. So when Tyra spied the mortgage foreclosure letter from the bank and the repo letters for their cars, she knew it was up to her to do something about the crisis.
She'd been asked for years (or rather her online persona had been asked), ever since she'd begun posting her provocative videos, to open an OnlyFans account and show some more skin. She'd always resisted the idea, wishing to keep a distinct line between teasing and pleasing, between art and porn. But now the only way to make the money they desperately needed to pay the mortgage and to keep their cars, was to do something extreme. And with over a quarter of a million followers, she figured she could raise some quick money if she was willing to cross that line just a little.
So Tyra decided to use her Dad's photo studio in the back of the house so she could shoot some revealing photos and videos. Her Dad had set it up for her brother, but even though Marty was still an avid photographer and videographer, he now did all his shoots around town or out in the countryside, so he hardly ever went in there anymore. So she muscled a decorative bed in from a spare bedroom and assembled a simple boudoir scene for herself. Fortunately all the lights, cameras and computers she needed were already in place.
Just like on her TikTok account, she wanted to remain anonymous. Sure, she might be able to raise the money a lot faster if she went online as her real self and created a major scandal, but that would shatter a family's reputation that was already in shambles... Tyra needed to help rebuild the family empire, not pound the final nail into its coffin.
So using up the last thousand dollars of her credit card limit, she bought some new lingerie, and she paid a few popular online models to advertise herself on their pages. She took a dozen very revealing photos in a variety of sexy lingerie that really showcased her voluptuous tits and amazing ass... as usual, wearing an assortment of masks to protect her identity.
Within eight hours, she had a hundred subscribers at $10 each... which was an impressively quick $1000 and her investment back, but a long way from the $41,000 she needed within a few days.
The OnlyFans followers she had raved about her body, but they demanded to see her tits and pussy. Although Tyra was proud of her body, this was a line she was still reluctant to cross. Yet her subscribers demanded it, or they'd quickly unsubscribe.
And then the next evening while she was filming herself cupping her (barely covered) breasts and smiling into the camera, ironically performing her first ever live show... which added another hundred subscribers... her brother came home unexpectedly, and happened to walk into the studio.
"Tyra, what are you doing?" Marty demanded, staring at his sister in her very revealing lingerie... his cock hardening in his pants.
"Marty!" she gasped, covering herself up as best she could... forgetting she was still live streaming.
"What are you doing?" Marty repeated, as he looked around and saw a video camera on a tripod hooked up to a computer. "Are you filming yourself dressed like that?"
"Please... just leave," Tyra pleaded, mortified to be caught by her younger brother while wearing such scandalous attire.
He approached the camera, and discovered the computer was logged into OnlyFans, and his big sister was live streaming.
"Oh shit," Tyra gasped, realizing people were listening in on this awkward conversation. She quickly closed her laptop. "Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!"
"Why are you doing this?" Marty asked.
"We need the money to keep our house!" Tyra told him semi-hysterically.
"We do?" Marty asked, dumbfounded. He hadn't attended the will reading, since his Mom had felt he was too young to be there... even though he was eighteen.
"Yeah, if we don't come up with $41,000 by July 14th, we default on the mortgage, the bank forecloses and repossesses all our cars, and we're totally fucked!" Tyra explained, finally able to tell someone about it.
"Shit!" Marty said. He knew things weren't going well, but hadn't paid much attention. Things had always just kind of worked out for him. "That's only a week from now!"
"Yeah," Tyra sighed.
"So you're doing porn?"
"Not porn," Tyra snapped, annoyed at the accusation. "Just flirtation and risqué performing."
"Sorry, I didn't mean to sound critical," Marty said, his cock not remotely willing to go down, as he struggled not to admire his sister's amazing body and huge fucking tits... it was just too bad she never wore nylons like his Mom or the other MILFs he jerked off about. "I was just... well... flabbergasted."
"Do you have a better idea for raising forty plus grand in a hurry?"
"No, I don't," Marty admitted. Even his prized tricked-out Camaro was leased. His Dad had never believed in owning cars, since they depreciated in value so quickly.
"I've made over two grand in a day and a half," she said.
"Wow, really?" Marty asked.
"Yeah," she nodded. After a pause, she said, "Hey, I have an idea."
"What is it?"
"Can you help me?"
"How?"
"Will you take the photos and videos for me?"
"Really?" Marty asked, this request totally unexpected.
"Yeah, it's impossible to take photos of myself that don't look like selfies, and the videos are difficult to keep in focus," she said. "Plus, it would be good to have your camera touch, so you can zoom in, pan out, and generally use your video expertise."
"I guess," he said. "But wouldn't that be weird, since we're family?"
"Oh, it'll be weird all right," she agreed. "But desperate times call for desperate measures."
"Okay, I'm in," he agreed, his cock raging.
"Now I should warn you... I'm about to do some sexy things I never thought I'd do," she said.
"Like?" he asked as she flipped her laptop open again.
"Give my subscribers what they're demanding."
Who are you talking to? someone had posted.
"Shoot, I have comments building up," Tyra said.
As she went to respond, another message came up: Who walked in and caught you?
Tyra, thinking this would be a wicked turn-on for these geeks and lonely men, smiled into the camera, all seductive, her brother now behind it, "That was my brother. He caught me in the act of teasing you guys, and was really surprised! But now he's filming me, and his cock is trying to bust out of his pants!"
"Hey!" Marty objected, loudly enough to be heard by the viewers.
"Well it is!" she giggled.
A few comments scrolled across the screen about how hot that was, including a bunch of kinky ones about incest... something she'd never even remotely considered. She smiled sexily into the camera and promised, "Tomorrow if I have 500 new subscribers, I'll show you my naked tits, and my brother will be filming it. So go get me those followers, boys." She squeezed her tits, and blew the viewers a kiss.
Tyra closed the laptop and asked, "So how do we make another forty grand?"
"I don't know," he said, processing that his sister was hoping to reveal her tits tomorrow, and he'd be right here to see them. Truth be told, he'd wanted to see his sister and Mom's tits forever... both of them having massive gravity-defying bazooms.
"You're a wizard behind the camera, so come up with something," she said, getting up and putting on a short robe.
"Okay," he said, getting a very good look at his sister's ass through her see-through panties from behind.
Marty did some research about building a fan base on OnlyFans, and he suggested posting some provocative pics on Twitter and Instagram.
So, wearing sexy red lingerie, Tyra posed for a dozen more pictures, each showcasing her tits, and after some original awkwardness between the brother and sister, things went well. Marty directed her like he would anyone else when he was behind the camera... although these semi-nudes were breaking new ground for him... just taking charge and coaxing the best out of his model.
Tyra, although she didn't know it at the time, was a natural submissive, so she just did as he instructed her... posing seductively in a variety of poses, each one a little sexier than the last.
Once the shoot was done, Marty posted a new photo every hour or two, along with promises for tomorrow's tit reveal, promoting the OnlyFans site.
By the time of the reveal the next evening, they had more than double yesterday's subscribers. Tyra was excited... they had almost 1200 subscribers now... for a total of nearly $12,000 less her expenses... but she was also frustrated, since they still weren't anywhere near reaching their lofty goal. She was also nervous... admittedly she loved flaunting her body... and she loved the attention... but this was an entirely new level... posing half-naked.
Marty was behind the camera... Tyra was on her knees on the bed... wearing a semi-sheer black nightie and matching panty... with no bra, but with a black domino mask covering her eyes.
"I'm getting really scared... I'm not sure we should do this," Tyra said, the scheduled showtime less than two minutes away.
"Nervous is okay, but you needn't be scared. I know you can do this," Marty said, encouraging his sister for a few reasons. Directing and motivating the models was part of his job, and he was good at it. They also desperately needed the money, and if this livestream session (plus subsequent viewings of the recording by future subscribers) went well, perhaps it would go viral, and their target could still be reached. Lastly, he was dying to see his sister's tits... and only he would know that the girl behind the mask was Tyra.
"I don't know," Tyra said, harbouring some very serious second thoughts.
"It's this or we become homeless," Marty pointed out bluntly. "It was brilliant of you to think of doing it, and I'm proud of you."
"I know, but still..." Tyra said, her body trembling with nerves.
Marty stepped out from behind the camera, sat on the bed beside his sister, looked into her eyes and said earnestly, "Look, you can do this. Your fans want it, and you need to do it. And you're wearing a mask... so I'll be the only person in the whole world who'll know it's you."
"I know, I know," Tyra nodded, thankful to have Marty here with her, even though she could see a bulge in his pants... which wasn't all bad. "Okay, let's do it."
Marty glanced at the countdown: 32 seconds. He hurried back to his comfortable spot behind the camera and said, "All right; ready?"
"As ready as I'll ever be," Tyra said, taking a deep breath as the countdown readout swept past 12 and lower, and she wondered if her brother was hard... which he definitely was... because of her... which was the question.
"Just be yourself," Marty said. "Treat everyone watching The Tyra Show to your wicked side."
"The Tyra Show, I like that," she laughed as the countdown flashed past 3 seconds.
Mart counted down, then said, "Action."
Tyra smiled into the camera, her insecurities fading away as she saw the large number of followers online watching her. "Hi, everyone. I'm so happy you could all make it."
From there, Tyra went into a zone... teasing... answering questions... before finally saying as she cupped her huge tits, "Well, I guess it's time. Here comes what you've all been waiting for."
The tips had reached almost $800 and Tyra, seeing an opportunity to entice even more money, smiled into the camera, leaning forward to present a very good view of her valley of flesh through the sheer nightie, "You lovely people, we're this close to a thousand dollars in tips. Can we reach that? My F-cup titties are dying to come out from behind this fabric and greet you in person."
Marty filmed, thinking how much fun it would be to dive into that valley, or perhaps to fuck those big tits...which were a tad smaller than his Mom's, but still fabulous. Being a pervert, he'd learned both his Mom and sister's bra sizes by snooping through their lingerie drawers. While his sister was 'only' a 38F, their Mom was a 40G. (Both pairs were heavenly!)
In less than a minute the tips jar rose to almost $1100. Tyra was shocked by such a rapid rise and the quick extra thousand, and so she said, "Well, you sexy things certainly deserve a treat. Here you go!"
Tyra looked at her brother... her hands on the bottom hem of her nightie... and then she pulled it over her head to release her huge tits to the hundreds of live viewers. The comments went crazy, with a plethora of them saying how amazing her tits were. Some asked her to cup her tits. Some asked her to pinch her nipples. Some asked her to suck her own tits. So she just did as they asked, posing and bathing in the internet glory as the online tips jar increased by another $300.
Tyra responded to some of the comments... enthralled by the abundance of flattery... while totally topless... now feeling very comfortable about having her tits out and swaying about for all to see.
Fifteen minutes later she said goodbye, promising another surprise tomorrow at the same time, and after leaning gradually forward until her tits were filling the entire screen, she ended the live show.
"That was wild," Marty said enthusiastically.
"Do you think it was good?" Tyra asked. The adrenaline rush of the show had kept her insecurities at bay, but now they were creeping back.
"It was amazing," Marty said. "And now we've learned that the subscription is just the entry price. The real money might be in the tips."
"They went nuts with them!"
"Yeah, just like a rock concert," Marty said. "They make more money on the t-shirts, food and beer than they do from the tickets."
"I promised them something special tomorrow," Tyra said. "But I have no idea what that should be."
"If you check the comments, it's pretty obvious what they want," Marty said, not sure that exposing her vaj was a line she'd be willing to cross.
"I know what you're saying," she thought out loud, her tits still out in the open for her brother to stare at (which he tried not to do too much, but he was only human). "Showing all those guys my tits was one thing, but my pussy is on a different level."



"I know," Marty said, wondering if the fans would ever be contented... since if she showed them her pussy... then what next? "But look how much you made in tips."
"I know," Tyra sighed, reflecting upon the crazy amount of money she'd made in less than an hour.
"I hate to say it," Marty said, "but it's obviously the only way to reach our goal."
"I guess," Tyra said, knowing her brother was right... yet not certain she could go through with it.
"Should I start promoting it?" Marty asked, his dick raging.
"Fine, just do it before I change my mind," Tyra said, as she got off the bed and grabbed a robe... not troubled at all to have her brother seeing her tits. Truth be told, she kind of liked the way he was drooling over her... having noticed him adjust his penis several times.
"Will do," Marty said, trying not to act excited, even though his cock was throbbing with it. "But before you cover up, I'll need a few more pics. Why don't you put your nightie back on, but take off your panties? Then for this promo shoot, you can either hide your pussy with your hand, or we can do it with camera angles."
.....
.....
CAUGHT IN THE ACT AGAIN
The next night there were another 200 new subscribers, and over half of them were online when Tyra went live.
For 20 minutes Tyra did her thing, chatting, playing with her tits, and this time revealing them much sooner to the many viewers.
The tips were at $700 when she said, spreading her legs to showcase her pussy area, showcased behind a pair of blue panties. "$300 more in tips, and I'll show all of you my virgin pussy."
The tips came flooding in... as did the comments about her virginity:
No way!
I'll gladly be your first!
You can't be serious?
And many more.
In under three minutes, the tips had reached $1500, more than doubling what they'd been already.
"Well, I guess you all really do want to see my sweet... young... ripe... pussy," Tyra purred, her tone so sensual it was hard to believe she'd never been fucked... but she did know the power of her sensuality and how to make men melt.
Marty's cock was raging in his pants as he readied himself to film the reveal... and he, just like everyone online, was dying to see his sister's pussy.
"The moment we reach $2000, I promise these panties will come off," Tyra said, figuring she could easily get that amount.
As expected, the tips came fast and furious and soon reached $2200.
"I love you guys," she said sexily, gazing right into the camera... and she noticed her brother adjust his dick again... which pleased her.
A plethora of comments scrolled down the screen, and Tyra smiled and said, "A promise is a promise." She took a deep breath, glanced up at her brother, and then placed her hands on the waistband of her silk panties.
Slowly... like the tortoise in the famous Bugs Bunny cartoon... she slid the panties down her legs... angling her hips to one side so she wouldn't quite yet show her actual pussy.
She then wafted the panties to her nose and took a playful whiff. "Mmmmm, I smell so good!" She then tossed the panties at the camera; they flew just over it and hit Marty in the face.
Marty caught them, and without even realizing what he was doing, he brought them to his nose to inhale his sister's scent.
Tyra noticed, and she smiled at the impact she was having on her nerdy brother. She looked into the camera and said, "All you lucky guys and gals, you're the first people to see this sweet, virginal pussy."
Then slowly... she turned to fully face the camera... and spread her legs.
Comments scrolled like crazy, but no one was reading them. Tyra was focused on her reveal... as was her brother... completely intoxicated by her scent... her panties still clutched near his nose as he filmed.
"I bet you boys would love to fuck this virginal pussy, or you girls to be the first one to dine on this tasty peach," Tyra said, her legs now parted generously, and her pussy on display for all her subscribers.
"Mmmmm, you like?" Tyra purred, as she slowly brought her hand to her surprisingly wet pussy... but didn't quite touch. As one might expect, it was completely hairless, and noticeably glistening with moisture.
Comments flew down the screen... all of them complimentary... many offering to be her first... some begging her to masturbate for them.. some saying she should fuck herself with a toy... a couple of twisted ones even suggesting she fuck her brother (recalling he'd walked in on her a couple days ago, and her subsequent mention of his being behind the camera).
Tyra fielded the suggestions, just following her instincts for what to say and do. "I don't know if any of you horny guys could even fit inside this tight, virginal pussy... although some of you girls are saying how you're salivating at the idea of munching on my sweetness."
She added, "I'm so horny, maybe I should get myself off."
"Several of you want to watch me fuck my brother," she said, glancing up at him. "That's pretty twisted and naughty."
"Tomorrow though... tomorrow... I'll probably insert something inside this sweet pussy for you. Feel free to send me your suggestions for what should be the first thing besides my finger to fuck me," Tyra said, and then she ended the livestream.
"Holy shit!" Marty gasped. His face was red, and he was sweating freely.
"That was so much fun," Tyra said, soaring on an adrenaline rush.
"You got really into it," Marty said.
"So did you," Tyra said, looking pointedly at her panties, still near her brother's nose.
"Oops! Sorry, I wasn't even thinking!"
"It's okay," she said. "I do have an amazing body. Even though I'm your sister, you must find me quite the temptation."
"Every one of my friends wants to fuck you," Marty said... not quite admitting she was right.
"Mmmmm," she moaned, her legs still partially spread.
Noticing her brother was unable to stop staring at her tits and pussy, she suggested, horny in a way she usually didn't get, "I think I need to see yours."
"What?" Marty asked, confused.
"You've been staring at my tits and pussy ever since I set them free," she said. "So I should get to see your dick."
"I don't think so," Marty said, even though it was raging inside his pants, dying to come out.
"It's only fair," she said, as she got off the bed and stalked towards him, still totally naked. "Besides, it looks like he wants to come out for a nice stretch."
"But I'm your brother!"
"And I'm your sister. But regardless of that, my goodies are the reason you're so hard," she said, as she reached him and squeezed his very hard, and surprisingly large penis. "Show it to me," she demanded.
"Fine, whatever," Marty agreed, acting like it wasn't a big deal, even though it was.
After a pause, Marty pulled his shorts and boxers down and revealed his very impressive nine-inch cock.
"Oh my, baby brother," she said, gazing down at it admiringly. "It turns out you're my big brother."
Marty laughed awkwardly, "Yeah, it has a mind of its own."
"So this big dick is all swollen and hard because of me?" she asked flirtatiously, somehow this exchange even more exciting than her recently turning on so many strangers.
"I guess," Marty said. "But for the record, just the wind can get me hard."
"And so does our Mom."
"W-w-what?" Marty stammered.
"Don't think I haven't noticed you getting horny all those times from staring at our mother," she accused.
"T-t-that's not true," Marty protested, not too believably.
"It-it-it isn't?" she taunted, deciding to reach over and wickedly stroke her brother's cock.
"Tyra," he groaned. He wouldn't last even a few seconds if she kept stroking him.
"What, big brother?" she asked, and she stroked his cock for not even ten seconds, before she felt his cum spewing all over her hand.
"Sooooorry," he apologized, mortified as an abundance of cum erupted out of him.
"Jesus, Marty," she said, pulling her cum-covered hand away.
"Sorry," he said, "but you're the one who jerked me off."
"For like ten seconds," she said.
"But you'd already gotten me so fucking horny," Marty admitted, just as the door opened, and everything changed.
.....
.....
"Did I hear voices in here? Tyra? Marty? Tyra? Marty? What are you two doing?" their mother asked in complete shock.
"Jesus, Mom!" Marty gasped, his mother scaring the shit out of him. She hadn't left her bedroom for days! And to his great surprise, she was fully clothed in a dress and nylons... the latter of which he especially noticed.
"This isn't what it looks like," Tyra denied, wiping her brother's cum off her hand and onto her hips.
"It looks like you've stripped off all your clothes, you've been having sex with your brother, and he just ejaculated all over your hand," the Mom said, taking in the scene of her naked daughter, and her son with his shorts around his ankles and his dick aimed right at his sister.
"That isn't exactly what was happening," Tyra denied, glaring at Marty.
"Not exactly? Okay, it also looks like your little brother was filming you while you showed off your naked body to who knows how many people online," the Mom added, checking out the camera mounted on a tripod, hooked up to a laptop.
"Well, okay, it is what it looks like. But that's only because you've been in such a funk ever since Dad died. We're on the verge of losing everything, Mom! The house, our cars, everything! And this was the best I could come up with on short notice," Tyra defended.
Lisa sighed, "I know, and I'm sorry, sweetheart."
"We're going to lose everything, Mom," Tyra stressed.
"I know, I know," Lisa sighed again. "But I can't allow you to do this."
"Mom, it's already gotten us quite a lot of money," Marty added, his dick now back inside his pants.
"How much is quite a lot?" the mother asked.
"I'm not sure exactly, but between the subscriptions and the wild tipping tonight, we must be close to ten thousand dollars," Marty said.
"We are?" Tyra said.
"Yes, I think we may even be over ten grand," Marty said, as he checked the automated tips tally, which had finished at $2480 for the day.
"What is it you're doing, and how long have you been doing it?" the mother asked, stunned by that amount of money.
Tyra said, "You're sure you want to know?"
"I think I already have some excellent clues," the mother said, her eyes sweeping back and forth from her naked daughter to her now fully clothed son.
"Today was our third day with Marty filming, and I've progressed from posing in sheer lingerie to showing off my breasts yesterday and my pussy today, but that's it," Tyra said.
"I promise, Mom. That's all we've been doing," Marty added.
"And what did I just walk in on? Something extracurricular?"
"Yeah, kind of. I was teasing him for getting a hard-on from checking out his own sister," Tyra said.
"I was not," Marty protested.
"Teasing, you say. Then how did you get his cum on your hand?"
"Well, I may have jerked him for just a few seconds," she admitted. "My brother turned out to have a very quick trigger."
"Oh, I have one of those all right," Marty countered. "But I also reload really quickly."
Lisa looked at her daughter's nude body, then glanced at her son and saw that he still had his hard-on. Trying to take charge, even though she felt her own pussy tingling for the first time since her husband had still been alive, she rebuked," Tyra Michelle Young, I raised you to do better than this."
Tyra, feeling guilty, since she'd thoughtlessly committed incest, "I know, Mom. But..."
"But what?" Lisa asked, her arms crossed.
"But... but what else can I possibly do to keep us off the streets?"
Lisa didn't say anything for what seemed like an eternity to both Tyra and Marty, but was likely only fifteen or twenty seconds, before her stone-cold look faded and she said, uncrossing her arms, "Well, for starters, you can stop half-assing it. I raised you to do better than that, young lady."
"What?" Tyra asked, her Mom's sudden U-turn not making any sense.
"What have your fans been asking for?" Lisa asked.
"Mom!" Tyra said, astonished by where this was going.
"Answer me, young lady," the mother demanded.
"Everything imaginable," Tyra said. "Masturbation, insertion, blowjobs, hand jobs, titty-fucking, facials, sex, even anal sex. Oh, and some girl on girl stuff, too."
Marty added, "And some brother-sister sex."
"Marty!" Tyra gasped.
"It says it right here," Marty pointed.
"That's only to be expected," Lisa said, a solution to their financial crisis beginning to take shape.
"What's expected?" Tyra said, totally confused by now.
"Their wanting more," Lisa said, as she scrolled through the comments. After a minute, she let out a little gasp and asked, "What? You're still a virgin?"
"Yes ma'am," Tyra admitted sheepishly.
"So am I," Marty added, for some reason feeling his Mom needed to know this.
"Hmmmmmm," Lisa said, pondering all these revelations, and the cash cow now ruminating right in front of her.
"Okay, here's the deal. If we want to keep your subscribers happy and to give us the tons of money we need, you'll need to give them even more of what they want," Lisa said.
"More? Then what do you suggest?" Tyra asked.
"Well, what you need first is a big-dicked stud to serve as your stunt cock. Are you still dating Mike?"
"No, he broke up with me because I wouldn't put out," Tyra said.
"I know you've been saving yourself for that special man, but there are other lucrative things you could do without losing your virginity," Lisa said.
"Like what?" Tyra asked.
"Based on these comments, they'll get turned on from watching you suck a cock, eat a pussy, swallow cum, or take a facial," Mom said. "Or fuck someone of course, but we can put that off for now, and have another look at it later on if we need to."
"Mom!"
"I'm sure your fans would pay big money to see those big melons covered in cum."
"Mom!" Tyra repeated.
"Are you desperate to make tons of money or not?" Lisa demanded.
"Okay, you're right. I'll do whatever it takes to make the money we need to keep living here, and if possible keep our fancy cars," Tyra agreed, there being no point in backing down now... it would be disastrous!
"Good," Lisa said. "We'll need all three of us working together to carry this off."
"But where on earth would I find a stunt cock?" Tyra asked.
Lisa glanced at her son as she asked, "We need to think outside the box, sweetie. Who do you know with a big cock who's discreet enough to keep his mouth shut?"
"No idea," Tyra said.
Lisa looked at her son again ... his cock poking against his pants like a sawed off shotgun... "Ok, I might have a plan. But before you two tear me a new one, I need you both to be brutally honest with me."
"Okay," Tyra said, not yet picking up on her Mom's idea.
"Marty, I can't help noticing your raging hard-on. Not to mention that huge wet spot."
"Mom!" Marty said, embarrassed, since he'd been leaking pre-cum throughout this wild conversation.
"No, I said I wanted honesty," she insisted. "Do you think your sister is hot? Like now that you've seen her naked, when you jack off tonight, will you be thinking of her when you come? And don't dance around the question, just answer it."
"Well... um... yeah, actually."
"Marty!" blurted Tyra.
"Sorry sis, but I think Mom has something in mind, and she needs honest answers. So yeah, you really turn me on, so... yeah, like it or not, you're going to make me come tonight."
"Well okay... thanks, I guess."
"And Prissy Ms. Tyra, don't pretend you're not getting off by teasing your little brother," Lisa continued.
"Mom!"
"Okay, let's try another tack. Why are you still a virgin? It can't possibly be because nobody's ever wanted to do it with you."
"No... I guess it's because I've never wanted them. Nobody's ever appealed to me... like that... girls or boys."
"And yet when I came in here just now, your brother's cum was all over your hand. How did that happen? Did Marty just whip it out and ask you to jack him, or was that your idea?"
"No, that was me. I felt like teasing him, so I asked to see it, and then once he took it out, I got horny and felt like stroking it a bit."
"When you've never felt like doing that with other guys. Interesting. And did it make you wet? Touch yourself and tell me if you are."
"What?!"
"Unless you'd rather I did the touch test?"
"No, okay, I will." And she touched herself for a moment.
"Nice and wet?" the Mom asked.
"Umm... yeah."
"And when you go to bed tonight, are you going to jill off thinking about your brother's big dick?"
"Yeah."
Lisa smirked, "That's what I thought. So here's a simple fix for a complex problem. Since you both turn each other on, and since your fans won't be seeing either of your faces, you should let Marty be your stunt cock."
"But isn't that incest?" Marty asked, not objecting, and if he was going to do incest, he'd rather fuck his Mom.
"Yes, it is. But the fans won't know that," Lisa said, her naked daughter still wearing her mask.
"But we will," Marty said.
"Don't you dare protest, big brother," Tyra teased. "We both know you jerk off about Mom all the time."
"Tyra!" Marty protested, his cheeks going red.
The mother looked at her son... having seen his impressive big dick... and she asked, "Is that true, Marty? Do you fantasize about plugging your Mommy?"
"Mom, I...." he began, and then paused to look down at his Mom's nylon-clad legs and feet... and froze.
"What? Honey?" she asked, experimentally wiggling her toes slightly, wondering if a nylon fetish was a hereditary thing... since his father had always been obsessed by her nylons, which was why she'd worn them every day for years... unlike most other trophy wives, whose legs were usually bare-skinned.
"It's just... that..." Marty tried, but he couldn't find anything to say, nor could he focus on anything but his Mom wiggling her toes.
"Do you like looking at Mommy's nylons?" Lisa asked, going across the room and sitting on the bed, really showcasing her long legs in their sheer black nylon, hiking up her dress quite high.
"Mom, I..." Marty began, but he had to stop again. Blood was pumping through his body, making his face flush ruby red, and his cock throb uncontrollably.
"Told you," Tyra said, thrilled to see her younger brother getting so flustered.
"Your father had a nylon fetish too," Lisa said, crossing one leg over the other.
"He did?" Marty asked.
"Why do you think I've always worn them?" she asked. Although truth be told, she'd long since discovered the power of nylons. Wearing them got her more respect than not wearing them, and they also attracted much more attention... men were always drawn to her big tits and booty, but when she was wearing nylons, her legs also got a fair amount of attention.
"I don't know," Marty said, trying not to stare at his Mom's legs and feet, yet unable to reliably look her in the eye. Ironically his sister was still completely naked, and right now he wasn't paying her any attention at all.
"Well," Lisa said, knowing this could turn out to be very useful information, continued laying out her plans, "I think it's a done deal. Marty will supply your dick."
"Mom!" Tyra tried again, but she was shushed.
"Shhhhh, baby girl," Lisa said, standing up. "Your mouth is saying one thing, but your eyes are telling us a different story. I can hardly tear my eyes away from Marty's boner through his shorts, and don't think I haven't noticed you staring at it too. And whose cock did you tell me you'll be thinking about tonight?"



"But he's my brother," Tyra protested, thinking her Mom's plan was way more extreme than what she'd already done in front of him. Nudity was one thing... even stroking his big cock had been kinda fun... but having her brother becoming her first blow job, or potentially even her first fuck... well that was just wrong!
"Your subscribers won't know whose cock is coming on your face," Lisa reasoned. "Consider this like your TikTok performances... it's just acting. And I have to admit that fucking is pretty real, so I won't ask you to do that with him unless and until you want to."
"And what about the lesbian requests?" Tyra asked, trying out some sarcasm, "are you volunteering to be my stunt pussy?"
"Mmmmmm," Lisa smiled, having enjoyed a fair amount of same sex explorations in her life... including occasionally during her marriage, with her man's approval... "I believe I could do that for you. Thanks for asking."
Picturing this made Marty actually groan, as his cock throbbed in his pants.
"Mom, I was being sarcastic!"
"You said you'll do whatever it takes, and so will I," Lisa said emphatically, excited about all the money the three of them could make.
"But committing incest? Within our immediate family?" Tyra was still stuck on this speed bump in their plan.
"Since Marty won't be planting a baby inside you, and since we're all consenting adults, and since we won't be falling in love with each other, what we're each bringing to the table is just a cock or just a pussy... or just a mouth," Lisa said. "It's just sex. Does that make sense?"
"I guess," Tyra said.
"Now Marty, let's check out this stunt cock," Lisa said, getting off the bed and walking over to her very stunned son.
"You're sure?" Marty asked.
"I used to see it every day for years," she said, reaching over to him and simply pulling down his shorts and underwear in one quick snatch.
"Ohh," Marty groaned, his cock finally freed from its clothing restraints.
"This is very impressive, son," Lisa said, admiring her son's nine-inch cock, made more impressive by its thickness and its slight upwards curve, just like his father's, that would feel really good inside a pussy.
"Thanks," he said, knowing he'd bust a nut all over her face if she did anything at all to him.
"Now Tyra, come here," Lisa said. "Kneel down beside me."
"Really?"
"Don't make me say things twice," Lisa said, annoyed. "You know how much I hate that."
"No Mom, I won't," Tyra said, as she reluctantly, her pussy surprisingly wet, approached her brother and dropped to her knees next to her mother.
"Good girl," the Mom said. "Now as you can see, your brother has a pretty damn nice cock."
"It's certainly bigger and fatter than any of my prior boyfriends'," Tyra admitted, finding her brother's cock a lot more appealing than any she'd previously encountered.
"Stare at it," Lisa ordered.
"Okay," Tyra said.
"Now disassociate this cock and balls from your brother's body," Lisa instructed. "They're not his sex organs per se, they're just any old sex organs, albeit very appealing ones."
"Okay," Tyra said, admiring the long shaft, the big balls.
"And as for you, Marty," Lisa said, looking up at her son. "You have a big, fat cock."
"Thanks," Marty said, finding this tableau unbelievable... his sister and his mother on their knees, staring at his throbbing erection from very close quarters.
"Now a cock like this one, Tyra, deserves to be worshipped," Lisa said, tempted just to devour her son's glorious cock.
"Worshipped?" Tyra asked, having come close to entering a trance as she settled into staring at the amazing cock.
"Yes, worshipped," Lisa emphasized, as the temptation became too much to resist, so she wrapped her hand around it.
Marty groaned and focused hard, doing his best to control his load this time, after his humiliating eruption almost upon first contact when his sister had stroked him.
"Yes, you must treat it as something very special. As an object of worship. You must give it your undivided attention," Lisa said. "You can use your hands, tits, lips, tongue, pussy, and even your ass to give it the pleasure it deserves."
"My ass too? Mom, have you taken it in the ass?" Tyra asked.
Lisa licked the entire shaft of her son's cock just once, before she answered, "Your father loved pounding my ass... even more than my pussy. Girls like you and I possess assholes that were just made to be cornholed."
"Mom!" Tyra gasped, as Marty moaned, very concerned he was about to come again.
"We're all adults here," Lisa said. "And without an experienced male to explain certain matters to you two, I guess I need to do it. Sex is a wonderful experience, Tyra. And it comes in a large number of variations."
"I haven't ever found even the idea of sex appealing," Tyra admitted.
"But you enjoy flaunting your body?" Lisa asked, cupping her son's balls.
"Yeah, but that isn't sex."
"True. Sex is just sex," Lisa shrugged. "But what better and safer way is there to explore the potential joys of sex than with family? Because even if it doesn't work out for us, we're still family."
"I guess," Tyra said, as she watched her Mom playing with Marty's cock.
And as for you, young man," Lisa said, looking into her son's face, "Possession of a big, fat cock like this comes with some serious responsibilities."
"L-l-like what r-r-responsibilities?" Marty stammered; the brief time she'd spent on his balls had felt exhilarating.
"Women will do anything for a big, fat cock like yours," Lisa said.
"They will?" the inexperienced Marty asked.
"Yes, women often become complete submissive sluts to a man with a big, fat cock... if he knows how to use it," Lisa continued, next taking her son's cock into her mouth.
"Mom!" Tyra gasped.
"Oh Mom," Marty moaned.
Lisa backed off her son's cock and said, "A man with a cock like yours needs to be assertive. To take what you want. To treat your women like cheap sluts you can use however you please. That is unless a woman makes it clear she doesn't appreciate such treatment."
"Mom!" Tyra repeated. "That's horrible!"
"Don't object. You happen to be a natural submissive, honey," Lisa said.
"I don't think so," Tyra countered.
"Suck my dick, sis, "Marty ordered abruptly, just before sliding his cock into her open mouth.
"Like I was saying," Lisa said approvingly.
Tyra gagged as Marty slid all nine inches into her mouth... for only a moment, before pulling it back out.
"What the fuck?" Tyra said, her eyes watering.
"I'm sorry, Tyra," Marty apologized.
"Don't ever apologize to your sister... or to me," Lisa explained. "A man with a big, fat cock never apologizes to a submissive. Did she struggle just now? At all?"
"No," he replied doubtfully.
"Then she was submitting, and you did well. Nothing to apologize for."
"Mom, this is getting ridiculous," Tyra complained.
Lisa stuck her hand between her daughter's legs and asked, "Then why are you still this wet?"
"Mom!" Tyra gasped.
"It's because you have the innate need to be treated like a whore by your brother, and to worship his big, fat cock," Lisa said.
"Then you suck it, Mom," Marty ordered, so confused... and yet eager to take advantage of this surreal opportunity suddenly being offered to him.
"I thought you'd never ask, son," Lisa purred, and she opened her mouth and took his entire cock into her mouth and began bobbing contentedly.
"Oh yeah, fuck," Marty moaned, even though he wasn't going to last even half a minute.
With wide eyes, Tyra watched her Mom sucking Marty's cock.
Marty watched with similar bewilderment, and then warned after maybe a dozen bobs, "You'd better stop! I'm about to come, Mom."
Lisa, craving her son's sperm, having always loved the taste and texture of warm cum, just kept bobbing.
Taking his Mom's stubborn continuation as permission, which gave him even more confidence, he ordered with a grunt, "Okay. Then swallow it all, Mommy slut."
"Mmmmmmm," Lisa purred as his warm seed exploded in her mouth and glided down her throat... feeling a smooth rush of sexual adrenaline... her first since shortly before her husband's death... coursing through her. She loved sucking cock... loved being called names... and 'Mommy slut' was a term that had never been uttered amidst the plethora of verbal abuse she'd loved receiving from her husband.
"Oh yeah," Marty said as his Mom downed his entire load.
Once all of it was inside her belly, she pulled back and said, "See? That wasn't so hard. Well actually, you were really hard."
"I can't believe you just drank your son's cum," Tyra said, in complete awe, yet now feeling a little jealous... since now she wanted to suck her brother's cock... its recent brief, rough entry into her mouth and throat now making her crave even more of it.
"Don't worry, tomorrow you'll get to have his dick... along with lots of money," Lisa said, and she leaned forward and kissed her daughter.
"Oh, that's hot," Marty said, as he watched his Mom and sister kissing... Tyra returning the kiss after a moment of hesitation.
A minute later Lisa stood up and said, "So what do we want to do for tomorrow's livestream?"
"Tyra gets a facial," Marty suggested.
"Of course that would pop into your head," Tyra sneered.
"I can fuck you instead, if you want," Marty offered.
"No, a facial will be just fine," Tyra growled.
"Maybe some tit fucking first?" Marty suggested.
"Want to bang my ass too?" Tyra offered sarcastically.
"No," Lisa said, ignoring her daughter's sarcasm. "That's a big one. We can save that for a grand finale some other night."
"I was kidding," Tyra said.
Lisa said, still ignoring whatever her daughter said, as she went to the camera, "Marty, turn sideways to me and position your cock right in front of your sister's mouth. And Tyra, open wide and stick out your tongue underneath it. Cradle it with your tongue."
"Sure," Marty said.
"Mom, do you really think..."
"Just do it, Tyra," Lisa interrupted firmly.
The kids did as they were told, and Lisa snapped a few photos. Once done, she ordered, "Marty, post these on all the social media platforms, and announce that tomorrow night Tyra will suck her first cock, get titty fucked, and take a facial."
"Okay," Marty nodded, playfully slapping his sister in the face with his dick, before going to the camera and extracting the pics.
"Tomorrow we'll make a killing!" Lisa predicted with great confidence.
"I still don't know if this is a good idea," Tyra demurred, even though she couldn't help admiring her brother's big cock. And yes, the sight of it kept getting her wet, even though no other guy had ever affected her like that.
"Tell you what, Tyra," Lisa said. "You don't have to commit to everything up front, but tomorrow night we'll begin with a titty fuck, and see if that goes well and gets us some of the money we need . Then if you're up for it, we'll keep upping the ante. But only if you get turned on enough to be comfortable with whatever's coming next."
"Okay," Tyra said much more willingly. If she had the right to veto whatever, then she'd have all the control she'd need... unless she got carried away. And if she did, that would still be okay.
Lisa smiled, sensing her daughter was like her, and once she got into the heat of the moment, her moral code would burn away completely, and she'd become a completely lustful slut. She would purchase a vibrating egg tomorrow to enhance her daughter's stimulation and her eagerness to come.
"And I expect both of my sexy sluts to wear nylons from now on," Marty added.
"Don't call me a slut," Tyra snapped, glaring at him.
"You are a slut, and you're his slut," Lisa said. "We both are."
"I'm not ready to declare that," Tyra said.
"No worries, you soon will be," Lisa said. "Tomorrow, kids... tomorrow."
....
....
That night Marty jerked off twice... replaying the wild events of the day, his expectations for tomorrow, and his rising hopes for fucking his Mom.
Tyra masturbated, but she couldn't get off... much to her frustration.
Lisa used her suction cup wall dildo to fuck herself to multiple orgasms... the entire time imagining her son using her as his Mommy slut... dominating her just like her husband used to do.
Each of them wondered what tomorrow would bring...
....
....
MOM BECOMES A MOMMY... SLUT
There were over two hundred new subscribers that afternoon, and over a hundred comments about the picture Marty had released... a closeup of his hard cock resting on her tongue. The final version of the caption was a little different than Lisa's original idea: Should I get my ginormous jugs fucked by this big, fat stunt cock? Or should he fuck my face instead? And then should he come on my tits? My face? Inside my ass? Check in tomorrow night live at 7PM to witness the answers, and maybe even to help me decide. Subscribers only, of course.
Lisa read through the many comments, and she was in awe of the wide range of people interested in perving on her daughter. Most were men, of course. But some seemed to be women as well. They really were eager to watch her daughter performing almost every sexual act in the Kama Sutra.
But there was no doubt... priorities aside, they all wanted to see her getting her tits fucked... and sucking dick... and getting fucked... or engaging in a lesbian encounter and taking a facial... thus the next few days were already planned... no point going all in at once... they could make a killing with a new escalation every day or two.
Lisa went shopping and bought a sexy garter-belt and stocking set for Tyra as well as a few more pairs of stockings, thigh highs and pantyhose. She also bought her daughter a sweet rabbit vibe and a vibrating egg, which she hoped would loosen any inhibitions her daughter might still have tonight. Not wanting to leave her son out, she bought him a dozen pairs of SAXX underwear... he was a man now... essentially the man of the house.
So at 6:30, after dinner while no one said a word about the impending evening... they all met in the photo studio, and Lisa gave her children their attire for the evening.
Marty loved the new, soft boxer briefs. Tyra was less impressed. "Do I really have to wear this outfit?"
"Yes, it's sexy," Lisa said.
"But it looks really uncomfortable," Tyra complained... which she'd always been very good at doing.
"First, your brother wants you to wear nylons," Lisa said, already wearing her own sexy sheer thigh highs under a dress barely long enough to cover the lace tops.
"I don't care what Marty wants," Tyra said, finding her mother's insistence that Marty should be in charge just because he had a big dick ridiculous... even though she hadn't been able to get that big dick out of her head all day... which had never been a problem before.
"I won't argue with you, because very soon you will care," Lisa said. "Second, the sexy lingerie will really turn on your subscribers, so you'll get better tips."
"I guess," she whined.
"Trust me, you'll love it once you're wearing it, and it won't be uncomfortable at all... this is high quality stuff," Lisa assured her.
"Fine," Tyra sighed, not believing that she would. She'd worn pantyhose a few times at funerals, weddings and the odd fancy reception... and had hated the scratchy things.
Tyra went to go change, and Marty asked his Mom once they were alone and sitting next to each other on the bed, "Have you noticed how many of the subscribers keep asking about Tyra's brother?"
"Yeah, I have," Lisa said.
"I did some research, and faux incest is very popular," Marty said. Truth be told, he hadn't done any research at all, he'd just watched a lot of incest videos and read a lot of incest stories on Literotica... mostly the ones with moms and sons.
"Faux incest?"
"Yes, aka pretend incest," Marty said.
"Interesting," Lisa nodded as she thought about it. After a minute she agreed, "Okay, sounds good. You can pretend to be her brother."
"Yes, I can pretend to be her pretend brother, while really I'm her real brother," Marty joked.
"Exactly," Lisa agreed. Although she'd never considered realizing any incestuous fantasies before yesterday, she had read a fair amount of incest erotica, since she liked almost anything taboo... which was why... at least in theory, since she hadn't tried everything yet... she also liked anal, cum walks, fisting, gloryholes, gangbangs, and even golden showers. "And I want you to dominate her."
"Yesterday she didn't like that, "Marty pointed out.
Lisa came over to her son and queried, "Does my everyday personality give you even a hint that I'm a slut who'll obey any orders given to me by the right man with a big, fat cock?"
"N-n-no," Marty stammered.
"And yet I am one," Lisa said, as she squeezed her son's hard cock. "I'm completely submissive to a man I can trust not to hurt me, and who knows how to use his big, fat cock. And I know I can trust you. For now I'm tutoring you, so you can't take total charge of me yet, but once you know all my buttons, I'll become your perfect little sex slave."
"Oooooh," Marty moaned, this even more surreal. Was his mother saying what he hoped she was saying? Or to put it another way, if he told her to fuck him, would she just go ahead and do it?
"I mean your Dad had a big, fat cock, and I did unthinkable things for him," Lisa said, rubbing her son's cock through his underwear. "And yours is even bigger!"
"I-I-I am?" Marty stammered, still unable to grasp the reins of control that were clearly being gifted to him.
"Yes, and a cock like yours should be worshipped regularly," Lisa said, and she lowered herself to her knees, both because she wanted his dick in her mouth, and because if she extracted a load now, he'd last longer during the live show. "So tell me son, what do you want Mommy to do first?"
'Mommy' was a term he'd come across in the videos he'd watched and the stories he'd read, and it really turned him on. He looked down at his mother and said, "Suck my cock."
"Then spell it out, Marty. Tell me exactly what you want me to do," Lisa said, dying to be used by her son in the same ways she'd always been used by her husband. The father and son had similar looks, similar body types, and similar big, fat cocks.
"Take out my cock, Mommy," Marty ordered, roleplaying the son from many of the stories he'd read with imagined events just like this real one, but he'd... never... ever... imagined it becoming a reality.
"Gladly, Baby," Lisa purred, a rush of sexual adrenaline coursing through her body and tingling her pussy. She quickly fished the cock out of his shorts and admired its sheer powerful beauty... already as hard as iron and ready to go.
"Now suck it Mom, worship my big, fat cock like a good Mommy slut should do," Marty ordered, having used that derogatory sexy term last night in the heat of the moment.
She moaned in response, "You want Mommy to be your Mommy slut, Marty?" swirling her tongue around her son's fat cock head.
"Yessss," Marty moaned, having already jerked off twice today, but knowing he'd still bust a nut pretty quickly if his Mom started sucking him.
"Tell me Baby, tell Mommy what you want me to do for you," Lisa wheedled, as one hand stroked his cock while the other went under her dress, inside her thong, and into her wet pussy.
"I want to fuck your face, get a foot job while you're wearing those sexy nylons, then to pound your pussy, suck on your tits, cum on your face, and hammer that ass," Marty blurted out, stream of consciousness, his normally conservative persona destroyed as he just allowed the fondest fantasies of his life to flow out of his mouth.



"Mmmmmm," Lisa said, loving the sound of all those devious and wicked ways her son wanted to use her. She leaned back along the length of the bed, raised her feet to her son's cock, and stroked it with her nylon-clad soles... which she'd done many times to her equally nylon-obsessed husband. The number of times she'd walked around wearing heels with cum all over the soles of her feet would be incalculable. "Like this?"
"Yesss," Marty groaned, this being one of his ultimate fantasies. He'd watched lots of the Bratty Babes Own You videos where girls gave foot jobs to their bosses, or maybe to a brother or son... the only part that annoyed him was how they usually ridiculed the guy for enjoying it... which had gotten him questioning his own perversions. When in truth the act was incredibly hot, and as he was discovering right now... very pleasurable.
"Mommy is here to take care of your big, fat cock anytime it needs attention," Lisa purred, having gotten her husband off at least twice a day most days... but usually three or four. One rule during their marriage was she never got him off the same way twice, and he never came into or onto the same spot twice... at least not on the same day... which helped keep their sex life spontaneous and unpredictable, and Charlie had been very creative.
"Then that will be very often," Marty moaned, as his balls boiled. He was going to come soon.
"You can come on Mommy's feet, or all over Mommy's face, if you wish," Lisa moaned in the sexiest, most sensual way a woman could ever utter such wicked words.
Marty had always been impressed by how believable some of the online incest videos were. Women like Corey Chase and Penny Barber always came across as authentic mothers who really enjoyed the scenes they took part in... which many high end scripted porn scenes lacked. And in that same vein, his own mother seemed really into pleasing him. "Do you want my cum, Mommy slut?" Marty asked, trying to maintain his masculine persona through his current sensual daze.
"Oh, yes son, give Mommy a big load all over her feet," Lisa said, always loving the feeling of warm cum splattering onto her body... just about anywhere.
"Oh, fuck Mom," Marty moaned, grabbing his Mom's nylon-clad feet and fucking the silky sheer soles.
"Yes baby, fuck my feet," Lisa sang out. "Give Mommy that big load!"
"Oh, fuck," Marty grunted a few strokes later, and he pulled back and pumped his dick while cum rocketed out of him with big white cannon blasts, all over her sexy soles.
"Oh, yes Baby, I want all your cum," Lisa moaned, and just this wicked taboo act, mixed with the warm sensations of cum splattering her feet sent waves of pleasure throughout her body.
"Take it all, slut," Marty groaned as his cannon stopped firing.
"Such a big boy," Lisa crooned once he was done. She then knee-walked around, allowing the cum to remain on her feet, and took his cock into her mouth to extract any slow swimmers. During her mourning melancholy she'd forgotten how much she loved a dick in her mouth, but now she was craving cum again... having swallowed at least a load a day pretty much every day since she'd met Charlie... having given him road head on their very first date.
"Oh fuck, Mom," Marty grunted, feeling completely overwhelmed by her wickedness.
A minute later Tyra came in and gasped, "Really? Mom, you have Marty's dick in your mouth, when just yesterday you complained about my having his cum on my hand!"
"I never complained about it dearest, I only mentioned it," she replied.
"And I don't see a problem; we were just passing the time while we waited for you to get your sexy ass ready," Marty added, admiring his sister in her sexy lingerie and even sexier nylons.
"Fuck," Tyra said, shaking her head... yet she wasn't sure if she was frustrated because she was disgusted by what she'd just walked in on, or because it wasn't her with that big, fat cock in her mouth (she always referred to it now as his big, fat cock).
"Fuck? Yep, your tits real soon now," Marty said, checking out how the lingerie pushed up and accentuated her huge tits perfectly... he was amazed by how he considered lingerie and nylons way sexier than full nudity.
"Yeah, yeah," Tyra said flippantly, wondering what that was going to feel like, but not wanting her brother to know that.
"Oh, don't pretend you're not dying for your brother's big, fat cock to start fucking those huge titties," Lisa said, right after she allowed her son's delicious cock to slip out of her mouth.
"I need some help with the back latches," Tyra said, ignoring the accusation.
"You mean the garters?" Lisa asked.
"Yeah, whatever they're called," Tyra agreed.
"First, please fetch me my heels," Lisa said.
"Okay," Tyra said, going over to retrieve her Mom's five-inch pumps.
"Marty, quickly go clean yourself up, and put on one of the new pairs of underwear I bought for you," Lisa said.
"Okay," Marty said.
"What's that on your feet?" Tyra asked.
"Your brother's cum," Lisa said, feeling no shame about getting caught with her son's dick in her mouth or with a load of sticky white cream on her black nylons.
"Gross," Tyra said.
"Oh, you'll soon learn that cum is delicious, and it feels great just about anywhere on your skin," Lisa said, as she slipped into her heels without losing any cum. She stood up, savouring the soothing sensations of the sticky cum beneath her feet. It wasn't like walking on air, but walking on goo had a certain appeal.
"That's just weird," Tyra said.
"Marty, just the boxers, nothing else," Lisa instructed. "Except for your new mask, of course."
"Okay," Marty said, having stopped to watch his Mom walking around in her heels full of his cum.
"Go, go!" Lisa shooed him off, looking worriedly at the clock.
"Okay, okay," Marty said, and hurried out.
Lisa helped her daughter with the two back garters she couldn't do herself, while saying, "You know you look fucking amazing in this outfit, right?"
"Yeah, it does showcase my body awfully well," Tyra agreed, having admired herself in her bedroom mirror for a few minutes before coming back into the studio. The outfit made her feel sexy and desirable... even more than she'd already felt about herself. "And you were right, these stockings are very comfortable."
"And your subscribers are in for a major treat," Lisa said.
"Yeah, they really are," Tyra agreed, this outfit increasing her already high level of confidence. She knew she had a body that most people desired, and now her sexy lingerie would enhance the sex appeal of her show, and likely at least double her tips.
"All right, let's get ready for the show," Lisa said, taking her daughter's hand and leading her to the bed.
"Okay," Tyra said, excitement now overriding her nervousness over what she was about to do.
"And during our playtime you should call me Mommy," Lisa added. "Or sometimes Mommy slut. And you mustn't mind if I call you daughter slut and Marty calls you sister slut."
"Really?" Tyra asked.
"Yes, your subscribers will love the incest play," Lisa guaranteed.
"We're doing incest play?"
"Yes. We'll be committing real incest, while our audience thinks we're only roleplaying faux incest," Lisa explained.
"Okay," Tyra said, again feeling a little overwhelmed.
"Okay, what?" Lisa asked.
"Okay, Mommy," Tyra said, surprised by how a word she hadn't uttered in well over a decade felt so natural.
"Good girl," Lisa said. She then took the egg from the table, quickly slid it inside her daughter's wet pussy and said, "This will help with your nerves."
"What are you doiiiiing?" Tyra asked and then moaned, upon realising her mother had inserted something in her pussy.
"I'm giving you the gift of sex technology," Lisa said; and then she picked up the remote and turned it on.
"Ooooooooh my God!" Tyra moaned and trembled, as strong vibrations cascaded throughout her in a heartbeat.
Lisa soon turned it back off, then leaned in and kissed her daughter.
Tyra kissed back... a flustered mess... the intensity of those few seconds more pleasurable than anything she'd ever experienced... yet that was countered by the softness of her Mom's lips... which were way softer than any boy's she'd ever kissed. A kiss from a man had never turned her on at all, but the intimate tenderness and softness of her Mom's lips had her body burning... it was like receiving a kiss from a rose.
.....
.....
TIT FUCKING
As the clock ticked towards 7:00, all three had their masks on, and Marty had an obvious erection as he set up the camera in the perfect location... focused on the bed... his sister lounging against a collection of brightly coloured pillows right in the middle... his Mom out of sight.
As 7:00 arrived, Tyra smiled and said, "Welcome, fans. I missed you. Did you miss me?"
A ton of comments scrolled down the page.
"I'll take that as a whole bunch of yesses," Tyra said, winking at the camera.
After a moment, she asked, "Do you like the new lingerie? My... ummm... Mom bought it for me, if you know what I mean."
Again, a plethora of comments.
Marty had set up a large screen behind his camera that displayed the comments large enough that his sister could easily read them.
Did your Mom really buy them for you?
"Yes, my Mom... or as she prefers to be called, Mommy, did buy this outfit for me," Tyra said. "She even fastened the back garters for me."
I love the nylons, they're so sexy.
"The nylons? Yes, this is my first time wearing stockings, Tyra said. "My ummm... big brother insisted on my wearing them today."
"And every day from now on," Marty said loudly from behind the camera.
"Yes, big brother," Tyra smiled, stressing the word 'big' every time she said the phrase, "I'll wear them every day for you."
Then, feeling playful, she departed from the program she'd discussed with her Mom by saying playfully, "Now as many of you might recall, yesterday's highlight was when I took off my panties and showed you my pussy. And since I plan on having lots more fun with you today, I want to start off today with a freebie... no tips necessary for now, since it's 'Commando Wednesday'! And brother dear, that doesn't mean you, because all you're wearing right now is your underwear."
And without further ado, she stripped out of her panties and tossed them somewhere off camera, saying, "Brother dear, would you please give everyone a nice closeup of my pretty pink pussy?"
Without removing the camera from the tripod, Marty accommodatingly zoomed in to fill the screen with his sister's pussy. Like yesterday, it was still hairless, but today it was noticeably wetter, and this time she used both hands to spread her labia, displaying its bright pink interior.
OMG -- Heavenly!
It's dripping wet!
Awesome!
"Commando Wednesday, got it!" Lisa called out from offscreen.
Was that your Mom? Is she with you now?
"Yes, she's here watching, but she's feeling kind of shy right now," Tyra said. "Which is strange, because usually she isn't the least bit shy."
"And I'm not a freebie either. But for a thousand in tips, I'll come onscreen and show you how shy I'm not," Lisa sang out again .
"Okay, do you guys all want to see my Mommy not being shy?" Tyra asked teasingly.
Yes, please. Show us Mommy! Is she your real Mommy?
As the tips started pouring in, Tyra replied, "Yes, she's my real Mommy," using air quotes to imply she really wasn't. After a deliberate pause, she added, "And the big fat cock we showed you yesterday is my real brother's too."
No way! So you're really going to let your brother tit fuck you?
"Yes, way," Tyra smiled, as she watched the tips tally box rise rapidly. "Today my brother is going to fuck these big titties for you."
Let's see Mommy!
As the tips passed a thousand dollars, Lisa said, as she sauntered in front of the camera. "A deal is a deal. Hi, internet."
Hot! Hot! Hot!
Show us your tits!
"Oh? You want to see Mommy's naked tits? Including the same nipples my Babygirl here used to nurse on?" Lisa teased, cupping her 40G's for the camera. "Five hundred more in tips, please."
How about some Mom and daughter pussy munching?
"Not tonight, but we can do that on another show, if you sexy subscribers show us enough love," Lisa said, a real natural in front of the camera... Marty watched the tips rise, looking forward to seeing his Mom's tits... even though he realized he could likely just order her to show them to him, and she would. But he wouldn't do that right now, when that could cost them some money.
"You know, Mommy," Tyra said, feigning jealousy, although she wasn't at all jealous. "All these people are here to see me getting my tits fucked."
"Oh, they'll definitely get to see that," Lisa assured Tyra and the audience, and seeing the tips had already doubled. "But why can't I be your opening act?"
Show us your tits!!!
"Help me out of my dress, Babygirl," Lisa requested, deciding to make this entire show as erotic as possible... both for the audience and for her son.
"Certainly, Mommy," Tyra agreed, looking into the camera. "Do you guys and girls want to watch me take off Mommy's dress?"
Fuck yeah!
"Then take off Mommy's dress, Babygirl," Lisa said, looking straight into the camera.
"Whatever you say, Mommy," Tyra purred, and she unzipped the back of the dress and lifted it up slowly over her Mommy's head... and tossed it away over the camera.
The tips kept going up as the clothes came off. Now wearing only a bra, thigh high stockings and her cum-filled pumps, the MILF asked, "Should I get my son to take off my bra?"
I'll be your son!
Yeah!
Yes, Mommy!!!
"Come and help your Mommy, son," Lisa said in a sexy, sensual voice.
Marty's cock flinched in his boxers as he left the camera running and approached the bed. Lisa, seeing the bulge in his new boxers, pointed at it and asked, "Are you hard because of your Mommy... or your sister?"
"A little of both," Marty said, joining them on the bed.
"Only a little of both?" Lisa asked, pressing her voluptuous breasts against her son's masked face.
"Okay, a lot, but equally," Marty said, staring into the valley of flesh right before him.
"That's better," Lisa said, leaving her tits the focus of both her son and the camera. "I think $400 to have my real son remove my bra is reasonable, don't you guys?"
Within a few seconds, $400 were added.
"I guess you guys really do want to see Mommy's big boy take off my bra," Lisa smiled.
As she watched, Tyra felt a strange sense of jealousy. She was accustomed to getting all the attention from her subscribers, so she didn't totally appreciate her Mom hogging the camera... but realized she was helping to increase the cash flow, which was what mattered the most.
Take it off!
Show us those titties!!!
Please let me be your son!
"Go ahead, son, unclasp Mommy's bra for all our friendly subscribers," Lisa said, reveling in the attention. During her entire adult life she'd had men drooling over her... and had used it to her advantage when she was single... and even while she was married to attract some extra perks... but she didn't really flaunt her stuff... much... once she was married. But following her weeks of depression, and then becoming her son's slut (God, he'd better fuck her soon!) and now receiving all this glorious attention, she was finally feeling alive again.
"Okay, Mommy, I will," Marty said, his hands trembling ever so slightly. Every moment since his mother had walked in on them yesterday seemed to be a wet dream. He unclasped the bra and allowed it to drop onto the bed, and then he could only stare at the huge breasts. They didn't sag much at all for G cups.
Those are amazing!
Fucking nice jugs!
Fuck those tits!
Marty shifted into stud son mode, brimming with confidence after his foot job and his mother's unequivocal offer to be his slut anytime and anyplace, reached around from behind her and cupped her tits. "Fuck, do I love these big tits, Mommy."
Fucking awesome!
Suck your Mommy's nipples!
"What about your sister's tits?" Tyra demanded, stepping between her Mom and her brother.
"They're amazing too," Marty said agreeably, shifting his hands from his Mom's tits to his sister's, and cupping those ones with equal enthusiasm.
You lucky fucking bastard!
Two for the price of one!
No, four for the price of two!
"Well, we could let him play with our tits all night," Lisa interjected after watching her two children in their playfully incestuous act for about a minute. "But you guys are here to watch my Babygirl getting these big titties fucked by her big brother, aren't you?"
Lisa then joined her son in handling her daughter's tits.
Tyra liked this much better... the attention was back on her.
Yeah, fuck those tits!
Incest is best!
Fuck both pairs of those titties!
"Not today, but on another day maybe I'll let my son fuck my titties for the camera, or my daughter might eat my pussy, or my son may even pound my asshole like the good boy he is," Lisa said wickedly, still on a major sexual rush.
I'd pay anything to see that!
Fuck yeah!
Incest! Incest! Incest!
Fuck those tits!
Give it to your sister!
Marty, still the director of this show, grabbed two pillows, placed one on top of the other and said, "Rest against these pillows, baby sister."
"Yes, big brother," she agreed, suddenly excited about what they were going to do... the attention back on her... and her pussy on fire.
"Should I help my son out of his boxers?" Lisa asked, squeezing his cock through the silky underwear.
Fuck Yeah!
Come and get MY dick, Mommy!
"Off with my boxers, Mommy slut," Marty ordered, his confidence soaring.
Fuck!
Yeah!
I want to see that dick!
Fuck Mommy's face!
"That last one's an excellent idea! Get that dick ready for me, Mommy," Tyra ordered, as she arranged herself into the position instructed by her brother.
"Mmmmmmm," Lisa purred, as she slowly pulled her son's boxers down until his dick sprang free, slapping her chin as it bounced up.
Fuck!
What a dick!
Mommy!!!!!!!!!!!!!
"What a big cock you have, my son," Lisa said as if she hadn't already discovered her son's sheer impressive size. "Now grab my head and fuck my throat for all these generous people!"
So he did! He guessed this was called skull-fucking.
I'll suck that dick!
Fuck! I want that cock inside me!
Suck it, Mommy!
Fuck your sister!
Fuck them both!
Be the man of the house!
After a couple minutes, Marty got between his sister's legs, tempted just to slide his dick inside her and thus lose both of their virginities epically, but he didn't, since that wasn't what they'd planned. Instead he asked, "Ready to be my sister slut?"



Lisa went and repositioned the camera to one side, so it mostly displayed only Tyra's tits.
"Yes, big brother," she said, trying to sound as sexy as her Mom as she squeezed her tits around his dick.
Fuck those tits!
"You guys ready to watch my son fuck my daughter's tits?" Lisa asked, eager to see it herself.
Yes!
Do it!
God, I want to suck on those tits!
Please give me that cock!
"500 bucks?" Lisa asked. "Is watching my son fucking his sister's titties worth that tiny amount?"
In less than a minute, another thousand had flooded in.
"You're all so generous," Lisa smiled. She then turned to her kids and said, "Go ahead and fuck your sister's tits, son."
"Yes, Mommy," Marty agreed happily, then began stroking his hard, fat cock between those voluptuous tits.
"Yes, go for it, big brother," Tyra purred, even though he was her younger brother. "Fuck my tits with that big, fat cock."
"Fuck," Marty said, as Tyra leaned up a little, squeezed her tits harder, then opened her mouth and began taking some of her brother's dick into her mouth over and over.
Yeah!
Fuck those tits!
Give her that dick!
Fuck my tits!
Marty slowly slid his dick back and forth, an adrenaline rush coursing through him.
Tyra couldn't read the comments now, but they were coming rapidly as she focused on the weird feeing of a cock sliding between her tits... which felt sensual... exciting... stimulating. It made her wonder what it would feel like in her virginal pussy.
Then Lisa turned the egg on inside her daughter... full throttle!
And the sudden vibrations felt like they were exploding inside her pussy. "Oh, my fucking Gawd!" she screamed, the pleasure intense and unbelievable.
Better camera angle, please!
Lisa saw that one, so she decided to get even more involved. She went to the camera, removed it from the tripod, then climbed onto the bed and still standing, straddled her daughter, her pussy positioned just above her daughter's head as she pointed the camera directly into the action.
"Is this better?" Lisa asked, as the camera was now capturing a great visual of her kids' tits, cock and mouth.
Much better!
Oh yeah!
"Fuck my tits, big brother," Tyra moaned as pleasure consumed her... the toy buzzing fiercely inside her zapping her with sexual pleasure she hadn't known was possible! She'd long loved the thrill of being watched, but now given the wickedness of this act, and because she was committing real incest... she was doubly excited, and this was turning her on in ways that mere dancing hadn't ever done.
"Do you really want to be my sister slut?" Marty asked, only in part for their audience, as he strenuously pumped his cock between his sister's heavenly pillows and partway into her mouth.
"Yes, big brother, I love being your sister slut," Tyra agreed, their incestuous references adding to her thrill, as did the wildly intense throbbing of pleasure inside her core.
Lisa, her own pussy on fire, wanting her own tits to be fucked, or any of her long-neglected fuck holes for that matter, held the camera with one hand, maintaining a decent close-up of the action even though it wasn't perfectly steady, and worked her other hand on her feverish pussy. God, she needed Marty's dick!
Come on her face!
Fuck her pussy!
Cum on her tits!
Fuck your Mom's tits too!
Facial! Facial!
Please let me suck that big cock!
Mama!
I'm coming RIGHT NOW!
I'll pay extra to see a double blow job!
"Oh yes, big brother, I love your dick," Tyra moaned, and for the first time in her life, she was intrigued by the idea of getting fucked... if it was with Marty.
"Good, because sometime soon, you'll be using all your slut holes to please it," Marty told her wickedly.
"Oooooh, that's so bad, big brother," Tyra purred. That idea would have seemed so ridiculous, unbelievable, and even disgusting to her just a couple days ago, but now his warning was making her pussy yearn with lustful... forbidden... taboo... desires!
"Don't forget you have a mother to take care of too," Lisa reminded her son, who looked up and saw his mother frigging herself, with juices dripping out of her naked cunt.
"No worries, Mommy slut! I've got plenty of dick and loads to satisfy both of my incestuous cum sluts," Marty assured her confidently. A case in point: his balls were ready to bust for the first time since the camera had started filming tonight.
"Such a good boy," Lisa crooned, doing her best to steady the camera while she rubbed herself, and her own orgasm was rising.
"Oh fuck, everyone, where should I come?" Marty asked. "All over her big tits, or her pretty face?"
Tits!
Face!
Face!
Tits!
Tits!
Face!
On her pussy!
Tits!
Face!
Why not both?
"Sounds like a plan," Marty agreed, since he himself couldn't decide on one or the other.
"Give me that load, big brother," Tyra begged through her sexual rapture, wanting to feel that cum explode onto her tits or her face... she didn't care which... she just wanted to feel it splatter her... she wanted to put on a good show... she wanted to be a good slut for her loving family and for all her generous fans!
"Oh yeah... fuck... here it comes, sister slut," Marty grunted, and he grabbed his dick so he could aim it, and pointed it upwards to make sure everyone got a perfect view as it pulsed and exploded huge splats of cum all over his sister.
First two wads splodged down, one on each of her tits.
The rest splattered all over her lower face and her mask.
"Oh yeah," Lisa cried out, sexually charged, watching her son's cock shoot huge cannon blasts of creamy cum... to coat her beautiful daughter... and with her own orgasm imminent. "Paint my daughter with your cum, son!"
Tyra felt a hot rush from being come on... the splats of cum warm... her sexual sensations enthralling... triggering wetness to leak from her body... as her hand flew to her pussy and she mindlessly rubbed herself, desperately needing to come... the ongoing vibrations inside her driving her wild.
Lots of comments scrolled down the screen; and over two thousand more dollars had landed in the tips jar, but no one in the studio was paying attention by now.
Marty was recovering from his recent slice of heaven while he watched his Mom and sister rubbing themselves. Lisa had gotten so distracted by her need for an orgasm that she'd dropped the camera. So Marty retrieved it, stepped away from the bed a bit, and began filming the raw self-pleasuring both women were engaged in, since Tyra too was completely overcome by her desperation for an orgasm.
Comments resumed scrolling down the page, since their audience could now see the two women rubbing themselves... as everyone except Tyra watched the two women masturbate... Tyra with her eyes closed, had no clue what was happening right above her head... since she was so focused on her need to come.
Lisa, wanting to put on a wicked show, turned around so her ass was pointing at the camera and her pussy was directly above her daughter's pretty face. She held back her orgasm as long as she could, trying to synchronise it with her daughter's... which she could tell was imminent.
"Come, sister slut," Marty ordered. "Come if you want this dick shooting into your mouth tomorrow. Come if you want to be my submissive sister sex slave."
"Oh yes, big brother, make me your sex slave," Tyra moaned, frantically rubbing herself and willing to do anything to get off and to get that dick of his somewhere inside her body.
"Then do it now slut, come for your big brother," Marty said. "Right NOW!"
"Yes, big brooooooother!!!" Tyra screamed as the long delayed orgasm ripped through her, making her entire body quake with tremors of pure pleasure... unlike anything she'd ever experienced.
Lisa followed close behind as she rubbed herself frantically, and then unleashed her own orgasm, an excessive squirting experience, gushing all over her daughter's face.
"What the fuck..." Tyra gasped, suddenly soaked with warm wetness as she opened her eyes to see her mother's cunt looming over her, squirting down a shower of fluids.
"Mommy needed to come too," Lisa said, as the messages scrolled down the screen and another $700 was added to the tips jar.
No way!
A double facial?!
Kinky!
Hot!
More! More!
Lesbian action please!
Round Two!
Lisa noticed the lesbian comment and said, "Tomorrow peeps, we'll have something else very special for you. But for today we'll end with this."
The mother got onto her knees, her amazing ass in perfect view via the livestream camera, then she leaned in and kissed her daughter.
Tyra melted into her mother's kiss, and the Mom and daughter made out while they both recovered from their orgasms... with the egg inside Tyra leading to the likelihood of her second one.
Marty filmed for a few more seconds before terminating the feed.
His cock still hard, he replaced the camera on the tripod, still filming of course, but now just for his own forever memento of this surreal night, got onto the bed, went behind his Mom who was still bent over, and such was his newfound confidence, without any hint of asking permission, he slid his large cock into his Mom's pussy.
"Ohhhhhh, Marty," Lisa moaned, having wanted her son's dick in her pussy in the heat of the moment, but had still been unsure whether she should cross that ultimate forbidden line... even though the blow job and foot job were already taboo lines already crossed.
"This is my pussy now," Marty declared as he filled the super warm pussy that had once birthed him, thinking it did feel like warm apple pie... for although he'd never tried it... after watching American Pie with his Dad, he'd always imagined it feeling like that.
"Oh, yes son, Mommy's pussy is all yours," she moaned, realizing she was taking his virginity.
"Is Marty fucking you?" Tyra asked.
"He is," Lisa moaned, as all nine inches filled her needy pussy.
"But you've gotta share the love. Eat her pussy, Mommy," Marty ordered as he began slowly fucking his Mom... in awe of this situation and the adrenaline rush that came with it.
"You sick puppy," Lisa said, as she spread her daughter's legs and buried her face in her very wet pussy.
"What are you dooooooing?" Tyra squealed, and then moaned loudly as her mother's tongue contacted her still very stimulated pussy... with the egg inside it still pulsing with reckless abandon.
"Snacking on my scrumptious daughter," the mother said, tasting her daughter for the first time.
"Oh my God!" Tyra said, the twin pleasures of the egg inside and her Mom's lips and tongue outside uniting into a fever's pitch of intense pleasure.
"You taste so good, honey," Lisa said, having learned the importance of informing another woman how good she tastes after years of her enduring derogatory descriptions. Although in her inexperienced daughter's case, hopefully she didn't suffer from that insecurity.
"Oh Mommy, don't stop," Tyra moaned, as the pleasure consumed her.
"And don't you stop either, son," Lisa said, as her son slowly fucked her.
"I've no intention of ever doing that to you, Mommy," Marty said, grabbing her hips as he began fucking her faster.
"Oh, fuck yes... fuck Mommy... fuck Mommy's cunt with your big... fat... Mother-fucking cock," the mother moaned such wicked incestuous words. She knew the word cunt was so much wickeder than pussy, which was why a righteous woman wasn't even supposed to know the word. But it was more likely that Lisa wouldn't know the word righteous!
"Eat my cunt, Mommy," Tyra said, in her case using the word for the very first time, even though it flowed smoothly out of her mouth.
Then... for several glorious minutes... there were only the sounds of sex.
Moans coming from Tyra, as the frenzied egg and her mother's busy tongue drove her to ecstasy.
The sounds of Marty's body slamming into his mother's.
The moans coming from the mother because of her bisexual spit roast.
Groans coming from a son losing his virginity to his mother, while watching his mother eating out his sister.
Tyra's moans got louder and louder, until she lifted up her ass, grabbed the back of her Mom's head, and reached a second orgasm with an urgent scream, "Yes, Mommy!"
"Oh yeah," Marty approved, as he watched his beautiful sister coming all over their Mom's face.
Another minute later, as Tyra came back down from heaven and let go of her Mom's head, Lisa demanded, "Harder son, fuck your Mommy like I'm a cheap slut! Be my mother fucking stud."
"Then come for me too, Mommy," Marty demanded as he slammed into her... sweat dripping down his brow... this being a major workout.
"Oh, yes son, fuck me, use me, make me your Mommy slut," Lisa babbled, her orgasm close. "Shoot a big load up Mommy's cunt."
"You want my load in your cunt?" Marty asked.
"Yes, yes, come in Mommy," Lisa said, always loving how it felt when cum spewed inside her.
"Oh fuck, Mom," Marty grunted, his balls boiling, in part from the knowledge he'd soon be coming inside the woman of his wet dreams.
"Give me that first nonvirginal load, son," Lisa said. "And from now on, do whatever you want with me... I want to be your first everything."
"Oh fuck," Marty groaned, that being the final straw, and he shot his load inside his Mom's wet pussy.
"Yessssss," Lisa screamed, always able to come from the sensations of a warm load exploding inside her.
Marty kept pumping his load as he felt his Mom's pussy tighten around his cock, milking even more cum out of him.
"Did you just come inside our Mommy?" Tyra asked through a sexual daze.
"I did," Marty said, gradually slowing down.
"That's so hot," Tyra said.
"Oh fuck, you really gave it to Mommy," Lisa said, her orgasm cascading through her. She felt so full.
"I come lots," Marty bragged.
"Yeah, you do," Lisa said, another wicked idea popping into her head. "I bet you must be hungry, Babygirl."
"What?" Tyra asked, as her mother removed her face from between her legs and instead straddled her daughter's face... cum trickling out of the Mom's pussy and into her mouth.
"Clean up your brother's mess, bottom bitch," Lisa said, creating a clear hierarchy with that single sentence... as she pulled her daughter's head up and shoved it into her cream pie.
In a daze, Tyra licked her Mom's pussy... encountering a cocktail of male and female cum... which tasted amazingly delicious. After a tentative first couple of licks, she began licking hungrily... unable to get enough of the creamy cum shake.
"I think your sister is a new fan of cream pies," Lisa smiled.
"This one is so fucking good," Tyra agreed, still in a lustful daze, since the egg continued buzzing inside her and driving her completely nuts.
"So hot," Marty said, watching the lesbian act.
A couple minutes later, Lisa got off her daughter's face and pulled the egg out of her pussy... of course only after bringing her to a third orgasm with three fingers banging away, and her tongue flicking the clit.
"Fuck," was all the exhausted Tyra could muster after her third orgasm.
"Yeah, fuck," Marty said, now behind the camera... his dick still hard.
"Does that thing ever go down?" Lisa asked.
"Rarely," he smiled.
"So, did you film this entire post show fuck fest?" Lisa asked.
"Yeah," Marty nodded.
"Meaning you have a video of losing your virginity to your mother?" she asked.
"I guess I do," Marty nodded, acting casual about it.
"Hot," Lisa said, getting off the bed and moving to her son's dick. "Do you mind if I suck one more load from you?"
"Anytime," Marty said, so he and Tyra watched his Mom devour the cock that most recently had been inside her pussy.
One last load down her throat, then Lisa asked, "So what's the plan for tomorrow? Lesbian 69? Tyra's first blow job? Tyra's first fuck? My son calling me filthy names while he destroys my asshole?"
"All of the above?" Marty joked.
"I want to suck his dick and swallow his cum tomorrow for sure," Tyra said. "Plus whatever else you two want me to do. And you're right, Mommy... I must be a natural submissive... since doing whatever the fuck you two tell me to do just feels... liberating!"
"Then I guess it's decided," Lisa said, as she walked over to her daughter, kissed her passionately and said, "Both of you, come outside and let's all clean up in the pool. And let's not even think about the money right now... if we didn't surpass that 41 grand tonight, we're guaranteed to blow right past it tomorrow!"
Since tomorrow's livestream would be even more epic!
THE END
Do you want to read more?
Future (shorter) chapters could include:
ONLYFAMILY: 1 ST BLOW JOB SHOW
Tyra gives her first blow job... to her brother.
ONLYFAMILY: 1 ST VIRGINITY TAKEN SHOW
Big brother takes his sister's virginity.
ONLYFAMILY: DOUBLE ANAL SHOW
Marty fucks his sister and Mom in their asses.
ONLYFAMILY: LESBIAN SHOW
Mom and daughter 69, plus they use a strap-on and other toys.
ONLYFAMILY: ORGY SHOW
Lisa's sister catches the show, recognizes them, and shows up to join in on the action... accompanied by her own incestuous son and daughter.
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My wife Mary and I moved into a new suburb, and I instantly hit it off with Mike next door... even though I was in my late forties, and he was only twenty-three.
He invited me over for a Sunday afternoon USFL game, stressing it was men only. Mary didn't mind, since she hated football and was happy I'd found some guys to watch it with.
So I went over, and there were two other guys there who worked with Mike... Dave, who like me was in his forties... and James, who was slightly younger than Mike, who they both worked with. We had a couple of beers and watched the first half. Mike and James then disappeared for a couple of minutes while I chatted with Dave.
When Mike returned from the bathroom, he walked straight over to Dave, pulled down his pants and shoved his dick into Dave's mouth.
My eyes went wide as Mike asked me while his friend started bobbing on his cock, acting as if what they were doing was no big deal, "Greg, do you think the Panthers can come from behind?"
"Uh, I hope so," I said, unable to believe what was happening. First, Mike had a big cock... like over eight inches... second, Dave was giving him a blow job right in front of me.
"At the end of the half the offense looked close to bursting," Mike said, as Dave smoothly bobbed on his cock ... taking two-thirds of it.
"I hope so," I said, trying to ignore the live action gay sex going on only a dozen feet away from me.
"You know, Mary looked amazing in that bikini yesterday," he said. I hadn't realized he'd met my wife... who yesterday in the great weather, the first truly nice day of the summer, had been sunbathing in a new bikini that did indeed showcase her curves, still impressive for a forty-year-old.
"Yeah, I can't complain," I said, although our sex life had dwindled substantially during the past few years... unlike the first fifteen years of our marriage, when she couldn't get enough cock and I didn't have any complaints.
"She's a fine woman," he said, still getting a blow job from another guy.
James strolled out from the kitchen carrying beers and handed one to Mike... then set another one down on the table next to Dave, who was still fully occupied sucking dick. Oddly, he didn't seem fazed at all that one of his buddies was sucking another of his buddies. "Here, man," he said, when he handed me a cold one.
"Uh, thanks," I said, taking the beer.
"Yeah, your wife is quite the looker," James added to the conversation.
"Thanks," I said, wondering when he could have met Mary.
"She still put out?" Mike asked.
"Not as much as she used to," I shrugged.
"Shitty," Mike said, as James pulled his pants down, pulled out his smaller cock and began stroking it.
"Yeah, but I still get laid more than just on my birthdays," I joked, my dad once having told me he got a blow job on his birthday, and if he was lucky, Father's Day too.
"That's good," Mike said as James' cock hardened... and my eyes couldn't help going back and forth between the two cocks... even though I'd never considered sucking a guy... and equally confusing was the rock hard dick in my pants.
"Although it's been a while," I said, not sure why I added that.
"Which is why I never date a bitch for more than a couple of months," James said, his cock now completely hard. And although it was shorter than Mike's, it was shockingly fat... like a tree stump.
"As if you ever keep your bitches as long as a couple of weeks," Mike laughed.
"Says the guy who never bangs the same girl twice," James shot back, as Dave continued bobbing smoothly on Mike's cock. My wife gave me decent blow jobs, but she couldn't continue them for long... which meant I never came just from the blow jobs.
"What can I say? I like variety," Mike said, as he pulled his dick out of Dave's mouth.
Dave glanced at me with a hint of shame before James offered him his cock.
"What letter are you at now?" James asked.
"L," Mike said.
"Letter?" I asked, as I watched Dave's mouth stretching around James' ridiculously fat dick.
"Yeah. I fuck my way through the alphabet by first names," he said, his hard dick now pointing directly at me... which was especially awkward since I was sitting down and he was standing up... and even though I was a hundred percent straight, I couldn't take my eyes off his dick.
"Really?"
"Yeah, I'm on my second time through the alphabet," he said.
"You found an X?" I asked.
"Yeah, I fucked a Xena," he said.
"And a few days later, he banged a MILF named Zusha," James said as he got blown.
Mike shrugged, "I prefer older women."
"Mike rarely bangs anyone under forty," James said.
"I like experienced women," Mike said, as the second half of the football game started. Mike apparently caught me staring at his dick, and he asked, "Ever sucked any cock, Greg?"
"W-w-what?" I stammered. "N-n-no."
"Ever think about it?" Mike asked, looking down at me.
"No," I said, which was true.
"You sure?" he asked. "You don't seem able to stop staring at my dick."
"It's just I'm not used to having a big dick swaying around in front of my face," I said, which was also true.
"This is a freeuse house," Mike said.
"Freeuse?" I said, as he moved his hand to his dick and began to stroke it.
"Yeah, both of our bottom boy Dave's holes are available to the rest of us anytime we're here," Mike explained.
"You're not serious?" I said, even though that did explain why both guys had shoved their dicks in Dave's mouth with no warning in such a cavalier, nonchalant way.
"I'm deadly serious," he said. "Sometimes we'll also have a sexy freeuse MILF come over too."
"Yeah, the woman who lived in the house you bought was a nasty three-hole slut," James said approvingly.
"Fiona?" I asked. I'd met her, and she was in her mid-fifties, quite large, and a grandmother.
"Yeah, she sucked dick better than any other woman I've ever had," Mike said reminiscently.
"And her ass was fucking tight," James said.
"As was her husband's," Mike said.
"Yeah, he could never get enough dick," James said, as Mike sidled a little closer to me.
"The two of them together could guzzle down a dozen loads or more in an hour and a half," Mike said.
"Yeah, I miss them already," James said.
"Yeah," Mike agreed, as he glanced to the television while he stroked his cock. "Shit, we're at the eight yard line!"
"Nice," I said, having been so distracted by the strange situation, the bizarre conversation, and the hard cock just inches away from my face.
"Thanks," Mike said with a smirk.
"I meant the game," I clarified, although I'd been staring at his cock when I said that.
"Sure, sure," he said, his tone conveying that he didn't believe me.
"Seriously," I said.
"I bet you're thinking of having my cock in your mouth right now, aren't you?" he said.
I'd turned back to the game to see the Panthers score a go ahead touchdown, so I pumped my fist and sang out, "Yes!" at the most inopportune time.
"I thought so," he said, and shoved his cock in my mouth before I had any time to object .
I could have pushed him away.
I should have pushed him away.
I could have backed away, so his cock wasn't in my mouth.
I should have backed away.
Yet I just sat there stoically.
Stunned.
Confused.
Frozen in indecision.
I couldn't explain why, but it felt oddly comfortable to have a cock resting in my mouth.
"Go ahead, Greg," Mike said. "Suck my cock."
I didn't obey.
Or rather I didn't obey at first.
I couldn't believe I had a cock in my mouth.
I couldn't believe when I felt myself beginning to bob.
"There you go, cock sucker," Mike groaned, making my red cheeks burn even redder... the term cock sucker not one I'd ever imagined being applied to me. Yet... yet... I was suddenly consumed with a surreal urge to start sucking.
As I've mentioned, I'd never considered sucking a cock... not even once... yet now that I unexpectedly had one in my mouth, I felt an immediate desire to suck it.
"Oh yeah, we've just found our replacement for you, Dave," James said, as I ever so slowly bobbed on Mike's cock... which felt so hard, warm and comfortable inside my mouth.
"I told you guys he'd be a perfect freeuse faggot for us," Mike bragged, as he pulled me off the couch and onto the floor on my knees... his cock slipping free.
Being called a cock sucker... and a freeuse faggot... and hearing James inferring this would become an ongoing thing, I knew I needed to slam on the brakes before things went any further. I could probably justify what had already transpired as a brief moment of weakness, or that my brain had been shocked into inaction, or that Mike had forced his dick into my mouth... which he had... but I couldn't explain away the thirty seconds or so I'd willingly sucked his cock.
In desperation I blurted out, "Mike, I can't do this!"
"Oh fuck," Dave moaned. I turned my head towards the sound and saw that Dave was now on all fours on the couch, and James was buttfucking him... making my eyes go wide.
"Of course you can! You're a cock sucker, Greg," Mike told me, slapping my face with his cock.
"I'm not," I said, shaking my head.
"Then why did you suck my cock?"
"You shoved it in my mouth," I pointed out, oddly not getting off my knees.
"But once it was there, did I make you start sucking?"
"I-I-I don't know why I did that," I stammered, busted by the accusation, and unable to explain why I did that... not even to myself.
"It's because you're a born cock sucker," he said, sliding his cock back in my mouth.
Again I had his cock in my mouth.
Again I had a choice to make.
Again my body betrayed me as, after a brief hesitation, I resumed bobbing.
"Oh fuck, fuck my ass," Dave moaned, sounding like he was really enjoying bottoming ... another activity I'd never even remotely considered. Mary often said the ass was an exit only hole, although I don't know why, since I'd never fucked an ass, and I hadn't ever brought up the subject to her.
"Think he'll become our bottom bitch too?" James asked, as I slowly sucked Mike's cock.
"Yeah, soon he'll be our two-hole cum bucket," Mike asserted confidently... and the only thing more shocking than my sucking Mike's cock was his opinion that I'd take it in the ass.
"Yeah, I was worried we wouldn't find a new freeuse faggot for another month or so," James said.
"I told you I'd take care of it," Mike said as I kept sucking his dick... taking just over three inches into my mouth... sucking his dick tentatively, since I didn't really know what I was doing. I mean sucking a dick wasn't a particularly complex activity... just keep your teeth out of the way while you bob back and forth... yet I couldn't fathom possibly taking more than half of his massive dick in my mouth. Mine was just under five inches, and although Mary could deep throat me, she seldom did.
"Yeah, you can recruit bitches and faggots like Brady can throw touchdowns," James said.
"Oh God, James, harder, destroy my pussy with that cock," Dave begged and moaned like a bitch in heat.
"You'll soon be saying that too, Greg," Mike said, as he clutched both sides of my head and began pumping most of his cock in my mouth... making me gag.
He pulled out, saliva dripping down my chin as he ordered, "Focus on breathing through your nose while I face fuck you, faggot."
I tried to reply, but I was muzzled by his cock sliding back into my mouth.
"Now get sucking, Greg," Mike ordered, half of his cock in my mouth.
Yet again I'd had a momentary opportunity to do something besides suck.
Yet again I hadn't taken it.
Instead I began bobbing... feeling a weird compulsion to obey him... a desire to suck... which made no sense. I'd never been curious about sucking cock... hadn't ever even dwelled momentarily upon the thought before today... yet here I was... sucking my much younger neighbor's cock while right next to me another guy was getting ass fucked.
"Oh yeah, I knew you'd be the perfect replacement for Dave," Mike said, as I slowly bobbed.
"Oh fuck," Dave moaned loudly, not sounding at all manly.
I bobbed for a couple minutes... but then I heard the front door open.
I froze!
"Don't you dare stop sucking, cock sucker," Dave ordered, as he pumped his entire cock in my mouth, making me gag again.
Oddly, I heard myself apologizing as I resumed sucking.
"Shit, I see you found a new faggot," a very deep voice said... and this one sounded very manly, although I couldn't see him past my mouthful of dick.
"Yeah, and he's a raw virgin," Mike said, sounding totally confident while my cock raged.
"Shit," the man said. "So he's got a virgin pussy?"
"Yep, plus he hasn't even tasted his first load yet," Mike said as he resumed fucking my face.
"Poor fellah! We'd better do something about that," the man said.
"Yes, and I think I can help him out in another half a minute," Mike promised. He then furiously fucked my mouth, and in just a dozen more strokes he warned, "Any moment now," before he erupted into my mouth, growling, "Oh yes! Swallow it, cock sucker."
I had no choice as he held my head and deposited his load into my mouth and down my throat... which... which... which made me come in my pants.
I swallowed his load... feeling a surreal rush of ecstasy at being used so roughly, and it exciting me enough to prompt a no-touch orgasm.
"Oh fuck," Mike groaned as he pumped his load into me. Thankfully, since I was on my knees, no one could tell I'd come from being used like a cock sucking girl.
"My turn to shoot a load," James said, and he came over to me as Mike pulled out.
Before I could say anything... which I really wanted to do, since his cock had just been in Dave's ass... an entirely new level of perverse humiliation for me... he shoved his cock in my mouth.
Mindlessly... now intoxicated by cock... I bobbed on James... ignoring the gross reality that I was sucking a cock just in another man's ass. Yet to my surprise, other than a little tangy, it didn't taste gross at all.
"I get his pussy first," the new man said.
"Sure, Bubba," Mike said as I bobbed on another cock. "I'll get the lube."
"Yeah, this bitch is about to start moaning like an eighteen-year-old slut," Bubba (the man with the deep voice) said with a confidence that scared me.
James said, sensing my fear, "Don't worry. After you start getting dicks in your pussy, you'll never get enough of them."
"Just like you constantly crave a dick in your mouth," Mike added.
I shook my head sideways even though I kept sucking... which was a rather weak protest.
"Maybe he'd rather just remain a cock sucker," Mike said.
"That really isn't an option," Bubba said.
"True, true," Mike agreed as I bobbed on James' cock.
James grunted a few seconds later and deposited his load in my mouth... this time I smoothly kept sucking and swallowing... feeling a complete sense of surreal satisfaction at sucking a cock to completion and swallowing its load... my cock still rock hard, even after I'd come in my pants.
"Dave, prep your replacement," Mike instructed.
"Yes, Master," Dave said, a word that enhanced the hierarchy I was suddenly part of.
"Stand up," Mike said, as James pulled his cock out of my mouth... the aftertaste of his cum lingering.
I did, sheepishly, my knees sore after being on them for a good fifteen minutes.
"Did you come in your pants just now?" Bubba asked, as I looked... way up... at a very large black man... six-and-a-half feet tall... and young... twenties, maybe... with the physique of an offensive lineman.
"Um... I... well..." I struggled to find something to say, totally embarrassed to be caught with my cum stained pants.
"Shit, this one's a pure faggot," James roared with laughter. "Even Dave... who loves getting spit roasted... has never come from getting fucked... never mind just from sucking a dick or two."
"I don't know what happened," I explained, which of course wasn't much of an explanation.
"It's not rocket science: you were sucking dick, you got excited, so you came in your pants," Mike said.
"But I don't know why," I said, truly not understanding. "I'm not gay."
"You just willingly sucked two cocks," Mike pointed out.
"It wasn't willingly," I countered.
"Okay, I'll admit James and I didn't give you much choice when we stuck our dicks in your mouth. But once they were there, did you bob willingly?" Mike interrogated as Dave walked up to me... wearing only a t-shirt... his dick tiny and flaccid... with lube in his hand.
"Okay, guilty as charged. But I'm not getting fucked," I said.
"You're not?" Mike asked.
"No way," I asserted.
Bubba pulled his pants down and said, "Okay, here's the deal. You can either suck my dick or get fucked."
"I'll suck your dick," I said without hesitation, even though I could see his cock was mammoth. Much longer and thicker than either Mike's or James'.
"Then get sucking," Bubba said, his dark chocolate cock semi-hard.
I quickly dropped to my knees, having decided this was a decent compromise... one more blow job instead of getting ass fucked.
"Shit, he's an eager faggot," James said as I took the cock in my mouth.
"It will smell and taste like pussy, because I just fucked Janice," Bubba said.
"Lucky guy," James said, as I did indeed smell pussy and could taste it too... which made the cock sucking even more exciting. I hated to admit it... but a cock in my mouth was exhilarating... and natural... and had my own cock hard again.
"Me or the new faggot?" Bubba asked with a deep laugh, making his cock, now almost completely hard, vibrate in my mouth.
"Both," Mike said.
"Fuck," James sighed.
"The Panthers need a new corner," Mike sighed as the cock in my mouth finished hardening completely... just as I heard the Generals had scored... having literally forgotten there was a football game going on.
"He fell and sprained something," James explained.
"Jesus Christ!" Mike bellowed. "I'm out two hundred bucks if we lose."
"We're only down by one," James said.
"True," Mike said. "And there's lots of time left."
"What's the over-under?" Bubba asked.
"Thirty-eight," Mike said.
"What game is next?" Bubba asked as I sucked his cock, figuring it must be at least ten inches long and fat as fuck.
"Stallions against Gamblers," Mike said.
"Should be a good one," Bubba said.
"Usually is," Mike said. "They hate each other."
"I love the rivalries," Bubba said.
As I sucked, I felt my pants being undone and my zipper pulled down.
I begged, "Please! I just want to be a cock sucker," which I'd never imagined ever saying.
"No worries. We won't fuck you until you beg us to do it," Mike promised.
Bubba shoved his cock back in my mouth and said, "But this mouth was born to suck and get fucked."
"But we do need to let you enjoy Dave as our freeuse faggot at least once before you replace him," Mike said.
I couldn't respond, since I had a dick in my mouth... a monster dick... that I resumed bobbing on. I felt my dick being pulled out, and soon I felt a mouth on it.
My eyes went wide! I was getting my cock sucked by a guy while I sucked a different guy's .
Surreal!
I sucked Bubba, stuffing over five inches of it into my mouth, while my own dick was being worked over better than my wife ever could. He saved up some excessive saliva to make it feel really good.
"Yes!" Mike yelled.
"Go for two!" Bubba urged.
"For sure!" James added.



A couple minutes later, after we got the two-point convert, Bubba warned, "Get ready for my load, faggot."
I moaned on his cock while Dave was really working my dick over.
"Yeah, you want my cum?" Bubba asked, pulling his cock out of my mouth.
I didn't even hesitate, desperately craving his cum, "Yes please, give me that big load."
"Because you're a cock sucker?" he asked, slapping my face with his hard rod.
"Yes," I admitted, shame and acceptance battling for dominance inside me.
"Yes, what?" he drilled down, sliding his cock in my mouth and then pulling it back out.
"Yes, I'm your cock sucker," I declared, desperately wanting his cock back in my mouth and his cum swallowed down my throat.
"And our new freeuse faggot?" he added, sliding his cock into my mouth and fucking me roughly, jamming all ten inches into my mouth and throat, making my eyes water while I gagged.
When he pulled out, I was shocked to realize I'd managed to fit all ten inches of Bubba's cock in my mouth, albeit briefly. Not worried about the consequences of my declaration, but only caring about getting this perfect cock back in my mouth, I replied, coughing a little, "Yes, I'm your new freeuse faggot."
"Which includes giving us that pussy," Bubba said, "ya good with that?" as he slid back into my mouth and fucked my face.
I focused on breathing through my nose and not gagging, while I grunted, "Unh hunh."
"This faggot is a keeper," James said.
"Oh yeah, I knew he'd be perfect the minute I saw him," Mike said for the second time... which really baffled me... how could I possibly look like a faggot? I worked out at the gym... I was 200 pounds and in great shape... nothing about me said gay... or cock sucker... or especially faggot!
"Well, you were damn right," Bubba said as he pulled out, and then before I had any time to react, I was shocked to feel his cum exploding all over my face... on two counts. First, I was shocked to get a facial. Second, I was shocked by how warm and pleasant the cum felt when it hit my face... something else I'd never considered. I wanted some of that cum in my mouth, so without thinking, I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around the pulsing cock, catching the chocolate stud's final little ropes of cum.
"Only a real faggot takes the cock back into his mouth to get more cum," Bubba laughed.
I didn't respond with words as I bobbed, extracting every last drop of his salty seed... which was shockingly delicious and instantly addicting.
A minute later Bubba pulled out, and Mike asked me, "Want to fuck the freeuse?"
"What?" I asked, looking down at Dave, who was sucking me from the side, which must have been awkward.
"Just bend him over and fuck his ass," Mike advised.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah, freeuse means exactly that: all his holes are free for us... including you... to use," Mike explained.
"I don't know," I hesitated... this seeming gayer than sucking cock... which was pretty ridiculous, since I'd just sucked three dicks, swallowed two loads, and loved taking a facial.
Dave backed off of my cock and said... no, actually begged... as he stood up and bent over the table, "Please Greg, fuck my pussy! I need it so bad!"
"You sure?" I asked.
"Yeah, there's nothing better than a cock in my pussy," he said, sounding desperate.
"Just fuck him," Mike told me.
Feeling horny as fuck... and wanting to reclaim a bit of my manhood... by becoming a top instead of a bottom... I stood up and shrugged, "Okay, sure. Why not?"
I stepped behind his ass and slid my cock into it... which he easily swallowed, even though it was a really tight fit.
"Oh yeah, fuck me, breed me," Dave moaned as I slowly fucked his ass... feeling a rush of adrenaline from doing it.
"Yeah, give it to him, Greg," Mike encouraged.
"Pound that pussy," James added.
"Soon you're going to be the pussy," Bubba said, summoning me back into his strange reality.
"Oh yes, harder! Fuck me harder, Greg," Dave moaned, his left arm stretched forward so I could see his wedding ring... while I could also see mine, since my hands were on his hips.
"Oh fuck," I groaned just a few strokes later... already about to burst.
"Come in his pussy!" Bubba cheered.
"Breed the bitch!" James added nonsensically.
"Yes, come inside me, Greg," Dave whimpered in a wildly feminine tone.
"Okay," I grunted, and a few seconds later I erupted my second load of this surreal day... this one in a guy's ass... or perhaps his pussy, in this context.
"Yesssss," he moaned loudly as I spewed my load into him.
"Yes," Mike said.
"Pick six!" Bubba cheered, throwing both hands in the air.
"Nice," I said. We were talking football again for the first time since the first cock had slipped into my mouth what seemed like an eternity ago... but when I checked the game clock on the television, there was still twelve minutes left, so I'd been at this for only about half an hour. So In half an hour I'd sucked three cocks, swallowed two loads, taken one facial, came in my pants, and most recently I'd fucked and come inside a man's asshole.
"Yeah," Mike said, the other three men now fully dressed and drinking beer.
I pulled out a minute later, pulled my pants up, but then didn't know what to do next.
"Grab a beer and come sit down," Mike said... gregoriously (sorry!).
"Uh, yeah, sure," I said.
"You probably worked up a thirst doing all that dick smoking," Bubba said.
I didn't say anything, just as my phone rang. "Say hi to Mary for me," Mike said.
I walked away and answered the phone, "Hi, honey." I had cum aftertaste in my mouth, and I realized that some actual cum was still on my face.
"How's the game?"
"We're on top by 14," I said.
"That's great," she said, since I always felt morose whenever the Panthers lost.
"Yeah, they came alive in the second half," I said.
"That is great," she said. After a pause, she asked, "How's the boys only day going?"
"It's been quite a day," I said, the understatement of the year.
"That's good," she said. "I was hoping you guys would get along."
"Yeah, I already seem to have become a member of the group," I said, as I grabbed a beer... although still unsure about what all this meant.
"Well, I won't keep you," she said. "Don't forget my parents are coming over at four."
"Right, right," I said, realizing I wouldn't be able to stay for the second game.
"You forgot, didn't you?" she teased.
"I didn't forget," I quipped, sipping on a beer. "I just didn't remember."
"Yeah, yeah," she chuckled. "Don't be late."
"I won't," I said, knowing she hated being late for anything, and her mother was the same away.
"Love you," she said.
"Love you too," I replied.
I hung up, returned to the living room and sat on the chair I was using before all this began.
We watched the rest of the game, the Panthers scoring two more field goals, before I said, "I'd love to stay for the second game, but my in-laws are coming over."
"No worries," Mike said, as he walked over and shook my hand. "Thanks for coming."
That should have been a simple sentence, yet I read between the obvious words to the sexual inference that was also there.
"Yeah, it was something else," I said, still processing everything I'd done... and for the most part... willingly.
"We're having a farewell party for Dave tomorrow night," Mike said. "Seven o'clock. We'd really like to have you over."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes Greg, its time to officially begin your new role as our freeuse faggot," Bubba said bluntly.
"It is," Mike agreed.
"I'm not sure I can do all of that again," I said, having had time to recover from my moment of weakness, and feeling bad about cheating on my wife.
"Your wife won't know," Mike said, as if reading my mind.
"And if she does find out, she'll probably love some of my BBC," Bubba said, cupping his cock.
"And after I bed Layla in a few days, I'll be ready for an M. So think about it," Mike said.
"Okay," I said.
"But this is a one time offer," Mike said.
"What is?"
"Becoming our freeuse faggot," Mike said. "There's no shortage of married men who'll do anything to serve as a freeuse faggot for young men like us."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah, watch," he said. He grabbed his phone, typed something, and showed it to me.
FAGGOT... GET OVER HERE NOW.
As I read the brief message, I saw the three ellipses and then almost an immediate response, Yes Master, on my way.
My eyes went wide.
"He's a lawyer for a huge firm, and he has a hot wife and three kids," Mike said.
"No way," I said.
"Our stable also has a teacher who taught me a few years ago. He once snuck away from his wife during a movie to suck two of us in the theatre bathroom," James said.
"And I remember the groom who left his own wedding reception to sneak up to his hotel room and get spit-roasted. We ordered him to retain three loads of cum in his asshole for the rest of the night," Bubba said.
"Oh fuck, that was wild," Mike laughed.
"Although the minister from the Baptist church who screamed 'Oh God,' over and over while he was getting his ass fucked, was pretty hot too," James said.
"Anyway," Mike said, "the point is that we're offering you a great opportunity, but it's a one-time deal. So think about it. If you come over tomorrow, you'll be signing on as our freeuse faggot, and you'll thereafter suck any cock we offer you, and give up your anal cherry. But if you don't show, we'll understand you've chosen to go back to your bland, uneventful married life forever. The choice is yours."
"I've got to go," I said, everything I'd heard sounding so crazy, and the limited-time offer something I had no idea how to deal with.
"See ya," Mike said.
"See you tomorrow, faggot," Bubba called out, as I turned and walked away.
"You should probably make sure there isn't any cum on your face," James called out.
"Oh shit, right," I said, detouring to the washroom.
I washed my face... I stared at myself in the mirror... and I pondered what the fuck had just happened. Why did I let it happen? Three cocks! Why did I fuck Dave's ass?
I sighed and headed out, glancing at the couch where Dave was back on his knees sucking Mike's cock, while he simultaneously stroked the other two guys... which to my dismay, made my mouth water and my cock harden. Again.
I scurried out, thinking there was no way I could come back here tomorrow. If I could resist the temptation for a single day, the option would become closed forever to me.
That seemed easy enough.
Just don't suck any cock for a single day.
I'd gone without sucking cock for over forty years... one day shouldn't be a problem.
Should it?
THE END
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Mommy's Stuck
Summary: A Mom gets stuck under her bed, is discovered by her son and...
Note 1: This story is based on the silly plot of a woman getting stuck and needing a rescue... with strings. It's a pretty short story for me... so any of you who complain that mine are too long, hopefully you'll like this one.
Note 2: This is a NUDE DAY 2022 Contest story so please vote. Of course, the story doesn't take place on NUDE DAY, but the action occurs because of nudity.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
Mommy's Stuck
Mandy was getting ready to attend a gala. This was her first major outing since her husband James had passed... during COVID... although from a heart attack, not COVID... like everyone assumed. Since she rarely got dolled up recently, she was going all out.
She'd gotten an almost full Brazilian yesterday, since because of her bright red bush, at least a narrow landing strip was a must... at the urging of her sister Heather, who said she had to get back out there... at only 44, she had to move on... James would want her to.
Mandy bought herself a new red dress that showcased her firm tits and great ass... having stayed in amazing shape, and had even lost the last of her baby-carrying weight (which she'd held onto for almost twenty years) during the two years the world had shut down.
Bowing to Heather 's influence, she'd even bought some new lingerie... her sister frequently urging her always to be ready just in case she ended up in a promising situation. Truth be told, Mandy wasn't sure she was ready to get back out there, nor was she expecting to hook up with anyone tonight or in the near future, but she did enjoy dressing up... James had always loved seeing her in sexy lingerie... garter-belts and stockings really driving him wild... so donning sexy lingerie underneath her short, sexy (but sophisticated) dress was a bit of a rush. She felt particularly naughty when she decided to go commando tonight, and she reminded herself she'd need to be careful not to inadvertently present any X-rated displays.
Mandy put on the garter-belt and carefully slid the silky sheer mocha stockings with the sexy seams down the back (James had loved the seams as well as the Cuban heels), and examined herself in the mirror. She had to admit she looked pretty amazing! Her 34B tits were still firm. Her trim figure was back to her early twenties, and her legs looked amazing in the dark mocha shade... her favourite shade, since it was as close as she ever came to showing off a good tan, since she burned so damn easy... the only drawback of being a redhead.
She examined at her ring finger. Particularly her ring... her wedding ring. Which she hadn't removed since her husband's tragic passing. She stared at it for a full minute, perhaps two, before she slowly and ceremoniously removed it.
But it slipped past her fingers, ricocheted off the linoleum floor, and rolled under her bed.
Mandy sighed. "Fuck!"
She got down on the floor and crawled under her bed, reaching for the ring. Luckily it was just within her reach. She clutched it between her fingers and slowly pulled her hand back.
Once she could reach it with both hands, she slid it back onto her finger, taking this misstep as a sign that she shouldn't stop wearing it yet, and went to continue backwards from under the bed. But then she realized she was stuck. Her pearl necklace, the last gift James had ever given her, had caught on something in the bedsprings. It was very special to her, so no way did she want to damage it!
She cursed rather loudly, "Mother fucker!"
Her son Blair was just down the hallway in his bedroom when he heard his Mom curse, and it was an odd curse, since Blair would love to become a literal mother fucker. His Mom was his number one stroke fantasy... in his opinion she'd always been hot, but she'd become amazingly so since the outbreak of COVID. Her habitually wearing nylons every day added fuel to his number one fetish.
He went silently down the hall to his Mom's room, the door slightly ajar, and peeked inside. His eyes went wide when he saw the last thing he could have expected... his Mom's amazing ass was bent over, with her pussy (and red landing strip) within full view.
Mandy sighed. Her son was home, but she didn't want to call out to him, since he would then arrive to find her in a very awkward (and exposed!) position. Yet she couldn't just remain here partway under her bed all night!
Blair pulled out his phone as he quietly tiptoed into his Mom's room. He knew it was wrong, but he couldn't resist. He snapped a couple pictures from just inside the doorway.
His cock hardened in a heartbeat, and he quietly pulled down his swimming trunks (which was all he was wearing, since he'd just come out of the backyard pool), and so here he was, gloriously naked (but not afraid) inside his Mom's bedroom.
Blair still knew it was wrong... so damn wrong... but regardless, he shifted the camera to video and began filming as he slowly stroked his cock.
Mandy knew it would be terribly embarrassing, but she had no other choice, so she called out, "Blair!"
Blair kept silently and slowly stroking his cock as he admired his Mom's ass... his Mom's pussy... and the mocha soles of his Mom's stocking-clad feet.
Mandy, becoming very impatient, tried to wriggle herself out ever so cautiously... wiggling her ass... twisting her body back and forth... unaware that she was putting on a terrific show for her nineteen-year-old college son.
"Jesus," Blair whispered to himself, as his Mom flexed her ass around in a sensual way.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Mandy cursed, still stuck.
Blair, admiring the sexy seams up the back of his Mom's legs, took a deep breath, snuck out of the room and called back in from the hallway, "Are you okay, Mom?"
"Thank God," Mandy muttered to herself.
"Oh my," Blair said, acting surprised as he re-entered the room. "Oh dear, you're not okay, are you, Mom?"
"Blair, I'm stuck," the Mom said, humiliated to be caught half naked by her son, and frustrated at being stuck.
"Oh," Blair said, as he moved closer, moving a little closer as he kept filming his Mom... his eyes moving from her ass to the soles of her feet, to her pussy... her mostly shaved pussy... to her entire perfect pose.
"Call your Aunt Heather," Mandy said.
"Okay," Blair said, but actually he got right behind his Mom, then knelt down to film a closeup of her amazing ass and her even-better-than-shaved pussy.
"Hurry," Mandy urged, mortified to be stuck in such a predicament.
"Okay," Blair said as he bent down to admire his Mom's pussy from just inches away, instead of calling his aunt like he said he'd do. He set his phone on its side to continue filming.
To Mandy it sounded like her son's voice was much closer to her now... and then she felt a hot little breath on her thigh. Her eyes went wide. Was her son crouching right behind her so he could perv? "Blair?" she asked tentatively.
Blair froze. He knew he'd probably out himself if he didn't answer, but he was so transfixed by this view of his Mom's ass and pussy... that he couldn't speak.
"Blair?" she repeated.
"Yes?" Blair asked, carefully advancing his hands along the floor as he inched even closer to her pussy.
"What are you doing?"
"Your pussy is so pretty," Blair crooned dreamily, his lips and tongue now only a couple of inches away from it.
"Blair, I can feel your breath on my privates! So stop whatever you're doing, and phone your Aunt Heather so she can come and rescue me," Mandy ordered sternly. But unfortunately, feeling his breath on her pussy was making her tremble ever so slightly. So if she ignored the moral issues being compromised here... which she definitely mustn't do... his grossly inappropriate attentions weren't totally bad.
"Mom, I can't resist you," Blair said as he pondered what to do next.
He could lick her pussy... he fucking loved eating pussy... since once he'd eaten her pussy the girl was always appreciative, which usually led her to doing things for him she wouldn't do for any other guys. Blair had just finished his first year of college, and although he'd fucked a few coeds, he preferred older women. So far he'd fucked two professors and a couple dozen MILFs, including the executive assistant to the Dean, a Russian janitor, and the owner of his favourite restaurant, a hot Afghan woman.
But now he had the chance to slide his cock into his ultimate dream MILF... his very own Mom! The idea of fucking her had long been his ultimate turn-on and his most compelling stroke fantasy.
"Blair, let's try another approach. I just need you to slide under the bed and unhook my necklace from wherever it's stuck," Mandy instructed, trying to get him to focus on her problem... even as she continued to feel her son's hot breath on her pussy... making her shiver... which confused her.
"Mom, your pussy's getting wet," Blair said, and he couldn't resist leaning forward and licking the wetness.
"Blair, what are you doing?" Mandy squealed when she felt her son's tongue on her pussy.
"Just relax, Mom," Blair said, knowing he had a gifted tongue that usually had women moaning with pleasure in almost no time... in his senior year of high school his Mom's friend... Barbara... had taught him all about the ways to pleasure a woman... when she took his virginity two days after he turned eighteen.
"Blair, stop that right now," Mandy demanded as his tongue parted her pussy lips.
"You taste so good," Blair said, knowing that complimenting the taste of a woman's pussy made her more comfortable... although this was an entirely new level of kink... being his Mom and all. That said, he wasn't lying... she did taste good... very, very good.
"Blair, what you're doing is wrong," Mandy said even though her body was betraying her, since his tongue felt so good... it was almost two years since her pussy had been touched by a man... by someone's tongue... her husband had been a great pussy licker, and her son seemed to have inherited the gift.
"Does it feel wrong?" Blair asked as he probed her pussy hole.
"Blair," she moaned, unable to complete a sentence with his tongue really working her long-neglected pussy over... she'd masturbated exactly twice in the past two years... coming only once... giving up the other time when she couldn't get herself off.
"Just relax, Mom," Blair said confidently, since his Mom's voice wasn't angry or furious, but confused and morally righteous.
"You need to stooooooop," the Mom demanded, although she added a loud moan when she felt her son's finger begin tapping on her clit while he probed her pussy.
"I can't, Mom, "Blair said. "I've fantasized about doing this forever."
"You have?" Mandy asked, so confused. She knew this was wrong... yet Blair was right... it felt so good. Learning that her son had fantasized about her was completely shocking... although she knew he appreciated her legs... having noticed him staring at them on multiple occasions... he must have a nylon fetish just like his dad had.
"Every day," the son said as he tapped her clit and licked her pussy.
"But you're my son," Mandy moaned, pointing out the obvious... even as an orgasm rose inside her.
"And I'll always look after you," Blair said as he really worked his Mom over... sensing she was close to coming from his aggressive tongue and his finger tapping on her clit.
"Oh God, Blair," Mandy moaned, knowing this was so wrong, yet unable to deny the pleasure he was giving her.
"Come for me, Mommy," he said, using the sexy, naughty term he'd read in so many incest Mom and son stories and faux incest videos, as he slid two fingers inside his Mom's very wet pussy, and although he usually ate a woman while she was on her back and the g-spot was easy to find, he probed his fingers around for a moment until he found her g-spot, and she climaxed almost instantly.
"Oh son!!" Mandy screamed as her orgasm hit her, and she trembled violently.
He felt her juices flooding his hand, so he quickly pulled his fingers out and lapped up his Mom's sweet cum.
Mandy couldn't believe the intensity of her orgasm... as her body endured wave after wave of euphoria... briefly forgetting it was her son who'd gotten her off.
Blair in his own rapture, thinking with his lower head, and after long moments of savouring his Mom's sweet nectar, scooted up, and without even a second thought, he slid his seven-inch dick into his Mom's leaking pussy.
"Blaaaaaair!," Mandy moaned in weak protest as she felt her son's cock... his very big cock... slide into her pussy.
"I have to, Mommy," Blair groaned as he started fucking his Mom.
"Oh God, son," Mandy moaned, as pleasure consumed her... her first orgasm not even completely faded away as a second one began rising inside her.
"Your pussy feels so good, Mommy," Blair said, as he pumped in and out of her... in awe that at long last he was fucking his Mom!
"You shouldn't be fucking your Mommy," Mandy moaned, turned on not only from her son's dick inside her, but the incestuous wordplay... each of them calling her Mommy sounding so nasty and taboo.
"I know, Mommy, Blair said. "But do you want me to stop?"
Here was Mandy's chance to halt this incestuous act, yet now she didn't want it to end. She wanted her son to keep right on fucking her... so... she replied with great eagerness, "No son, keep fucking Mommy. Give Mommy all of that that big dick!"
"Oh yeah," Blair said, in awe that his Mom was now enthusiastically agreeing to commit incest. He began fucking her faster... harder....
"Oh yeah, fuck Mommy, baby, fuck Mommy's pussy," Mandy moaned, always talking nasty in the heat of the moment... although never before quite like this.
Blair was in complete rapture as he did what his Mom wanted... slamming into her from behind... but wishing he could see her face while he fucked her. There was just something so sexy about a woman's expressions while she was getting fucked.
As her son fucked her hard, she suddenly noticed her necklace was no longer caught on the bed. Wanting to get into a different position, her back not fond of this position, she said, "I'm not stuck anymore. Help me out of here."
"Okay," Blair said, hoping this interruption wouldn't extinguish the lustful fire between them. He pulled out, and while admiring her ass, he lifted up the bedframe.
Mandy rolled out from under it.
Blair slowly lowered the bed back down.
Mandy saw her son's dick for the first time in years... his magnificent dick... glistening with her wetness... and she just had to taste it. She stepped close to him and asked, overwhelmed with lust, "Is it okay if Mommy sucks your big dick?"
"Okay? It's more than okay," he replied, and his Mom's lips were wrapped around his dick before he finished speaking.
He'd always found that older women gave better blow jobs, and that assessment was proven indisputably correct as his beautiful Mom bobbed on his dick with smooth precision... and to her credit, she took all seven inches in her mouth...
Her son's tool was about the same size as her husband's had been, so she could easily deep throat it... for thankfully sucking dick isn't a skill you lose after two years of not practicing. She'd always loved sucking cock... in college she'd been well-known for her cock sucking skill. Truth was, she loved controlling a man's orgasm, and right now, although she wanted his dick back in her pussy... she was also craving his load... since cum was something else she'd sorely missed for the last two years.
"Oh fuck, Mom," Blair groaned, as she expertly worked on his dick, and he watched her do it... looking so fucking hot with his dick all the way down her throat.
"MMmmmmm," she purred, wanting him to know how much she was enjoying his dick.
Blair knew he wouldn't last long, this blow job from his mother too intense for him to control his boiling balls, and he warned, "Mom, I'm going to come real soon!"
Mandy pulled back from her son's dick just long enough to say, "Then come! I want your load in my mouth, son," before she resumed sucking with even more hunger and lust.
"Oh fuck, Mom," Blair groaned, knowing he was about to erupt.
Mandy sucked on her son's cock with reckless abandon for another fifteen seconds, before she heard him grunt, felt his cock twitch in her mouth, and then the warm, creamy load erupted into her mouth, surged flavourfully across her taste buds, and glided smoothly down her throat.
"Oh Mommy," he moaned, his entire body trembling as he came in his Mom's mouth... rope after rope shooting into her.
Mandy kept bobbing until every drop of her son's sweet seed was in her belly before backing off, standing up and kissing her son... messily... and passionately.
Blair kissed his Mom back, and the two spent two or three minutes engaged in the lustful passionate kiss.
Mandy needing her son's dick inside her, her pussy still on fire, broke the kiss and said, "I hope you reload quickly. Mommy needs to get fucked right now."
"Oh, I'm ready right now," Blair said, able to reload two or three times without a break.
"Then help me out of this dress and bra... I assume you'd like me to keep the stockings?"
He agreed enthusiastically while he unzipped her dress.
Then once she was effectively naked, she resumed speaking. "Now come to bed and fuck Mommy," taking her son by the hand and leading him to her bed... the bed where she used to have sex with her husband.
Blair followed, and as his Mom climbed onto her bed and onto her back, he knelt between her legs and admired her body.
"What are you waiting for?" Mandy asked, expecting her son to fuck her right away.
"I'm just admiring your incredible beauty," he said.
"Oh my son," she said as she brought her left foot to his chest and slid her nylon-clad sole up and down. "That's so sweet!"
"I mean it, Mom," he said. "You're the most beautiful woman I know."
She grasped her son's hard dick with the soles of her feet and smoothly stroked it, saying, "I'm also very flexible."
"That feels amazing."
"Your dad loved my nylon foot jobs."
"Then I guess I get that from him."
"Along with your big cock," she smiled as she gave him a nylon foot job.
"God, I can't believe we're really doing this."
"You didn't seem very surprised when you licked my pussy and fucked me under the bed."
"I can't believe I did that either," he said. "It was a huge risk... and it could have gone a lot differently than it did."
"I can't believe you took advantage of Mommy like that either," the Mom said, although she was obviously pleased with the end result.
"You didn't put up much of a fight," Blair pointed out.
"How could I?" the Mom asked. "I was literally stuck and helpless."
"You're not stuck or helpless now," Blair smiled.
"No, I'm certainly not, you hot stud," she agreed, and she wrapped her legs around her son and pulled him closer to her. "What I am now is horny, and I need you to fuck me. Think you can fuck Mommy again right now?"
"I'm sure I can," Blair said, and he was suddenly on top of his Mom.
"Then fuck me," she said, wrapping her nylon-clad legs around her son, and he slid inside her wet pussy.
"Okay," he agreed, suddenly deep inside his Mom.
"Oh fuck," Mandy moaned, "you feel so good inside Mommy."
"So hot," Blair said as he rested deep inside her.
"Now fuck me, son. Fuck Mommy," Mandy said, looking into his eyes.
"Okay," he nodded, as he began slowly to fuck her while staring into her green eyes.
"Oh yes, baby, that feels so good," she moaned.
He leaned down and kissed her as he fucked her... her legs still wrapped around him... the fucking slow and passionate.



Mandy slid her tongue in her son's mouth, and he responded by reciprocating... while he slowly fucked her... or more accurately... made love to her.
For three... four... five minutes... they kissed.
They French kissed.
They slowly made love.
But then Mandy needed it faster... harder. She broke the kiss and said, looking into her son's eyes, and said as she spread her legs wide, "Fuck me, son. Fuck Mommy hard."
"Oh Mommy," he said as he cupped her firm tits and began fucking her faster.
"Oh, yes son, fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy with that big cock," Mandy moaned.
"You like this, Mommy?" Blair asked, loving how completely she was into the incest aspect.
"Oh yes, son," Mandy moaned. "Mommy loves being fucked by her son."
"Then this is my pussy from now on," Blair said as he grabbed her legs, pulled them together, and began to pile drive his mother... this angle allowing him to drill deep and make his woman go wild.
"Yes, baby," Mandy agreed mindlessly, "you can have Mommy's pussy whenever you want it."
"That will be often," Blair assured her, in awe that this would be more than just a one-time thing.
"It'd better be," Mandy moaned, loving how deep her son's dick was going into her and the way he was taking control.
"Oh, that's a promise," he assured her as he really began to pound his Mom.
"Oh yes, get that dick deep inside Mommy," Mandy moaned loudly, her second orgasm rising quickly.
Blair was really giving it to his Mom... and this position almost always led to an epic climax for the woman.
"Oh, I love your big fucking cock inside Mommy," Mandy declared as she began bucking her ass up to try and get her son's cock even deeper.
"Come for me, Mommy," Blair ordered. "Come all over my cock."
"Oh yes, harder, harder, harder," Mandy demanded, so close to coming.
A dozen more strokes, and Mandy screamed as her newest orgasm hit, "Yes, you mother fucker."
As his Mom's orgasm hit, he kept fucking her, his own second orgasm rising.
"Jesus," Mandy moaned weakly as she collapsed on the bed, her body on fire, as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her.
"You look so hot," Blair said, loving the vulnerability of this woman as she came.
"You too," she said, as she enjoyed the orgasm.
A couple dozen strokes later as Blair was about to come again, he said, "I'm about to come again."
"Come inside your Mommy, honey," she said, wrapping her legs around him and pulling him close.
"Okay," he said, and he almost immediately did just that... shooting his load into his Mom.
"Oh yes, fill Mommy," she moaned, loving the feeling of cum shooting into her pussy.
"Fuck," he grunted.
Once he was done, he rolled off of her and collapsed.
For a couple minutes as they both recovered, there was only silence.
That was eventually interrupted when Mandy's phone rang. She looked at the clock and said, "Shit, I'm late."
"For what?"
"The gala," she said, getting out of bed and answering her phone. "I'm on my way."
'You haven't left yet?" Heather demanded.
"I am right now," she lied, as she grabbed her bra.
She hung up, and Blair asked, "No panties, right? Because that's a new rule."
"You want Mommy commando at all times? I can do that."
"Perfect," he said, "I'll be commando with my entire body, and waiting for you when you get home."
"I can't wait," she said, already looking forward to the next round.
THE END
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Summary: MILF gets triple-teamed to keep a secret.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Larry, who requested the story.
Note 2: This is part six in the MOM'S MOTIVATION series.
In Part 1, Mom's Motivation, Stephanie uses her sexual prowess to motivate the younger of her two grown sons into finally getting a job.
In Part 2, Mom's Motivation, A 2nd Son, after a few fun and exciting encounters with her younger son, she invites him over for another all-nighter (while her high school senior daughter is away at a sleepover), and they're caught in the act by her elder son, which leads to a very hot threesome. (Which only happens once Andrew, the elder son, convinces his Mom that he too can and will get a job.)
In Part 3, Mom's Motivation, Anal Mommy, the next day the boys double penetrate their Mommy.
In Part 4, Mom's Motivation, Daughter's BF, Stephanie, upon discovering her daughter's fear of losing her boyfriend Joel, decides to take matters into her own hands (for 'matters' read Joel's cock), and into her mouth and pussy... willing to do anything to protect her daughter.
In Part five, Mom's Motivation, Daughter's Prom, Stephanie drains Joel before Haley's prom, then later she makes sure he has an enjoyable prom when Haley won't follow through, and afterwards she gets caught sucking his cock in her car by one of his roommates.
Now....
Part 6: Mom's Motivation: Gangbang Blackmail
Stephanie arrived home, the aftertaste of Joel's cum still in her mouth, and discovered her daughter, still in her prom dress, in the living room... in tears.
"What's wrong, honey?" Stephanie asked, secretly knowing she hadn't fucked Joel on her prom night.
"Mom, I just couldn't go through with it," Haley moaned through her sniffles and tears.
"Couldn't go through with what?" Stephanie asked faux innocently, knowing exactly what her daughter hadn't done... since Stephanie herself had of course done it on her behalf.
"I... couldn't... bring myself... to have... sex... with him. And now... he's not... even... answering his... phone," Haley moaned, although it took a good twenty seconds for her to force all of that out between her sobs.
"I'm sure he's just already in bed," Stephanie said, which she assumed was true, since she'd drained him one last time only fifteen or twenty minutes ago in the car. "Or maybe his phone died. It was a long day."
"No, I called Mike, and he said he wasn't home yet," Haley replied.
"Then I'm sure he's home by now," Stephanie said, and suggested, "Why don't you call him again?"
"Okay," Haley said. "I should have just fucked him."
"That is a conversation for another time," the mother refuted rather sternly. "You'll sleep with him when you're ready to sleep with him!"
"He's a college guy. There must be lots of sluts on campus who'll fuck him," she argued, really rattled.
"He loves you, honey," Stephanie reassured her, knowing it was true, because he often told her. And the minor detail that he'd been fucking all three of her holes while he told her was another discussion for another time.
"I know he does," Haley admitted, wiping away her tears and beginning to feel better. Her being quite tipsy at the time wasn't doing her rational side any favours. Although she just felt something was odd with Joel, and she couldn't put her finger on it. He usually doted over her like she was the only person in his world... yet tonight he'd just seemed... distracted. "He seemed really preoccupied tonight."
"I'm sure it was just because of how hot you looked, and perhaps a little case of blue balls," Stephanie smiled, even though she knew he definitely didn't have even pale blue balls after all the loads he'd dumped into her today.
This made Haley laugh. "Yeah, I guess I should have at least blown him."
"At least," Stephanie teased.
"Mom!" Haley gasped.
"What? You're eighteen. I'm going to talk to you as my adult daughter from now on," Stephanie said.
"So you think I should have sex with him?"
"Not until you're ready," Stephanie said. "But I think you're readier than you think you are."
"Well, you kind of have a point. I keep swinging from terrified of having sex, to longing to get pounded right away!" Haley said frankly, the alcohol making her more honest.
"That's only natural," Stephanie said. "But so is seizing the moment when it feels right. It can be about lust and passion."
"And about love," Haley added.
"Sometimes, and that's always when it's best," Stephanie qualified. "But other times it's just about the pleasure."
"I'm not sure I could do it just for some pleasure."
"Oh, trust me; once you discover just how much pleasure you can get from sex, you'll think differently about it," Stephanie corrected her.
"Perhaps," Haley said, still feeling so confused about what she wanted versus what she needed... and versus what she feared.
"Call him," Stephanie urged her.
"No, I shouldn't. I was overreacting."
"Okay, then go to bed and get some sleep," Stephanie suggested.
"Okay," Haley agreed, yawning.
Stephanie hugged her daughter, extreme guilt coursing through her not only because she was the one fucking her daughter's boyfriend and thus getting him all distracted tonight, but also because she was the one who'd seduced him and convinced him that fucking her was necessary so he could remain loyal to her daughter... and it was likely that if not for her, Joel wouldn't have cheated at all!
She sighed as she headed upstairs to her own bed, wondering how she could possibly deal with this potential disaster.
.....
Stephanie woke up the next morning to a few texts... all of them from Joel.
She read them. Their being in all caps... e.g. shouting... instantly concerned her.
WE HAVE A PROBLEM
MIKE KNOWS IT WASN'T HALEY SUCKING ME IN THE CAR
SHE CALLED HIM TO ASK ABOUT ME SOONER THAN SHE COULD HAVE POSSIBLY GOTTEN HOME
I'M SO SORRY BUT I PANICKED AND WHEN THEY BOTH KEPT DRILLING ME ABOUT MY CHEATING ON HALEY I ENDED UP TELLING THEM EVERYTHING
I'M SO SORRY
THEY WANT TO MEET YOU.
After last night's talk with Haley, and now this... she knew she just had to find a way out of this predicament.
She texted back: Is Mike home right now? And please don't shout this time.
He responded: Yeah, they are still sleeping.
Stephanie slipped into some sexy lingerie and stockings and then a trench coat, with a plan already percolating in her head. She'd fuck Mike (although she wondered what 'they both' meant, then recalled he had two roommates, not one) to convince him to keep silent. Nothing had been mentioned about blackmail, but why would they want to meet her, unless it was to get some action for themselves? And if she had to fuck two roommates, then so be it. She'd used her body and her sexuality to get what she needed, or even what she just wanted, many, many times in the past (in the most recent past, to get her two sons to get and to keep fulltime jobs, and to keep Joel faithful... for at least some definition of faithful... to Haley).
She texted back: I'll be there soon.
She tiptoed past Haley's room, pausing to listen and find out if she was still asleep... and decided from her unusually loud snoring she'd likely remain asleep for several more hours... it was already a little past eleven, but they'd both gotten to bed very late. She drove to Joel's, angry at herself for getting herself... and everyone else... into this predicament in the first place. She'd made a lot of bad decisions lately... all with the best of intentions... but she was now living in a house of cards, and she was facing the first serious threat of blowing that house apart.
Stephanie also admitted to herself that she'd benefited greatly from those bad decisions. She'd been profoundly fucked so much lately, she'd grown accustomed to feeling vibrantly alive... almost at all times!
She parked, ironically, in the exact same spot as last night, where Mike had caught her with Joel's dick in her mouth. She'd been sure she'd gotten away with it at the time because he'd addressed the back of her head as Haley, but Haley's inopportune phone call had given at least part of the game away, and Mike and... the other guy's, she didn't know his name... perseverance had done the rest. She just hoped that Mike hadn't said anything to Haley about seeing her with Joel a few minutes ago! But no, if he had, Haley would have said something to her about it last night.
So even with all the convoluted logic having raced through her brain, Stephanie was now oozing confidence. She was able to stride confidently through the halls to Joel's apartment, a couple of guys definitely checking her out as she swayed past them... oozing sexuality... a facet of her presence she couldn't really control lately, it was an integral part of who she was.
Reaching their door, she knocked only once, before marching right in.
"So... who wants to talk to me?" she asked the room at large, making a bold statement as she posed with her hands on her hips, to showcase both her body and her confidence.
She didn't know who which was Mike or which was the other one... both of them were cute... although she was surprised Joel wasn't there. She wasn't surprised to see they were gaming.
"H-h-hi," Mike stammered, having not actually believed Joel was telling them the truth about this MILF... she was a complete replica of her daughter.
"Are you Mike?" Stephanie asked, stepping in front of the television... fully aware the tops of her lace top thigh highs were clearly visible to them both.
Zeke couldn't believe how much like Haley her Mom looked.
"I am," Mike said trying to act calm, even as his cock instantly hardened, and he couldn't believe she was suddenly standing in front of him. Their avatars in the game were definitely going to die, but he couldn't care less.
"Where's Joel?" Stephanie asked, looking around... the room looking exactly like she imagined a dorm room would look like... having missed college she missed the dorm room and sorority experience.
"He's in the shower," Mike answered, excited about the possibilities looming before them... from the way she was dressed... in nylons... thigh high nylons... showing below that very short skirt... definitely implied a certain intent.
"So Joel says you wanted to see me," Stephanie said, setting a five-inch heel on their table... showcasing her sexy, nylon-clad leg.
"Yeah, we did," Mike agreed, his confidence growing as he stood up... the hard-on in his pants very obvious in the loose sweats he was wearing... with no underwear.
"And?" Stephanie asked, noticing the cock aimed directly at her.
"Well," Mike said, strolling around the table leaving Zeke stunned by what he was witnessing. Although Mike had always been a ladies' man, this was an entirely different level of confidence. "You see, I can't have Haley, I could never do that to Joel, but...."
Stephanie responded, putting just a little more pressure on Mike's cock, "But without putting too fine a point on any alternative consequences, you think you can have me without upsetting Joel all that much. Especially since people always say how much I look like my daughter."
"Yeah," he agreed, impressed by this cougar's brazenness, and he'd already fucked a lot of cougars.
"Yeah what?" she asked.
"Yeah, I want to fuck you," Mike said,
"I see, and why would I do that?" Stephanie asked, her heel still resting on Mike's crotch area.
"So I keep your secret," Mike said, feeling confident based on how she was dressed and the fact she hadn't pushed down and destroyed his dick that she was expecting this.
"And what insurances do I have that it says a secret?" Stephanie asked, pushing down just a little to let him know she could be a literal ball buster. She also looked at the other kid and gave a smirk.
"I'm a man of my word," Mike said, grimacing just slightly
"You understand if you utter a word ever I will crush your balls completely," Stephanie threatened... pushing down just a little more.
"I believe you," Mike said, and needing to get this shoe off his balls. Risking ball breaking, he ordered, "Now drop before me."
Stephanie held her stare and her foot on his crotch for a moment before she said, "You understand if I do this I control it?"
"Yes," Mike said, desperate to get her foot off his cock.
"Good," she said, allowing her foot to linger for a few more excruciating seconds for Mike before she lifted her show off.
She looked at the other boy, with his dear in the headlights look, before she lowered herself to the floor and gave a squeeze. "Not bad," Stephanie said... when in truth she was a little disappointed to feel only around seven inches.
"I haven't had any complaints," Mike drawled, suave as always... thankful to have the heel no longer threatening his ability to one day have children.
"So if anything is going to happen today, here's how it will work," Stephanie said, squeezing his cock again, this time in a dominant 'I'm in control' move. "I'll fuck both of you..." she continued, turning to include the much less suave, deer-in-the-headlights, other guy, "and neither of you'll never... ever... utter a word about last night, today, or any other things I do to you or to Joel... and I repeat ever... to another living soul. Is that fucking clear? And as the lawyers might say, do you so swear?"
"Y-y-yeah," Mike stammered.
"And you?" Stephanie asked.
"Yes, ma'am," Zeke replied.
"Don't call me ma'am," she said as she stood back up and slowly slid off her coat. "Like?"
"Yeah," Mike said, admiring the very impressive MILF body in sexy red lingerie that barely held in her huge tits.
"You?" she looked at the other guy.
"Y-y-yes, ma'am, I mean yes," Zeke said, not sure what to look at. The MILF's face, her huge tits, the sexy lingerie or the stockings.
Deciding to begin the proceedings with the much shyer and less confident one, just like she'd begun her incestuous activities with her younger son... indeed seeing some parallels between the two. Mike, like Andrew, was clearly the leader; while this guy, whose name she hadn't a clue about, reminded her of her younger and shyer son... until she'd first liberated that son's dick with her nylon-clad feet and toes, Stephanie moved over to Zeke and lowered himself before him as she asked, "What's your name, cutie?"
"Z-Z-Zeke," he stammered, watching in awe as this Haley clone dropped to her knees in front of him.
"Let's see what you're packing," Stephanie said, bringing her hands to his sweats and trying to pull them down. "Lift up your ass and help out a little," she ordered. She was going to make it clear to both of these two that she was in charge at all times.
"Sorry," Zeke apologized, as he lifted his ass and watched the Haley replica, a duplicate of the girl he jerked off to almost daily, pulling his pants down.
Once they were off, she spied the dick peeking through his boxers and asked coyly, even though she knew the answer, "Is this swelling because of me?"
"Yes, ma'am, I mean, yes," he admitted, as she pulled his boxers down to reveal another seven-ish-inch cock, although this was impressively thick. Funny how after playing with a bunch of big cocks, she considered seven inches, which was above normal, to be a bit of a disappointment.
Mike watched this hot Haley clone stroke Zeke's cock from the sidelines, as he got completely naked.
"It's a nice one," Stephanie purred, knowing that all men loved receiving compliments about their dicks.
"Thanks," then immediately, "oh God!" Zeke groaned, as the hot older woman took his hard cock into her mouth.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, figuring If she was facing blackmail or even just the silent threat of it, she'd at least enjoy the sex. Cock was cock, and there were three nice, hard young cocks here, available for a treat she hadn't indulged in for decades... to get fucked air tight. So why the fuck would Joel go into the bathroom for a shower when he knew she was coming right over?
"Shit, this is really happening," Zeke exclaimed, amazed.
"Yeah, I told you it would," Mike said offhandedly, playing it cool as he finished getting undressed.
"What exactly did you tell him?" Stephanie asked, taking the very hard cock out of her mouth and looking back at Mike.
"Um, nothing, I," Mike struggled, not wanting to say anything that would end this engagement before it even started.
"Just move this fucking table out of the way," Stephanie instructed before returning to slowly sucking Zeke's cock.
Joel walked out and saw Stephanie on her knees sucking Zeke's cock. He froze. He knew she was on her way over, but this wasn't quite what he had anticipated.
Mike looked over and shrugged.
Joel's cock hardened in under his towel even as he felt a tinge of jealousy at sharing his secret slut with his friends. After a pause, he said, "Oh, you're here already."
"You get over here too," the strong-willed cougar ordered looking at Joel in just a towel.
"But I need to go see Haley," Joel objected... having been deluged by a dozen plus texts last night, and having missed just as many calls from his girlfriend.
"She's still sleeping, and I managed to calm her down last night," Stephanie said, stroking Zeke's dick while Mike moved the coffee table out of the way. "You got me into this mess, and you're going to take part in cleaning it up. Now get the fuck over here!"
Joel sheepishly obeyed. "I feel bad about it," Joel said.
"And I'm about to make you feel good," Stephanie said, pulling his towel off. "And I can see you don't feel all that bad."
"I can't help it," Joel said, embarrassed and a little ashamed.
"It's okay," Stephanie said, stroking two cocks at once, and ready for another. "All three of you gather around me."
Zeke stood up, and soon Stephanie was surrounded by three youthful, throbbing cocks. "Mmmmmmm, breakfast," she purred, stroking Mike and the other guy... oh yes, Zeke... while taking Joel into her mouth.
"I can't believe you're fucking Haley's Mom," Mike said.
"Me neither," Joel admitted.
"I'm mostly fucking him, not the other way around," Stephanie corrected, as she turned around to suck the other guy, Zeke, currently stroking Mike and Joel.
"Oooh," Zeke moaned. "Feels so good."
"This is so wild," Mike chipped in, really looking forward to his turn.
After a dozen bobs, she advanced to Mike and said, before sucking his cock, "Remember... this never leaves this room."
"I promise," Mike said.
"Me too," Zeke added.
"If you two even hint, or act awkward around Haley, I'll come back here and fuck both your asses with my strap-on," Stephanie threatened, although truthfully it wasn't a threat, since she'd probably end up doing it anyway, and make them like it.
"I won't reveal a thing," Zeke replied quickly, as she jerked him off.
"You have a strap-on?" Mike asked, while Joel was on the same page.
"Yes, I fuck women with it, and the odd man, too," Stephanie replied, before adding, looking directly at him, "I have a hunch you'd really get off on being bent over while I fucked you."
"I-I-I don't think soooooo," Mike replied, any acumen he'd ever had leaking out as she took his cock into her mouth.
Stephanie bobbed for twelve bobs before backing off and taunting, "I bet you'll look really hot, all bent over with my dick in your ass."



She moved back to Joel and sucked his cock some more.
For a couple more minutes she rotated clockwise from cock to cock... while her two hands stroked whichever cocks weren't in her mouth at the moment.
"So who wants my pussy?" Stephanie asked abruptly.
"I do," Mike said an instant later.
"Then sit on the couch," Stephanie ordered.
Mike urgently obeyed.
Stephanie faced him and straddled his cock, ordering, "Joel, come around on the couch so I can get that big cock into my mouth."
"Not in your ass?" Joel asked, trying to showcase the power he had over her.
"You want to fuck my ass instead?" Stephanie asked.
"I think it's my ass," Joel said, moving to my back end.
"I guess I did tell you that at least once," Stephanie admitted.
"You fucking stud," Mike acknowledged.
"Then I guess you get my mouth, Mr..." Stephanie fished.
"It's Zeke," Joel said as he went behind her, staking his claim.
"Well then Zeke, stick that cock in my mouth," the MILF demanded. "I've always wanted to be triple teamed by three college studs."
"I can't believe any of this," Zeke blurted, as he finagled around, and then decided to sit on the top of the couch, while Mike leaned aside a bit to accommodate him.
"That the mother of the girl you secretly jerk off to is giving you head?" Stephanie asked, as she sat on Mike's cock and felt Joel's hands pulling her ass cheeks apart.
"You do what?" Joel asked Zeke.
"What? No, I, um..." Zeke said, his denial making it even more obvious that the mother was right.
"Get over it, Joel. My daughter's really hot, and I bet lots of guys do that," Stephanie said, leaning forward, her tits pressing against Mike's face, and she took Zeke back in her mouth.
"Joel, I would never..." Zeke began, and then could only moan as the MILF's amazing mouth wrapped itself around his cock.
"I know, man," Joel said, "she's right: fantasies are harmless," and not at all worried about Zeke seducing his girlfriend, which would mean war. "Just enjoy my slut MILF."
"Your slut MILF?" Mike asked, squeezing the MILF in question's huge fucking tits that were resting against his chest.
"Yeah, she's my three-hole fuck slut, aren't you, babe?" Joel asked kind of rhetorically, trying to prove he'd now become the 'man' in a group where Mike had always been top stud.
"Yes, baby, all three of my fuck holes are open for you twenty-four seven," Stephanie admitted, knowing he was trying to prove his manhood to his roommates. She did belong to him more or less, at least until the day Haley got her act together, and she didn't bother to mention he wasn't the only stud she belonged to.
"Shit," Zeke said.
"Yeah, Joel's a real fucking stud," Stephanie added. "Now slide that big cock up my asshole!"
"Jesus," Mike said, as the MILF resumed sucking Zeke's cock.
"Yeah, she loves my dick in her ass," Joel said, getting a major rush from being the man.
"Mmmmmm," Stephanie moaned, feeling Joel's cock head poking at her ass.
"Tell me what you want, my ass slut," Joel ordered.
"I want you to slam that big fucking cock up my asshole and pound the living shit out of me, while I suck your bro's dick and ride your other bro," Stephanie listed, loving this dominant version of Joel, and not exaggerating at all about wanting his cock in her asshole.
"In other words, you want to be fucked air tight?" he asked, slapping her ass possessively with his dick.
'Yeah, you guys, triple team your Mommy whore, use all three of my holes, making me air tight; and Joel, destroy your cougar girlfriend's asshole," Stephanie exhorted wickedly.
"Don't keep the lady waiting, just shove it in," Mike joined in.
"Yeah stud, just shove your huge cock in my asshole," Stephanie repeated, then took Zeke's cock back into her mouth.
"As you wish," Joel said, and he pushed forward, gradually feeling the warm perfection of Stephanie's asshole heating him up.
"Ohhhhh yes, fill my asshole," Stephanie moaned, and then again, she took Zeke's cock into her mouth... this time committing and beginning to bob hungrily.
"I can't believe you're ass fucking Haley's Mom's ass," Zeke said.
"Or that we're all triple teaming Haley's Mom," Mike embellished, loving this opportunity to play with her huge tits, while luxuriating in the moist warmth of her MILF pussy wrapped around his tool.
Don't you guys forget this is just a one-time thing," Joel reminded his buds, while his cock completely disappeared inside Stephanie's ass.
"Yeah, got it," Zeke agreed, as he watched the MILF sucking his cock.
"Well I think it's a crying shame," Mike said, although he wasn't going to complain any further.
"I'm serious," Joel said, resting for a brief interlude with his cock buried inside Stephanie. "After this, I don't want to hear anything, inside this room or outside of it, about last night or today."
"Yeah, we get it," Mike said.
"I'm zip lipped," Zeke agreed, thrilled there was even this time.
"Good," Joel said, savouring that this was perhaps the wildest way to make sure these two guys kept their mouths shut.
"Now that's settled, less talking, more fucking," Stephanie ordered, wanting to lose herself in these three hard throbbing cocks being deep in all her holes. "And you, young man... Zeke, right?... go ahead and fuck my face. And don't worry whether I can handle it... I most certainly can... just cut loose and let yourself go!"
"Yes, yes, yes," Zeke said, standing up, resting his hands behind him for balance on the coffee table as he slid his cock back into her mouth.
Joel started slowly fucking Stephanie's ass, while Zeke tentatively began pumping his cock in her mouth.
Mike, usually the one doing the fucking whenever he wasn't getting sucked, wasn't quite sure what to do in this situation, since with Haley's Mom sitting on his cock with her torso upright, his lap was supporting almost her entire weight. He opted for continuing to squeeze and suck on her huge tits and just enjoy her pussy wrapped around his cock; at least for now; she'd most likely become way friskier in due course.
For a couple minutes, both Joel and Zeke slowly fucked her ass and mouth, before Stephanie grabbed both of Zeke's ass cheeks and pulled him deep into her mouth. She then grabbed his hip bones and face fucked herself with his cock as hard as she could, which still wasn't as hard as she was hoping for.
"She wants you to really face fuck her, man," Joel advised. "Go so deep your balls are bouncing off of her chin! Fuck her face like crazy!."
"Okay," Zeke groaned, this being the most amazing blow job he'd ever experienced... and that included a gay guy from Chemistry class who blew him every couple of days. It's a common belief that nobody can suck cock as well as a guy who carries one around all the time, but Stephanie was special!
Finally convinced she wouldn't break, or even complain, Zeke now treated the MILF's mouth like a pussy, and began to really fuck her with a will, while Joel followed suit, slamming equally into Stephanie.
"Mmmmmmm," Stephanie moaned, as the sudden deep hard thrusts increased their intensity, and by making her body move, began stimulating her pussy as well.
The room sounded like a percussion quartet performed upon anatomical instruments. The slobbering sounds of a mouth being well fucked. Echoed by the moist sounds of Joel slamming into Stephanie from behind. The moans of a woman in the throes of rapture.
Suddenly Zeke grunted, and not even sure if it was allowed, he erupted a massive load into the MILF's mouth. "Oh fuck, I'm sorry."
Stephanie smoothly swallowed the salty breakfast treat, well, more like brunch, since it was a little after noon.
Once the entire creamy load was warming her belly, she backed off and said, "No worries, Zeke, that was delicious! Now Mike, start bucking that ass up, and double fuck me."
"Yeah, I can do that," Mike agreed, and began bucking up.
Stephanie screamed, "Yes, you mother fuckers, fuck Haley's Mom, double team Haley's slut Mom!"
"Shit," Mike said, loving the Mom's nasty talk.
"Yes, fuck my holes," Stephanie moaned, her orgasm rising quickly.
"Come, slut, come from getting your cunt and asshole hammered," Joel ordered, knowing from experience how her listening to dominant talk when she was close helped get her off.
"More action: ream my shit hole, pound my cunt," Stephanie begged, as her tits flew around, and her body looked like she was in the middle of an earthquake's fault line.
"So hot," Zeke said, stroking his cock... certain he'd would be ready for more almost immediately. In fact, he was ready right now!
"I want that cock hard for round two," Stephanie informed him.
"Already there," Zeke bragged, his cock not about to shrink even the slightest.
"Oh yeah, ya ready for my load in your ass, slut?" Joel asked, his balls boiling.
"You betcha! Fill my ass with your big load," Stephanie demanded, loving the sensations of cum filling her asshole.
"Oh fuck," Joel grunted, and he did just that... depositing a massive load into his girlfriend's Mom's ass.
"Yesssssss," Stephanie screamed, and her orgasm triggered the moment Joel's load started filling her ass.
"Oh fuck," Mike groaned, feeling the pussy first tighten around his cock, and then soak him with cunt cum.
As Joel pulled out, Stephanie rolled off of Mike and offered, "Pick a hole, stud."
"Sloppy seconds in the backyard for me," he chose, and he grabbed her hips, pulled her to the end of the couch, and positioned his cock, still nice and hard as promised, at her gaping, leaking ass.
"Plug my ass," Stephanie said, as Mike slid his cock inside her well fucked rectum... his was shorter and thinner than Joel's... this wasn't going to do a hell of a lot for her... but she was still horny, and she'd take what she could get.
"Oh fuck," Mike groaned, as he slid inside her ass.
Joel got in front of Stephanie while she was being ass fucked, and slid his cock into her mouth.
"No way, ass to mouth?" Zeke gasped, witnessing something he'd only seen in porn.
"She does whatever I tell her to," Joel bragged.
"Fucking wild," Zeke said, as the MILF willingly sucked the cock that had just unloaded in her ass.
"Shit," Mike groaned, and after just a dozen or so thrusts, he shot a second load in Stephanie's ass in just about as many minutes!
"That was quick," Stephanie said, a little disappointed he'd unloaded so soon.
"May I please fuck your ass too?" Zeke asked, the way a respectful little boy might ask his Mommy for a cookie.
"As long as you last longer than Mike did," Stephanie conditioned.
"I promise," Zeke said.
"Hey, I was in your pussy for a long time," Mike defended.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Stephanie said, always loving to diminish the more confident one while praising the less confident one.
Mike sighed as he pulled out, and Zeke quickly replaced him.
"Mmmmmm," Stephanie moaned. "What's your name again?"
"Zeke," he said, as his cock slid inside her ass.
"You're bigger than Mike," Stephanie moaned, her getting stretched a little.
"Waitaminnit, we're the same size," Mike protested.
"In length maybe, but his cock is fatter," Stephanie pointed out, before returning her oral cavity to sucking Joel's cock. She was surrounded by so much delicious young cock!
Zeke slowly fucked Haley's Mom's asshole, in awe of watching his cock disappearing into it.
"Mmmmmm," Stephanie moaned, loving Zeke filling her ass with his fat cock.
After a few more strokes, Stephanie allowed Joel's cock to slip out of her mouth and Zeke out of her ass, and she lay on her back on the couch, wrapped her nylon-clad legs around Zeke, and pulled him back into her ass. "Fuck my ass this way, Zeke. I want to feel you fucking me hard."
"Yes, ma'am," Zeke said, and he slammed into her.
"And you two: jerk those cocks, I want all three of your next loads all over my face."
"A bukkake!" Mike summarised. "Yes!"
"And Zeke? Pull out when you're close, and you can spray paint my face too, big boy," Stephanie ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Zeke said, happy he'd already come, or this would have been a short anal fuck.
Stephanie stroked Joel and Mike's cocks, each on either side of her, as Zeke ass fucked her.
"Oh yes, drill my ass, Zeke," Stephanie encouraged, finally remembering his name for longer than a second or two.
"So good," Zeke groaned, as he kept fucking her ass, her legs wrapped around him the entire time to spur him on.
For three or four minutes... Zeke fucked the MILF's ass.
Stephanie stroked Joel while sucking Mike.
Then she stroked Mike while sucking Joel.
Eventually Zeke pulled out, hurriedly climbed onto the couch on his knees, needing to push Mike out of the way a little, and spewed a big load all over her face!
"What the fuck?" Mike said, as he fell back.
Once Zeke was done, Stephanie climbed to her knees and ordered, "Give me your loads too, boys."
Both Mike and Joel went to stand in front of the pretty MILF with one load already on her face, and stroked their cocks rapidly.
"Come on boys, come all over my face, and be quick about it!" Stephanie said impatiently while she posed seductively on her knees, awaiting the double barrelled cum shots.
"Oh fuck," Joel grunted after another minute of furious stroking.
"Give it to me now!" Stephanie cried out, then closed her mouth so she could have the entire load plastered onto her face.
Joel's cum blasts landed directly onto her closed left eye, and then across her nose and lips.
"My turn at bat," Mike said, as he barged in and followed suit, and shot his third load all over the cum-coated Mom.
"Mmmmmmm," Stephanie purred, blindly feeling the double load of warm cum coating her.
Once the rainstorm was over, she rubbed the cum all over her face, and ladled a big scoop of the triple-cum mixture into her mouth.
"Fucking hot," Zeke said.
"So guys," Stephanie said as she stood up and wiped the cum from her eyes, "the four of us have a deal, right?"
"Yes we do," Mike nodded.
"Yes, ma'am," Zeke nodded.
"You know you can always count on my discretion," Joel added.
"Good," Stephanie said, as she located her dress.
As she was dressing, Joel's phone rang and he said, "It's Haley."
"Then that's my cue to leave," she said, and she headed out, her face still very obviously coated in cum.
She performed her cum walk, passing a few guys and fielding a couple of gasps and stares, before arriving at her car.
Inside the car, she took some tissues and wiped the cum off her face.
She went through a drive-thru, had a late lunch, and drove home... sexually satisfied, but knowing she still needed to find a way of helping her daughter get over her sexual insecurities.
And fortuitously... the opportunity to help her daughter came out of the blue... as if fate was watching over them.
UP NEXT: Mom's Motivation: Hot 1 st Masturbation
Mom teaches daughter how to masturbate.
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Tips to Write Erotica & get Readers
Summary: Thoughts on writing, and how to attract readers.
Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this work.
Tips to Write Erotica & get Readers
A query I often receive is how to write erotica. Now although I have written over 650 stories (including chapters to stories of course), I am not pretending to be an expert. Truth be told, I do this mostly for my own enjoyment, and when I try to write for other people, I often fail... with that said, sometimes being challenged forces me into doing some of my best work (see Fate of the Fishbowl for my highest rated story score, after receiving very humdrum analyses of this work... as I attempted to write an erotic lesbian love story... which I believe I succeeded in doing).
So without further ado, here are some suggestions based on my 12-plus years of writing and posting erotica on the Literotica website.
ONE: WRITE WHAT TURNS YOU ON
This point likely seems obvious, yet I find the stories I like the most are the ones based on my own fantasies. For me, that includes stockings of all kinds of course, but also themes that are taboo... although most of them aren't things I would actually do.
My favourite fantasies are things I did in the past that I fondly recall while my vibrator is teasing me, and I write about them the most.
Being seduced by a younger woman, having an interracial affair, a sexy trans person, a forbidden affair, a wild orgy, incestuous taboo playing, straight men discovering they aren't so straight... these are all subjects that turn me on. So the majority of my stories include one or more of those themes.
On the other hand, you won't find any science fiction stories or historical erotica in my writing... as these themes don't really do much for me, and I don't read about them in real life.
On that note, if you're writing for the first time... a good rule of thumb is whatever kind of erotica you read the most is what you will write about the most effectively ... since those are likely your fantasies (even if sometimes you don't realize it yet).
As you evolve as a writer, you can explore other themes... categories... write from different points of view... stretch your boundaries... but when you start, keep it simple.
TWO: CHARACTERIZATION
Truth be told, I am often criticized (sometimes justifiably so) for writing characters that submit too quickly, so they're not believable (a fair assessment, if not always true in my opinion, as I think all people (both men and women) are capable of doing almost anything sexual if they're given the opportunity, freedom and time to explore their many complex sexual identities... none of us are as straitlaced as we appear to others).
Anyway, I believe the main reason people read my stories is because they see themselves in one or more of the characters. And I'm not just assuming that... it is based on over a decade of receiving and digesting feedback and emails. Just to give you an idea... I receive an average of 10-15 emails a day. I can get double that on the day of a new release, and triple if it's an incest story. So I'm a long way from needing to hire someone to run my mail room, but over the course of more than a decade, it's added up.
Now people generally read erotica to get off... but they also read erotica to explore fantasies they often can't act out in real life. Unlike in porn movies, gangbangs and orgies are pretty rare (I'm in my late forties, and have yet to see one of those in real life... although I did walk in on a threesome during a party decades ago), but that doesn't mean that many women don't secretly get turned on by the idea of having two men inside them at once. Again, people are never what they seem on the outside. Everyone has fantasies... everyone contemplates sexual practices they wish they could try... and part of an author's job is to create a safe imaginary location for the reader to do just that.
So... creating characters is the most important part of crafting a story.
Readers need to like the characters... or perhaps they need to hate them... but in any case, they need to feel something for them.
They often need to see themselves as one of the characters, or maybe see someone they know.
For example, I have learned from research and writing that MANY men, especially in their thirties or maybe later, experience a sexual awakening... a new curiosity... to suck cock... or sometimes to get fucked. This probably doesn't make them gay... but once the idea is formed, it doesn't go away. Many of my stories feature straight men who accidentally discover the joys of cock. From Black Cock: 1 Day Changes Everything (which ended up becoming a series), to Black Dominance (which also became a series... one I hope to go back to), HypnoSissy (which became a massive series that I'll certainly revisit) to the recent Freeuse Faggot, I've gotten a ton of emails and comments from men saying they wish they were the one being used... again, readers living out fantasies and curiosities through fictional stories.
And women too have complex fantasies, and behind the surface of paying lip service to today's standards, are hordes of women dying to explore their own deeply held fantasies. These could be pegging a man, exploring some same sex encounters, perhaps a May-December romance, or (in my own case) sexual submission. Many women see themselves as the submissive who wants a strong man to take her and just fuck her hard for a long night... or to be taken by a younger girl and treated as a lesbian sex slave. These women (and I include myself in this description) are required to be a certain person all day, and when they get home, they want a chance to switch off their work persona and just be taken care of... or maybe to take care of someone else.
Now I don't want to stereotype (although erotica is often about doing just that), since not all women are submissive. Sometimes a woman sees herself as the seductress... the Mistress... the dominant.
For example, if you have read my Accidental Gangbang series, especially the first part (a story about a bride-to-be who stumbles into getting anonymously gangbanged by almost everyone at her fiancé's bachelor party, which has become shockingly popular over the years), you might realize that you're one of many women with a secret desire to take part in such a scenario. To be able to shed the expectations of society, to break free from the conservative role you were taught to play, and instead, just to let loose. Conversely, many men also imagine taking part in a gangbang, but in the other role. One thing that makes this particular story interesting is its stats and their paradoxical nature.
This is my second most favourited story (behind only Backseat Mommy), with over 3300 readers saving it in their favourites. It is also third in number of reads of all my stories with almost 2.6 million reads (behind Backseat Mommy and Pet Mommy). Yet with only a 4.47 score, it is one of my lowest scoring stories, and definitely the lowest of my most popular stories.
The point being that as a writer you will create characters that people relate to... but that will often lead to some people disliking that same character. For every two or three comments saying they loved the story, there was someone who said she was a cheating slut, and the wedding should have been cancelled. The reality is you can't please everyone, so go ahead and please yourself (and yes, I'm aware of the double meaning).
So as usual, although it was long-winded, my point is hopefully clear: I encourage you to create characters with personality... characters who are likeable... or the opposite... characters who could be living and breathing and walking past you in the grocery store.
This is why readers ask for sequels to certain stories: they've become attached to the characters. Although they come to the website for sex stories, they return to certain stories again and again because they like the characters.
THREE: WANT LOTS OF READS? WRITE ABOUT INCEST
If you look at the majority of my top stories and the top stories of all time (by any authors) by reads (not by scores... that's an entirely different conversation for later), they tend to be about incest.
Why?
It's considered extremely taboo.
Why?
People like to fantasize about something they would never do in real life.
Perhaps there is something to the Oedipus theory, or maybe Freud was partly right in his psychology... but the average incest story gets WAY more reads than stories in almost every other category (such as the odd group, wife or illustrated story... although illustrated stats are deceiving, because I believe a lot of people just flip through the pictures, and don't actually read the stories).
In case you want to dig deeper, there are ways to garner even more reads in this category.
Keeping in mind that men read more erotica than women (although that gap has been narrowing over the years, since the stigma against porn and erotica is diminishing as society evolves), there is a clear order to which categories of incest stories are read the most.
First, mom and son. This by far is the most common. Quite a few of my most popular stories (according to number of reads and comments) are mom and son stories: Backseat Mommy and Pet Mommy are one and two for most reads out of all my stories. Simply put, many men of all ages have secret fantasies about their mothers. Also out there are faux incest videos, gif captions, and a plethora of mom-son stories to support this theory. Simply put, if you want reads, then write a mom and son story (but the scoring will likely be lower than in most other categories). PS: There are more actual moms than one would believe who fancy the idea of either seducing or being seduced by their son or sons, although almost none of them would ever dream of following through. (No, I take that back: lots of them might dream about it.)
Second, and that's an easy second, are sibling stories. These are hugely popular as well, and I would say they're almost as popular in reads and comments as mom and son. Family Affair: Backseat Sister, Best Present Ever: Bitch Sister and A Sister Surprise are very popular, since many men fantasize about their sisters, and sometimes sisters fantasize about their brothers.
Third (a distant third), dad and daughter. I have not written many dad and daughter stories over the years, although one of my most popular ones in the past couple years is Daddy Daughter Date Days, so my experience in the success of this subgenre is limited. While mom and son, brother and sister or sister and sister, and my personal favourite mom and daughter are more my cup of tea, and they are the kind I write more of... there is also a growing kink for grandson and grandma, or granddaughter and grandpa (I wrote a rare grandma one that did quite well not that long ago: Grandma Plays Cupid) and I have some ideas for a grandpa one in the not so distant future.
Of course, there are cousin with cousin and so forth as well, which I haven't ever dabbled in.
Note: Incest stories almost never win competitions, and although they tend to gather way more reads and comments, they also typically get lower scores (at least mine do). Like everything in this essay, these generalizations are not always true, but they're generally correct. For instance I have written some high scoring incest stories like the very recent OnlyFamily or the lengthy What Mom Knows series... but none of my 10 most popular stories by reads are top 10 by score (What Mom Knows Fucks Her in Vegas coming in at 14th).
FOUR: TITLES MATTER... A LOT
This too may seem obvious, but Literotica releases a lot of stories every day (way more than back when I started), so how to get your story to pop out of a long list is the ultimate conundrum. I've had stories I had a lot of hope for get lost in the Day One avalanche of new stories, and then it can take years for it to gradually find its readers. While sometimes my titles are too blunt (and I get criticized for it), they help get people to read the story.
Think of a title as a hook that that gets people curious enough to read the brief summary. If they like the summary, they'll click on the link, and hopefully enjoy your story.
Look at my top ten most read stories, and it is obvious the title factors in (please note this list is about reads, not scores).
1. Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride (the term 'Mommy' helps, and for reasons unknown to me, readers LOVE backseat sex stories).
2. "Pet Mommy": Becoming a Mommy-slut! (again the term 'Mommy', and a clear indication that the mother becomes a 'slut' for her 'son').
3. Accidental Gangbang (again the key plot is defined with just two intriguing words)
4. Family Affair: Backseat Sister (again backseat is referenced, and the implication of a sexual adventure involving the entire family)
5. "Stocking Tales": Office Submission (this is an illustrated story, and every single word helps draw the reader in: Stocking (for the fetish), Office (for the location, and many people have work fantasies) and Submission (to indicate the submissive genre)... only 'Tales' is there to make it flow.
6. Best Present Ever: Bitch Sister (sets up that a stuck-up sister is going to get made into a slut by her brother... in this case a nerd with a big dick... one of my tropes that I use too often).
7. Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Cherry (I like alliteration, and I use it often. If you check the category for this one, it's anal... and this title also gives away a lot. It's a blackmail story, and a cheerleader loses her anal virginity).
8. "Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair (another illustrated that makes it clear it's a story about a mom and daughter having fun).
9. A Sister Surprise (a fun story where the sister's surprise is, of course, her brother's big dick).
10. "A Shemale Submission": A Lust Story (a novella that is all about MY submission to a glorious trans woman).
Other wicked titles include:
-Daughter's Initiation to Incest
-What Mom Doesn't Know Will Fuck Her
-Big Fat Cock: A Hot Mommy Seduced
-Bedding the Babysitter
-"Taking" My Sister's Virginity
-Making Mommy Mine
-Cocksucking College Sister
-Revenge of the Nerd: Bitch Sister
-Gangbang Mommy
So as you can see, a creative title can have a huge impact on how many readers click on your story... especially casual readers.
FIVE: TAGS MATTER
Although many readers go to the new stories page to peruse what's new, many others never go there.
Patience in porn is not a virtue. No, many times readers search by category... or theme... or a particular word.
So the ten tags can be very valuable in getting people to find your stories (especially critical when you're a new author).
So use key words of themes people will search for in the Literotica search engine, or even in Google itself.
Key words that attract lots of views:
-mom
-incest
-son
-brother
-sister
-lesbian
-BBC
-shemale
-anal
-group
-interracial,
-gangbang
-orgy
-facial
-MILF
Other key words I use include:
-submissive
-stockings
-pantyhose
-cock sucker
-pegging
-curious
-straight
-seduced
Of course, these should all be elements that are actually featured in your story... people get annoyed if something you told them was in the story isn't there.
SIX: WRITE IN A VARIETY OF CATEGORIES
Earlier I encouraged you to write what you fantasize about or know... but it's also important to expand your content into all the various categories you're comfortable writing in.
I'm the most popular author on Literotica for a few reasons (none of them being that I'm the best writer; I know I am not), but the reasons I'm popular include longevity, regular releases, and stories in a variety of categories.
There are some of my readers who don't read my gay stories, or don't read my incest stories, etc., but they read most of my other ones.
But I do think that most people who frequent Literotica regularly, have likely read at least one of my stories, since I write in incest, gay, trans, interracial, group, lesbian, essay, illustrated, celebrity, mature and more. I don't hit all the categories. I won't write in a category I can't do justice to, or that I don't feel is my style, but if you can do that, I highly recommend it. For example, this will be my first ever How To entry... so we will see how it goes.
I know I have fans who only read my lesbian stories... or only read my gay ones... and I have some fans who read every story I write regardless of category or topic (the amount of those loyal readers grows over time, but they are a very small percentage of my overall fan base (I know it may sound pretentious to use the term 'fan base', but if you write here long enough, you'll have a growing number of readers who follow your work closely)).
SEVEN: WHICH NARRATIVE
The big question: First person or third person omniscient?
I highly recommend you begin with first person, since then you're only writing from the standpoint of a single person. This is easier, and it allows you to focus on the inner thoughts and the personality of just that character. Many of my most-read series are first person: Bedding the Babysitter, Catching Mommy, Best of Both Worlds, and Big Fat Cock for example. The strength in this narrative is simply that the reader has the opportunity to live and feel the experiences of that one character... often immersing themself into his or her world.
Once you're comfortable with doing that, try expanding to third person omniscient. This is substantially more challenging and a lot more work, since you need to create dynamic characters for everyone in your story and examine (read: create) each of their mindsets. However, this approach is also the most rewarding, since it allows the reader to experience the thoughts of all of your characters, which among other benefits, makes it more likely they will mentally or emotionally connect with at least one of them. It also gives your story much more texture, which should engage the reader more deeply.
For example: Look at my Church Girl series to see the difference it makes when all the characters' thoughts are made available.
Like I said, both ways work, and they can work well, but try to use variety so you don't bore your readers, and more importantly, yourself.
EIGHT: THE BUILDUP
This might sound ridiculous since we're discussing erotica, but I don't ever plot out the sex scene... truthfully, it's the last thing I care about.
I know... I know... what the fuck?
For me, and for most women, enjoying a story experience is all about anticipation... foreplay... leading up. Now I'm not saying sex isn't great... I love having my pussy eaten, sucking a dick and getting pounded just as much as any woman... but I want the full experience. For instance sharing a lovely dinner with my husband beforehand is just as important... if not as adrenalin-filled... as the eventual orgasm. As is cuddling with him afterwards.



For me, writing or reading a story is the same.
I want to be drawn into the story... brought along for the ride, metaphorically speaking. This is why you will almost never see a one-page story by me (we'll have a conversation on length a little later). No, first I want my readers to get to know my character or characters... I want them to become immersed in their world... I want them to feel like they're right there watching it unfold.
So for me to even bother reading the sex scene, first I need to care about the character(s).
I want to get into the head of the woman being seduced by her daughter's friend.
I want to feel the trepidation of a woman being seduced by a man with a big cock.
I want to feel the confusion and lust of a man crossing the forbidden line and sucking his first cock.
I want to be dying for the protagonist to become sexually awakened and to become the inner slut she didn't even know existed within her... or for a man to cross the line and discover to his amazement that he isn't as straight as he thought he was.
So... if you're going to be a compelling author, you'll set up interesting situations that allow your protagonist to be drawn into a situation that pushes them beyond their moral code... that to their astonishment draws them into their true sexuality.
If you do that... then the sex itself becomes more erotic, and thus more sexually charged.
NINE: THE SEX SCENE
This is the most difficult topic for me to give advice about, since I'm actually not a great sex scene writer. I'm way better at setting up the sex scene (at least I think I am). That said, here are some key elements you can include to make sure the reader gets off when you want them to).
I think of my stories as slow burns...for the most part.
Very rarely do I have a sex scene early on... usually I set up the plot first... create characters the readers can identify with, or at least care about. (Sometimes they hate them, like in Catching Mommy, or my more recent Becoming a Lesbian Slave, but they need to have some sort of visceral reaction to them).
So this advice is based strictly on philosophy:
a. Make sure their bodies are described before or during the sex scene. If your readers can visualize the scene you're describing and what the participants are wearing and what they look like... the more vividly the better... you're doing it right.
b. Get into the heads of the participants. What are they thinking? What are they feeling? How does it feel when the cock is inside her or his mouth? What sensations course through their body? What anticipation are they feeling? What do they feel like while they're climaxing or making someone else climax?
c. Include some dialogue. But not too much. (Do what I say, not what I do, since I often include way too much.)
d. Describe the action in a way that the reader can easily visualize what is happening.
e. Use a variety of sexual positions. (I rely too much on missionary and doggy style.)
f. For women: include lots of foreplay. And really, really get inside their heads.
g. For men: include some nasty talk.
h. For me personally: have the women in nylons!!!
I'm not sure this section was much help... but do make sure the story does have at least one sex scene, and that it isn't anti-climactic (in other words, don't rush it).
TEN: BE THICK-SKINNED
I've been called a lot of names over time, received some hate mail, and been the target of some very harsh criticisms... you will too.
Some people are just assholes who have nothing better to do than criticize. (And I seriously doubt that very many of them have ever written stories anywhere near as good as the ones they're criticizing.)
Some people are offended by your plots, the words you use, or your characters.
Some people will give you valuable food for thought as well.
For example, if you write in the loving wives category about a woman who cheats (and many of the stories in this category are about cheating), you'll get lambasted by some people in ways you can't imagine. Ironically, you'll get a lot of super positive feedback too. Loving wives is the strangest of the categories for readership, so I largely stay away from it.
I greatly appreciate productive, thoughtful feedback... it's made me a better writer... you'll get some of that too.
Feedback over the years has inspired me to try to write better characters, longer stories (although I often get criticized for them being too long), better plot development, more varied word usage (although I still use 'knees' a lot, and I don't see a way around it), and better dialogue (although I'm criticized sometimes for including too much dialogue during sex (which is fair enough, since when I'm having sex, I sure don't talk as much as my characters do), or that it's too corny (which is simply who I am)).
A rock bottom truism is if you try to please everyone, you'll never do it. So write for yourself. Write what turns you on.
And everyone who is offended or who hates it, can just fuck off. TRUST ME: You'll need this philosophy if you're going to survive in the wonderful world of free erotica.
ELEVEN: LENGTH
This is a tricky one.
A single Literotica page is too short. (I'm not talking about a sheet of paper, but a web page on Literotica, which is much longer... a dozen screens or so.)
Four is generally perceived as too long.
So two or three pages seems to be the right length to please the average reader... which equates to around 4,000-5,000 words. (Most of my stories are 7,000 to 10,000 words... although I've written shorter ones, and much, much longer ones.
But with that said, I ignore the length completely. I write until the story is finished, or until I reach the perfect spot for a future sequel.
I hate when the original plot isn't resolved in the first chapter, so for most of my multi-chapter stories, the first chapter is the longest one, and often exceedingly so (there are exceptions to that rule on a few occasions, like Bedding the Babysitter, where the many sequels took on lives of their own).
If the storyline is about a girl being seduced by a MILF, story shouldn't end until the girl has been seduced by the MILF for at least the first time.
Always make sure there is a significant sex scene in the story. This may seem obvious, but I'm surprised by how often a story will set up the sex, and then either skim through it so briefly it's literally anti-climactic, or worse, save it for a second chapter. Sequels get way less reads, so the best bang for your buck is in the first piece.
So for best results, try for around 5000 words. This will likely mean you've fleshed out a good plot, some reasonable character development (although I think my best character development was in my 2022 romantic lesbian story Fate of the Fishbowl which was over 23,000 words in length, and the first sex scene didn't happen until the last few thousand words), and a sex scene.
TWELVE: SEQUELS
If you have read my year-end essays, you know I have a love-hate relationship with sequels. Lately, I've been writing multiple parts at once (but spreading out their release dates), which is a lot easier to do than going back later, re-reading the story and getting reacquainted with the characters. I did all three parts of Mom's Tantric Massage at once, the last six HypnoSissy chapters, and the next couple of Big Fat Cock chapters.
Invariably you'll get people asking for a sequel to every story you write... even stories that you bring to an unmistakable conclusion (for example, the What Mom Knows series or the Catching Mommy series).
I had a friend I used to work with who actually killed off the protagonist or ended the relationship at the end of each of his stories so he wouldn't have to deal with this issue.
I enjoy writing sequels... but they are WAY more challenging to write, and each new one has diminishing returns (usually by a significant number of reads... although sometimes (very occasionally) your scores rise). Take a look at my most popular series, Backseat Mommy.
Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride has 6,458.375 reads
Backseat Mommy: Ass Fucked has 1,627,867 reads (released just four months later)
Backseat Mommy: Gloryhole Slut has 686,154 reads (some readers objected to the son sharing his mom... a complaint that I have found is quite common. Readers often want the son to fuck his mom and make her his slut... but DON'T SHARE... NOT EVEN WITH DAD!!!)
Backseat Mommy: Husband's Asleep has 712,994 reads
Backseat Mommy: Jam-Packed with Cum has 790,534 reads
Backseat Mommy: Lustful 3-Hole Slut has 523,619 reads
Backseat Mommy: Mom's Lap of Luxury has 340,785 reads.
As you can see, although there's a bump in the middle stories... they're still just a small percentage of the first story... that said, the release of each new sequel does result in a slight increase for the original stories and the earlier sequels.
NOTE: a major predicament is how to present your sequels. I USUALLY place them in alphabetical order, as you can see from the story titles listed just above. This does make each story more challenging to name... although it's often fun, too. If you look at my Literotica author's page, you'll find that with very few exceptions, each story in a given series is listed in the order of its release because of my alphabetizing.
The odd reader will leave a picky comment about not being warned a story is a sequel, but this approach will result in more reads for a sequel (don't ask me why, that's just been my experience) than the other option... chapters. On the other hand, by using chapters, you will often see each story getting substantially fewer reads, BUT your scores will often be higher for these sequels, because the people who decide to read ongoing chapters will often have read part one, and are willingly reaching for part two.
So sequels have pros and cons... but if you write regularly, you will be asked to write sequels.
Be ready.
THIRTEEN: BE ACTIVE
I'm not sure how much an impact this will have on people reading your stories, but I believe that doing the following has helped me to gain readers, and sometimes lifelong fans.

	Respond to emails


I'm not going to lie: this can be time-consuming... but it's well worth it. One, you will receive a lot of positive comments, which are always nice. Two, you will receive thoughtful feedback. Three, you will establish connections with readers who will then follow you on Twitter or whatever social media you're on. Four, some readers may give you useful ideas for sequels or new stories. Lastly, at least for me, I have found some amazing editors this way (almost all my editors have originally emailed me offering their services) and some have become lifelong friends... YOU KNOW WHO YOU ARE!
B. Establish a presence on social media
Pretty simple. By doing this, you can attract more followers, which gets you more reads and a larger fan base.
I use Twitter to announce my newest releases, on occasion to do surveys about questions, and to retweet things that turn me on.
I also hashtag Literotica with every story release to get it out there more.
It has taken some time. I started my Twitter way back in 2011, but only started using it regularly to promote myself a couple years ago, after the demise of Tumblr. But I now have over 9100 followers (really hoping to hit 10,000 one day).
I know the reason I sometimes win, or at least get lots of votes for yearly awards, is because I have a large fan base and Twitter followers who vote for me, and not because I'm the best writer.
I've considered going on Instagram or other social platforms, but they seem aimed at younger people and are above my social media skills.
FOURTEEN: PATIENCE
Growing your readership takes time.
Not days or weeks, or even months... but years.
Understand that your first few stories, maybe your first couple dozen stories may get low read counts, mediocre scores, and very few comments (NOTE: Most stories don't get many comments. For instance Backseat Mommy has 6,413667 reads and only 291 comments (which is a horrible 0.00045% (about 1 in 2,000)). There are rare exceptions such as Becoming a Lesbian Slave chapter three has only 23,668 reads, yet 244 comments (app. 1%). But that's because I asked the readers to help me pick which way the final 4th chapter should go (which, by the way, is the only way I've found to get a reasonable number of comments)... and this was in less than three months. PS: For those following the Becoming a Lesbian Slave series, the final chapter will be out in late 2022 or early 2023... since due to the series' popularity, I want to make sure it's perfect before I release it.
There are so many stories... so many writers even... so no matter how good you are, it will take time for people to start discovering your work. But once they do, they'll return to you, and slowly you'll build a following. I mean yes, I have the most followers on Literotica, but I'm likely one of a small handful of people who have written consistently over the past decade plus. My readership has grown through my variety of categories, usually a release every week (I try to release a new story every Wednesday or Thursday if I can, and I release an average of 50 or so each year), but most importantly, I've been here for a long time.
FIFTEEN: DO THE CONTESTS
There are a few perks to doing the contests.
One, you might win ... and get the prize money that goes with it.
Two, you get to be on the top of the new stories page the day your story is released, which gives you extra exposure and more reads.
Three, for the entire time the contest is going, your story is easier to find, and it gets more reads... since there is a special link to a page of all the contest stories. (Literotica wisely rotates the order of the stories every day... so one day you could be at the top, next day at the bottom, and most days somewhere in the middle).
This is likely the best way to get your stories out there, since new readers can easily find you there, once they're drawn to the well-publicised contests. If they like your contest story, then they might decide to see what else you've written and click on your author page... then hopefully they'll start reading all your work.
I'm always surprised after all these years when I get emails from readers saying this is the first story of mine they've read... and these come most often during contests.
SIXTEEN: CATEGORY EXPLANATION
Anal
The content of this category is pretty self explanatory. Here you will get fewer reads than in the average category, and often middling scores. The all-time highest score (for any author) on anal is 4.82.
That said, while I've only written a few anal stories, they've done well and gotten LOTS of reads.
My first was Blackmailed: Cheerleader Cherry in 2012, which is my 7th most read story of all time, with over 1.9 million reads. It's even the 133rd most read story ever on Literotica. That said, it has a 4.50 score (not amazing, but also not bad at all).
In 2015 I won anal story of the year, with the first part of the Kinky Tales series: Kinky Tales: I Pegged my Husband. Another pegging story has also done well, with Exploring Sexuality: A Pegging. I've encountered many surprises in my writing career, and the growing popularity of pegging is one of them.
I have learned that gay anal stories should be posted in gay, not anal! I have also learned that anal category stories should focus (not entirely, but definitely mostly) on anal sex.
BDSM
This category gets very few reads... and comments... but some great high scores. I first entered this category in 2021 with the beginning of my novella The Training of Cecelia, since BDSM isn't really my thing. That said, this story has been quite popular, although parts two and three both have diminished reads (as expected). Interestingly, although it's written from the viewpoint of the main female character, the male Master was nominated for sexiest male of the year.
This category can get quite extreme, so keep that in mind.
CELEBRITIES AND FAN FICTION
This is another category that gets very limited reads. It's a niche category, and there are entire websites outside of Literotica that cater to this group.
That said, celebrity stories have been very good to me... although mine have all been anally based stories up to this point.
I've written stories based on Modern Family, Supergirl, Game of Thrones (kind of), and Buffy the Vampire Slayer.
Willow's Way was an eight-part series that included a few Buffy characters. Willow's Way Chapter 2 won best celebrities story of 2020, and Chapter three was nominated for best celebrities story of 2021. With chapter 8 released in 2022, maybe it too will get nominated, LOL.
What makes Willow's Way more interesting is that 5 of the chapters are in the bottom 7 of my least read stories of all time. But even so, almost all the stories, the last chapter being the exception, have 4.70 plus scores.
So this buttresses my theory that this is a niche category. Few reads, but the reads you do get are from fans of the series.
CHAIN STORIES
This is a category I know nothing about, except that two or more authors collaborate on writing each story.
EROTIC COUPLINGS
A category I seldom use, although perhaps I should do more. But rarely do I write a simple story about a man and a woman meeting and/or sharing a night of passion... in fact I've done just two, and one was a story I had no idea which other category to put it in: Kinky Marriage.
Although both of mine have gotten a fair number of reads, this is another category that is seldom read.
EROTIC HORROR
Another niche category, and one that I'll likely never write in, as I can't even watch a horror film, and I'm very squeamish around blood. Oddly, while I hate horror, I love murder mysteries LOL.
Anyway, if you like bizarre, shocking, scary, and sometimes sexy (the actual description of the category) this one does get quite a few reads, and it has a dedicated fan base.
EXHIBITIONIST & VOYEUR
A category I have never written in, but perhaps I should. While I find the idea of actually being an exhibitionist terrifying, the plot could be fun to write. (After all, I wouldn't have to be the one stripping down and performing for all those people, just some alter ego of mine.)
Although I have never followed the category, it's another niche category that generally speaking doesn't get excessive reads.
FETISH
In truth, almost all my stories could fit in this category because of my obsessive nylon fetish, but this category tends to be more about extreme or unique fetishes.
Titles include: Animal Café, Cuckqueaned by Friends (my attempts were Babysitter Cupcake: A MILF Cuckqueaned and a recent chapter of my BFC series: Big Fat Cock: Educating Mrs. Walker).



It's definitely a minority kink. More of their titles include Golden Bukkake Beach, Dildoed, Diapered, and Dicked on Xmas, to name just a few.
The good news is that anyone who clicks on your story will likely enjoy it. Be sure the title makes it clear which fetish it's about.
One fetish that people either LOVE or HATE is cuckolding (which is very different from cuckqueaning). Some men love the idea of their wife being fucked by one or more other men (there are entire online websites dedicated to it), but others hate it, and they'll chuck bombs (horrible comments and low scores) at every cuckold story they encounter. My one real attempt, Willingly Cuckolded by Love, has only a 4.45 score, and yet over 380,000 reads, over 500 favourites and 91 comments (not all nice... actually quite an intriguing pro and con collection).
Oddly, I've twice won an award for best fetish story. In 2015, the other narrative in the Kinky Tales series I'm Pegged by My Wife, and in 2020 Spiced-Up Marriage: A Big Surprise.
So this is a great category for those who want to specialize in a forbidden, less mainstream kink.
FIRST TIME
A pretty straightforward category about people's first times. Although I have never written in this category, it's one that gets a decent number of reads.
GAY
This is a tricky category. I get as many emails about my gay stories as I do about my incest stories... even though the total reads is likely 10-1, favouring incest.
Yet my scores always tend to be just okay. I'm not complaining, but this is a category I haven't quite figured out yet. Most of my gay stories are about straight men discovering their love of cock sucking, and they tend to focus on submissive ones. People who love them, really love them. That said, many of the best gay stories tend to be more authentic and real... which unfortunately isn't my forte.
If you can write a raw, emotional gay story, perhaps with some romance, you can do very, very well. Pretty much all of the all-time top stories here are more intimate... but I get tons of emails from readers about how I helped them cross the line, or the way my stories spoke to them. My HypnoSissy series for example gets limited reads, but likely the most emails, and the most questions asking when the next chapter will be released.
I also get tons of emails like this one I got today (I'm writing this on July 7, 2022):
Hi. Love your stories. I need to thank you. The stories helped me take the plunge into gay sex. I met a stranger and let him use my holes. I loved it and can't wait to find some bbc. Your stories helped me become a cocksucker.
I should note the majority of my gay stories are also about white men succumbing to the fascination of BBC... another wicked taboo that appeals to a certain readership... but these will also lead to a number of low scores from readers who simply hate BBC stories.
Either way, gay stories are a great way to reach a certain subsection of readers.
GROUP SEX
Orgies... gangbangs... etc. This is a fantasy that many men dream of taking part in some day, but more women than many would think possible also fantasize about it.
These are often the hardest stories to write, though. The more characters you involve, the more details you need to provide. It's easy to ignore some of the characters for too long, or to make the various sex interactions confusing.
That said, they're some of the hottest sex scenes I've ever read, and I think that I've written. In my opinion, the following stories all have some amazing sex scenes:
-Swinger's Party: Halloween Train
-Accidental Gangbang
-American Slut Warrior
-One Night in Hedo Island
-Book Club Orgy
One night in Bangkok has a 4.79 score, and it gets among the most requests for a sequel... which has recently been added to my to do list.
This category does get quite a few reads, so it's a great one to write a story for, but again, the stories are more challenging to craft than almost any other category.
Interesting that the highest score on the all-time list is 4.87.
HOW TO
A very limited category (I'll see how this essay goes, since this is my first attempt in this category), but it's a great one for giving advice about anything you want. This includes writing proper dialogue, how to write (perhaps better than my long-winded rambling in this essay) and a plethora of other subjects.
That said, this category isn't about sex. It's about how to (although there are some that teach how to perform certain sex acts LOL).
HUMOR AND SATIRE
While I try to include humour in my stories when it works, I'm not overly funny. I've been told that very bluntly in my real life... by people who love me.
So assessing this category is above my pay grade.
ILLUSTRATED
This is one of the most interesting categories. One that has become more popular with myself and the great HeyAll in the past year or two (as well as others). But let's make some things clear:
-The pictures you use must be approved by the model or owner of the pictures, so you can't just gather pics off the internet.
-Illustrated stories get the second most reads after incest (although like I said earlier, I'm not sure they're all read and not just perused), but they get almost no favourites.
For example, let's look at my four NUDE DAY contest stories for this year:
June 17, 2022 Executive Park: A Close Shave (illustrated)
June 26, 2022 OnlyFamily (incest)
July 1, 2022 Freeuse Faggot (gay)
July 6, 2022 Mommy's Stuck (incest)
Executive 101,542 reads, 4.60 score, 767 votes, 39 comments, 40 favourites
OnlyFam 73,226 reads, 4.77 score, 1345 votes, 104 comments, 244 favourites
Freeuse 19,703 reads, 4.55 score, 437 votes, 25 comments, 58 favourites
Mommy 75,151 reads, 4.60 score, 1851 votes, 36 comments, 181 favorites
As you can see, while the illustrated one has the most reads, it has the least number of favourites... something I've never really understood.
I should note that there is also a difficult balance between using the visuals to enhance the story. The visuals can just as easily take away from the plot.
You'll also see that the first incest one got the highest score, and more votes and favourites.
So illustrated has a great perk in getting readers to check you out, but that comes with the flaw of a lack of favourites, and often lower than normal scores.
INCEST
I've discussed incest earlier, so I won't go into much more detail here, but serendipity seemed to flower since I released Mommy's Stuck yesterday (July 6th), and it's already demonstrating the power of the category and all the things I've mentioned earlier.
In the first day, during a contest event (the story was posted near the top of the page (fifth down)), with the use of the word 'Mommy' and a variety of incest tags, the story had 91,231 reads in its first day.
If you scroll up to the data from just above, you can see how lining up all these suggestions can lead to an epic first day in reads.
PS: the fact the story is a super simplistic one about a mom getting stuck under the bed and then fucked by her son is irrelevant. I think it's a good story, but not even close to one of my best. Even so, its reads will get me some new followers. I mean I went from 41,523 to 41,562 in a single day, and recruiting almost 40 new followers in a day at this stage of my career is always impressive (but mostly it's the power of the incest category).
I don't know how much this is based on the release of the story, but I know it's a large part of it, since I had over a hundred older stories favourited by readers in the 24 hours since the release of Mommy's Stuck.
So again, although incest stories almost never win contests, they get the most reads and have long-term residual impact on your readership for a majority of your other stories.
INTERRACIAL LOVE
Perhaps the title is a little deceptive... as the majority of the stories tend not really to be about love (although many of the top ranked ones are).
If you want to hit the top lists, you need to write an authentic story that focuses on love that crosses races.
Most of mine are more taboo... which has both benefits and flaws.
Benefits:
-Many readers have a fetish for interracial sex, so many of them will read your work simply because it's in this category.
-Although there's a plethora of black-white stories in this category, interracial means a relationship between any two races.
-The category can include sweet and simple, or raw and racially charged.
Flaws:
-It's way too easy to find yourself stereotyping.
-The line between being perceived as a racist or not is very thin, and it's getting thinner every year. I've been accused more than once of being a racist for writing interracially charged stories, and I see their point. When a writer focuses on the differences between races, it can be seen as being racist, even if the intention is to glorify the differences. So although many people fantasize about having sex with a man or woman of a different race, there will be those who are justifiably offended because stereotypes and profiling are used to illustrate the fetish. In other words, here's a clear warning: you'll have readers who love reading racially taboo stories, but others will castigate you just for daring to write such a 'horrible' story in the first place.
LESBIAN SEX
This is my favourite category to read and to write. Most of my lesbian stories follow a submissive and dominant theme, and they all get good read counts, votes, favourites and scores. Yet my highest rated lesbian story is this year's romantic Fate of the Fishbowl. Like in the gay and interracial sections, the top scores tend to be for the romantic stories... the only problem with romantic stories is they tend to get way less reads (where the perk is higher scores).
In a Pornhub survey a few years ago, lesbian was the number one searched-for word. And lesbian stories are popular with both men and women. The category is quite complex.
Men come looking for vivid lesbian sex scenes.
Women come looking for exploration of same sex sex. Over 60% of women have lesbian fantasies, and an increasing number of women are beginning to explore their curiosity. Some are submissive and they often imagine being seduced by a younger woman, while others are dominant and imagine themselves seducing another woman, and still others just want to have sex with another woman. Therefore there are many plots you can write about that target different groups of readers.
LETTERS & TRANSCRIPTS
This has a very low readership, as it features a very different type of story. It likely won't find you many readers, but the odds of your being recognized in this category is more likely than in just about any other one.
LOVING WIVES
I discussed this category earlier. Although its called Loving Wives, the stories tend to be about themes quite different from monogamy... married extra-marital fun: swinging, sharing & more.
It's wild that on one hand many men will lambaste a story about a woman cheating, swinging and so forth, while on the other hand, many of them list this as their number one category.
If you write in this category, be prepared to get criticized... a lot. That said, you will also receive a lot of positive email and comments as well, and potentially a lot of reads.
MATURE
This category is somewhat niche, yet quite popular. Although it could be about two older people, it tends more to be stories about young men fucking older MILFS, or less commonly, younger girls getting fucked by DILFS.
This category gets lots of reads, and although I haven't written a lot of mature stories, the ones I have submitted have all received a lot of reads, comments, and reasonable scores.
Unlike most categories, this one doesn't have much of a downside. Readers who choose to read stories in the mature category tend to find exactly what they came for.
MIND CONTROL
This is a very unique category, and one I used to read a lot before I became a writer. Ironically, I've only written a couple of mind control stories, including the lengthy Revenge of the Nerd series.
Mind control doesn't get many reads, but like mature, the readers in this category tend to be supportive of the stories.
NON-ENGLISH
I don't have any advice for this one, as unfortunately I don't speak any other languages.
NON-EROTIC
This category is rarely used, since it features stories that aren't about sex. It's an interesting place to go and read for a change of pace. That said, since this essay is about erotica, I won't give any advice here.
NONCONSENT/RELUCTANCE
Like BDSM, this one can be quite extreme... although surprisingly, it seems to attract fewer reads than BDSM. The main difference is while BDSM usually occurs with the full consent of the participants, this category usually has women being forced or coerced into doing things they usually wouldn't do.
Of course for some women this is their fantasy, so they'll enjoy getting immersed into it... I know I sometimes do.
NONHUMAN
Like a few other categories, this one is quite popular, and yet completely not my style. That said, if you're into aliens, ghosts, robots and so forth, this is a great category to find your readers. It's also a category that allows you to be really creative... something I lack in this genre (although a ghost story could be fun).
NOVELS AND NOVELLAS
Because of their length, many readers will be scared off before they even click on one of these stories. Yet for those who want a long story... with multiple plots... and complex characters... this category is great.
The perk for a writer is you won't get many readers who only like stroke stories, so they won't be voting. But the ones who do read your story will sit down, grab a glass of wine, and immerse themselves in your plot and characters. For example, novels and novellas was a perfect place for Deconstructing the Professor, a very long story of mine that takes a long time to get to the sex.
That said, you will get fewer reads in this category.
This is also where you will find some of the best writers.
REVIEWS & ESSAYS
This category doesn't get a lot of reads, but it has been very good for me. I write an end of the year essay each year, and many of the ones in my Twenty Questions series have been nominated for and/or won best essay of the year.
It's a safe place to share your thoughts and insights about whatever, since people who click on it will have a good idea of what they're about to read. Not a sex story... although sometimes a conversation about sex.
ROMANCE
At first I was surprised that this category isn't widely read. Then I remembered this is a porn site. People don't come here for romance, they come to get off. So naturally this category isn't well frequented.
Paradoxically, many of the top stories in many categories are romantic in nature.
So writing a romance for Literotica can be great... just post it in another category.
For example, my only romance story Serendipity has had 46,600 reads in over nine years. (But keep in mind that my lighthearted romp Mommy's Stuck, released yesterday, has gotten 91,231 reads in just twenty-four hours.)
SCI-FI & FANTASY
Like Nonhumans, this is not my forte, but it's a category that the readers who like sci-fi love. So if you can write authentic sci-fi or fantasy and spice it up, you should be able to develop a good following here. But unless this is a genre you're very familiar with and have a passion for, I'd stay away from it.
TOYS & MASTURBATION
Another rarely read category, and I've only done one... a chapter in my Church Girl series. That said, it's a great place to focus on describing the pleasure... and less on the plot.
TRANSGENDER & CROSSDRESSERS
This category is quite popular. Like incest, it's often about the taboo. I don't mean this in a rude or demeaning way, since happily in the past few years people's understanding of transgender has evolved greatly. Trans stories tend to be popular among both men and women.
Men... many men fantasize about sucking a cock... or getting fucked... and doing it with someone who is feminine and has breasts makes it seem less gay. I've corresponded with lots of men who've wanted to be... or have even been with a trans person.
Women... some women love the beauty of a feminine body... but have little interest in a pussy... but a feminine body with a cock is a beautiful sight.
I have written many trans stories, my Trans Summer story from last summer is my fifth most popular story of all time with a 4.84 score, and the main character Lucy is up for sexiest trans character of 2022.
One of my other fav stories is Shemale School, a novella of sorts, starring yours truly taking a new position as a teacher at an all-girl boarding school, where unbeknownst to me (at first) all the students are shemales. (As the story progresses, I'm sorry to say... not... I fail to maintain my usual professional standards.)
This category gets a reasonable number of reads, and prompts a higher than average number of emails asking about future stories.
SEVENTEEN: GET AN EDITOR
I do a decent job of editing my own stories... but decent isn't good enough. Even though the stories on this website are free to read, and you don't get paid to publish your stories on it, people will still lambaste you for poor grammar, spelling, etc..
So, get an editor... or two... or three... you can never have too many people poring over your work and making suggestions.
That said, remember to be humble, because sometimes an editor will push your limits.
And if they're good... pay attention to their feedback... and your writing will benefit.
I've had the luxury of a dozen great editors over time... and not just for grammar... but content... style... plot changes... embellishments...
And... editors have made me into a better writer, and they've made my stories better, too.
[Tip from Tex for the editors: An approach that's always worked very comfortably and effectively for me... and I think for Jasmine too... is that I always feel free to comment upon, add to, or change absolutely anything, if I think it will improve the story. But it's important that I have Word busily tracking everything I do, so with a click or two, Jasmine can undo anything she doesn't like. And when she doesn't like something I've done, I never argue my case... it's her story after all, not mine.]
[Tip 2: This approach will only work with writers as approachable as Jasmine is. Some writers are far more up tight and defensive about their writing, poor things.]
EIGHTEEN: MY PROCEDURE
I think I've already mentioned I don't plan my sex scenes in advance, but actually I don't even plan my stories in advance.
I just start writing with a basic plot in mind, and allow the story to unfold however it does. Which means that many times the story I start to write and the one that ends up on the page is completely different... to the extent that even I am surprised by where it went.



I allow the characters to lead the story... to guide me where it should go. Which is why I think I have interesting characters... they evolve right before my eyes... right on my keyboard. This is what continues to make writing fun for me, since I can be surprised by my own writing.
But if you prefer structure, then create character sketches of your main characters and a plot outline. That doesn't work for me at all... but perhaps it will for you.
NINETEEN: PUT YOURSELF IN THE STORY
I don't mean actually being pretentious and writing yourself into the story as a character (although I am pretentious, and I do write myself into some of my stories... often too much), But what I'm suggesting is putting your own personality in your stories.
For me it's nylons... pantyhose... stockings... thigh highs...
For me it's putting my fantasies out there.
For me it's creating submissive characters that have some resemblance to me (which is why my most common profession for a character is teaching).
In the end, allow the readers to get to know you a little through your words.
TWENTY: HAVE FUN
I wouldn't do this if I didn't enjoy it.
Yes, I love the comments.
Yes, I check the scores, especially the first couple of days.
Yes, I love the emails.
Yes, I enjoy seeing my stories at the top of lists, and so forth.
But mostly, I enjoy writing. I enjoy going back and re-reading old stories I've sometimes forgotten about. Sometimes I smile and think something was really good. Other times I sigh and think it was a piece of shit.
Regardless, they're mine.
Each of them define a moment in my past.
And because you'll be criticized, get negative comments, get low scores, get a story completely ignored simply due to timing... or where it lands on the pages or on the new stories lists... and on those days you might feel frustrated or discouraged... then write for yourself... write what you want to write... and... as I said... have fun.
BONUS NOTE (SINCE I DON'T LIKE ODD NUMBERS)
What do some of the letters beside a story mean?
1. If you see a story with a RED H, it indicates this is a HOT story which is 4.50 or higher.
2. An AQUA W indicates a WINNING STORY. This could be for finishing first, second or third in a Literotica contest, or for winning a year-end award.
3. A YELLOW N simply means the story is NEW (released within the last seven days).
4. A GREEN E indicates an editor's choice, which sadly, I have never received in all this time.
.....
.....
.....
Thanks for reading. If you have any questions, then ask away. I've already begun preparing for Twenty Questions 2022.
Jasmine, July 2022.
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Summary: Black mom is drawn into her daughter's white gf's racial play.
Note 1: Thanks to Breezy for suggesting this racial role reversal story.
WARNING:
Please note that unlike most of my interracial stories, where a white man or woman submits to a black man or woman... this time a black mother and daughter submit to an 18-year-old white girl.
Racial play and taboo terms like the 'N' word are prevalent. If these offend you, please stop reading now.
I should note this story was requested by a black woman who finds this kind of taboo racial roleplaying arousing.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this novella.
Taking Liberties
It took me some time to deal with learning that my only daughter Keisha, my only child for that matter, was a lesbian. Not because I'm some homophobic woman... or some 'Karen'... or some wing nut politician attempting to inflict laws upon people about their sexuality... no... my difficulty was for two reasons: one of them selfish, and the other one motherly.
1. The selfish one: I wanted grandkids, or at least a grandkid. I know adoption is possible, or artificial insemination, but they're just not the same.
2. The motherly one: we lived in the South, and in an area where even in the so-called enlightened 21st century, being gay could still provoke unfavorable attention and mistreatment.
Two years later, I'd gotten over the first issue (mostly), but I was still concerned about the second one... exacerbated by some hate crimes recently committed against some gay people... and then a third concern arose when I met Keisha's new girlfriend... and much to my surprise... they were already living together. The surprise including: her girlfriend Amber was white (my daughter and I are black) and she was three years younger than my daughter, at just eighteen. Christ, the girl had only graduated from high school six weeks prior!
And even though I'd been gearing myself up to give her the benefit of the doubt, her first impression wasn't at all positive, when she showed up for our extended family's annual 'Last Weekend in August Family Picnic' in my backyard wearing a crop top, jean shorts, and for reasons no sane person would ever comprehend, black thigh high stockings. Now I have nothing against stockings, although I myself would never wear them in public. I'd worn pantyhose only for funerals, and not even for my wedding, until my newest boyfriend of eight months had a thing for nylons, so now I wore them sometimes, but only in the bedroom. They were sexy, but only suitable for when I was getting dicked. No black woman ever wears pantyhose or nylons in casual public settings. As I watched this girl arrive while shaking my head in disapproval, not yet realizing this white trash bimbo was my daughter's girlfriend, I looked up and saw my daughter also entering the backyard.
That disapproval shifted into astonishment when I saw my daughter wearing a sundress... not at all strange... with white nylons underneath... very strange... since no black woman ever wears white nylons... if they wear any at all... and no black woman would ever wear pantyhose in the summer... in the South. And... throughout her entire life, I hadn't once seen Keisha wearing nylons of any sort.
As I was trying to process my daughter's strange new fashion choice at our family barbecue, I watched her walk up to the pretty-enough-to-be-a-model-but-with-disastrous-fashion-sense blonde white girl and kiss her... on the lips... with tongues... and at length!
My eyes went wide.
The white girl I was judging had to be the new girlfriend Keisha had told me she was bringing along.
Fuck!
She hadn't mentioned anything about the girl being white.
Or that she looked like a child but dressed like a prostitute.
3. I know this sounds racist, but she was white... drop dead beautiful, and white. Meaning that now my daughter was in danger of not only provoking slings and arrows for being gay, but also for being biracially gay. In the South!
Keisha walked towards me, now holding hands with this white girl, and upon reaching me, dropped her hand momentarily to give me a big hug.
"Mama, this is my girlfriend Amber," Keisha introduced, looking very happy.
I turned on my very best (but totally fake) smile, which I often needed to do around certain white people, while I thought to myself, of course her name is Amber, "It's nice to meet you, Amber."
"Nice to meet you too, Liberty," Amber responded with a warm smile.
Yes, my given name is Liberty. I don't know how many people know that the Statue of Liberty was modeled from a mixture of mostly black women, possibly including the Colossus of Rhodes, a Nubian goddess and various Egyptian peasant women. In any case, my parents named me after Lady Liberty, which I'm rather proud of, even though I've carried that name for forty-four years and counting.
However, I was aghast that she was addressing me as Liberty instead of Ms. Black (having reverted to my maiden name after my divorce). Yet I didn't correct her. Instead I asked politely, "How long have you two girls been together?"
"All summer," Keisha said.
"I see," I nodded, trying to appear interested and non-judgemental as I added, "And may I ask how old you are, Amber?"
"Eighteen," she said. "I know I look younger."
"She graduated from high school at the top of her class," Keisha said proudly, clearly knowing her mother and the plethora of questions that would be spinning through my head. "Just like I did three years ago."
"Very impressive," I said, although from looking at her, that didn't seem overly realistic, unless she'd fucked her way into her top grades. But then I felt a little bad about being so judgemental. In spite of our history of being persecuted, or maybe because of it, we blacks need to hold ourselves to a high standard when it comes to displaying even a hint of racism in ourselves; since if we step across some ill-defined line, there are people who'll be quick to shout, "See? You're just as racist as you always accuse us of being!"
"And I'm rooming with your daughter, since we'll be attending the same college this fall," Amber added.
"You're what?" I asked, my façade of propriety crumbling in an instant.
"Yes, Mama," Keisha jumped in, knowing I wasn't happy about that. I was paying for Keisha's small but lavish house a block from the campus. She had a scholarship good for all four years, but it only paid for her tuition and textbooks. Coming from a well off successful family and doing very well in the divorce, I had lots of money, so I made sure Keisha had all she needed to be successful in college, and she wouldn't need to worry about money. My daughter, sweetheart that she is, had decided to attend a college just three hours away, even though she'd been offered scholarships to schools all over the country. I know she would have preferred Stanford, but she chose to matriculate a fairly short drive away from me, so I wouldn't be totally alone after her father had left me three years ago for his secretary... his white secretary, who was much younger than I was... shortly after I'd walked in on her bent over his desk while he fucked her.
"I think we need to talk," I said, trying to retain my warm persona while also being a little terse, and unavoidably revealing I wasn't happy with this revelation. As I hope I've made clear, I always did my best not to be at all racist, but I assumed this white girl was having sex with my daughter, which normally might not be an issue, except that a part of me was still feeling pretty raw from my husband's betrayal.
"Okay Mama, but please not here and now," Keisha urged in a whisper.
"Yes Liberty, it was very generous of your sexy daughter to allow me to move in with her," Amber said, making me cringe at her continuing use of my given name. "I really appreciate it. I didn't know how I was going to be able to attend college and also find a place to live, since my parents can't afford to pay for both the tuition and my living expenses."
"Oh, okay," I said, not really thrilled by this arrangement, but being well aware of my sweet daughter's generosity. She'd always been a people pleaser, always putting other people ahead of herself. (I'd also noticed Amber had called my daughter 'sexy'.)
"How did you two meet?" I asked, still trying to process how my daughter could possibly have hooked up with someone so different from her, not to mention younger.
"We met on my European trip," Keisha said. "They assigned us as roommates, and we hit it off."
"And so..." Amber said, as she placed her hand on my daughter's ass and gave it a possessive squeeze, "...we quickly became more than roommates."
If my daughter's dark skin could blush visibly, I'm sure she'd be displaying her embarrassment, although her facial expression didn't seem fazed at all, and she didn't push Amber's hand away, but allowed it to remain on her ass.
My own mother joined us, and so the conversation ended prematurely... while the entire time I tried to puzzle out how my daughter had become enamored with someone like Amber. Logically they didn't seem compatible at all, although they did seem to be getting along well; there were certainly no signs of friction between them.
Keisha and Amber stayed at my house for a week... sharing a bed together... which shocked me... as did my hearing my daughter frequently moaning through the walls, and even begging, "Harder, fuck me harder," which made no sense to me. I couldn't believe Keisha would sleep in the same bed as a lover while she was in my house, and would even have sex there... in the house she'd grown up in... which was something she'd never done with any previous girlfriends... yes, she'd had girlfriends before going off to college.
By the time they left, I didn't only dislike Amber, I resented her. And while hate is a strong word I don't use lightly... I may have already hated her for the way she was turning my daughter into something she wasn't. Keisha wore thigh high stockings (always white) throughout the entire week. (I learned they weren't pantyhose when a chance gust of wind revealed two things: she was wearing thigh high stockings, and to my complete shock, she also wasn't wearing any panties!)
Unfortunately, I never managed to get even two minutes alone with Keisha all that week. Amber was always present... and doing most of the talking. It was as if Keisha, one of the most confident black women I'd ever known... and yes, my baby girl was now a woman, all of twenty-one... had now become someone else entirely... and I didn't like this newest version at all... most particularly because she deferred to her girlfriend about everything.
Yet after they were gone, a strange thing happened. I started having sexual dreams and fantasies about Amber. I was somewhat of a submissive in the bedroom... always had been... which was the polar opposite of the persona I wore in public. I was a lawyer who championed many civil rights cases in federal courts in America, and even some on global stages. So almost no one knew that behind closed doors I got off on being called a slut and on being face fucked; I thrived on taking facials, or having a man shoot his white cum all over my body... I found the sight in a mirror of white cum on my black face and body oddly sensual... and I even enjoyed having a man come all over my ass.
But I'd never seriously fantasized about being with a woman. Sure, I noticed when one was attractive, and I knew Amber was one of the prettiest white women I'd ever encountered. She was a stereotypical blonde blue-eyed beauty with an amazing slim body.
I hated to keep waking up all wet between my legs as my dreams played wicked tricks on me by vividly portraying me as her sexual plaything. In those dreams she required me to lick her feet, kiss her ass, eat her pussy while she watched television, and she fucked me in all my holes with strap-ons.
I remembered seeing her hands on my daughter's ass, I recalled witnessing my daughter wearing revealing clothing she'd never even consider wearing before she met Amber. I realized now, looking back at the strange week, that Amber had even spoken for Keisha a few times when I'd asked my daughter a question.
Was my daughter submissive?
Was Amber manipulating her?
Was Amber using her?
If so, was it with her consent?
I attempted during our conversations over the phone slyly to try to pry some hints of discontent out of Keisha, but she seemed to be super happy, and it became obvious to me that whether I approved of Amber or not, Keisha was going to remain with her no matter what I thought... not that I ever revealed to my daughter my true feelings about the girl... neither the resentful ones or the obsessive ones.
So reluctantly, I accepted their relationship... and all the while my dark, submissive side imagined Amber sexually dominating me. I'd had a white boyfriend back in college named... ironically... Randy, who'd used me like a slut... especially once he discovered my natural submissive side and how much I enjoyed race play. The first time he called me nigger while he face fucked me my pussy leaked, and when he pulled out to spew his load all over my face, I heard myself begging, "Yes! Shoot that white creamy load all over your nigger's face!" He obliged, and once I recovered from my orgasm, he made me fuck a wooden spoon in my cunt... he made me call it a cunt, a word no righteous (or even unrighteous) black woman would ever use... I felt appalled by my weakness... shame coursing through me not only from allowing a white man to call me such a derogatory term, but doubly shamed by how much hearing it turned me on.
For six months a cycle had continued. I promised myself never to allow it to happen again... yet once he presented his big white dick to me, I became an insatiable black slave (horrible word!) willing to do anything to serve his white dick. I sucked him in front of his friends. I was spit-toasted by him and his cousin. I was an under-the-table dick sucker to four white dicks during a poker game... swallowing a good nine or ten loads while being called every racist slur I'd heard before, and some I hadn't, by faceless white men with yummy white dicks... before my boyfriend fucked me and verbally humiliated me for being such a black slut who would do absolutely anything for white dick.
Luckily for me, although tragically, he died in a car crash, and I took that as a sign from God to stop being such a cheap slut.
I transferred to a different college.
I focused on pursuing my schooling.
I dated, soon exclusively with a sweet man from an upstanding black family.
We got married, had a child, I started my career a few years later, and the rest was history.
Since Randy, I'd been only with black men.
I'd... apparently successfully... banished my twisted racial humiliation kink to the back of my subconscious and forgotten all about it.
Until encountering Amber.
My submissiveness, which I'd controlled pretty well for all these years, was re-emerging... as well as a curiosity I'd contemplated on a few occasions... to be with a woman.
My desire to be degraded and sexually used increased.
I began searching online for porn that depicted white women dominating black women, and was surprised to find how little of it existed. There were tons of black men dominating both white women (I was shocked to discover entire websites dedicated to this fetish) and white men (even more shocked to find a whole subculture of white men who were eager to submit sexually to BBC (a term I'd never encountered before doing this research), and quite a number of black women dominating white women (again entire websites about it), yet there was almost nothing about the other way around. Not a single website. Just the odd video I managed to discover from extensive searching. I assumed this was because of the obvious racism it portrayed... yet apparently reverse racism was now allowed... and even encouraged... which shocked me as much as my own twisted fetish. On the bright side I supposed, society seemed to be striving to compensate for centuries of the white race's blatant racism. (Although historically, the extent to which various Asian countries had subjugated other nations was nothing to be proud of either.)
The videos I did find were very intense... verbally extreme... completely wrongheaded... totally racist... and yet... they got my pussy soaked... and had me shoving three fingers into my pussy, or whatever I had nearby: a wine bottle, a candlestick, and a remote control.
I also came across some intense erotic stories about white women dominating black women ...mostly younger white women... more like girls than women... barely legal... just like Amber... dominating older, professional women like myself. 'Slave to a White Bitch' had my pussy dripping with its racial domination and humiliation... a black woman being called a cow because of her huge tits was so wrong, and yet it turned me on so badly. Then I read a story that had me a muddled mess... both in my panties and in my head... a novella called 'Deconstructing the Professor', which described a strong-willed black professor succumbing over time to a white college student who had many black girls willingly submitting to her... actually all the girls in the story... but especially the black ones.
Almost every night... okay, truth be told, every fucking night, I ended up with a toy in my pussy, and often another in my ass, or the shower head pounding away on my clit as I read and reread this story... imagining myself as the professor... and after I came... I cursed myself... my weakness... promised myself never again... yet the cycle continued night after night.
Even whenever I was getting fucked by my boyfriend Jeremy... I was imagining he was Amber with a strap-on.
Ironically, since I was mentally cheating on Jeremy... I eventually discovered he was cheating on me.
It was November... three months after meeting Amber... when my life fell apart... again.
For the second time in my life, I walked in on my man with someone else. First it had been my husband fucking his secretary, this time it was my boyfriend, three days before our one-year anniversary, getting himself ass fucked by a white man half his age. If getting cheated on by your husband with another woman wasn't soul-crushing, catching the man who'd said he loved you just weeks ago, getting fucked by another man... a white man... was completely self-esteem destroying... and this after I was finally coming to grips with the idea (and fact) that my ex-husband's cheating hadn't been my fault... since I'd blamed myself for a long, long time.
So furious, devastated, disgusted, and humiliated, I drove home, packed a few things, and drove straight off to see my daughter. I needed to get the fuck out of the city!
Four hours later (only three of them spent driving), three crying jags later, and after eating half a pie ala mode (true confession: the entire pie) at a roadside diner, I reached my daughter's house... well, mine really.
I grabbed my bag, knocked on the door, and when no one answered, I pulled out my key and walked inside. (I came out to visit Keisha a few times a year and had my own key, since I was paying for everything.)
I called out Keisha's name, and got no response. I slipped out of my runners (my family never wore shoes in the house), and headed towards the guest room, assuming I was alone. I was exhausted, and figured I'd just crash in the spare bedroom (which was essentially my own bedroom), when I heard some shocking words coming from Keisha's room.



"Say it. Please say it!" Keisha begged with an urgency that could only come from someone getting fucked.
"Say what, slut?" Amber's unmistakable voice asked, as I heard the sounds of two bodies crashing into each other.
I was just a few feet away from the open door, and then I froze in my tracks when I heard Keisha saying words that shocked me to the core... words I myself had uttered back in my humiliating days of interracial submission... "Call me ... Call me a nigger!"
Amber replied, "You want me to call you a nigger?"
"Yes please, Mistress. Please call me a nigger while you fuck my nigga ass," Keisha pleaded, desperately wanting to be verbally abused with the most shocking word in the English language! So my daughter used the 'N' word on herself. My daughter also took it in the ass. I too had done a lot of kinky things in my life, especially in my younger days... the wildest being a five-man gangbang at a party... where I took five loads all over my face and tits with other people masturbating while they watched... I was also spit-roasted at another party... and I was fisted by one cheerleader while I ate out another at a first-year college initiation (both were white women, although there was no racial play... just nasty sex). But never... ever... even after quite a bit of coaxing, had I ever allowed anyone to fuck my ass... not even in my submissive days. I listened... so shocked... so in awe... so fucking horny... my hand going to my pussy as I slowly rubbed myself.
"Oh, I'll call you a nigger, all right," Amber said, her voice sounding so sexy and smug, "You fucking slut nigger!"
"Ahhhhhhhh, your nigger, I'm your nigger!" Keisha declared with an urgency she couldn't possibly fake. She sounded so desperate... spouting out words I'd imagined uttering to this same white girl in my recent fantasies.
"Do you want to come, my dirty ass slut?" Amber asked.
"Yes Mistress, may your dirty ass slut please come?" Keisha pleaded. I couldn't believe what I was hearing... while I imagined Amber fucking my ass for the first time in my many fantasies... something I'd only done to myself with toys up to this point... but my curiosity had grown and grown... especially since Amber had first sauntered into my backyard.
"What will you do to be allowed to come, my big booty black bitch?" Amber interrogated, her flighty giddy persona from the summer gone, to be replaced with a dominant one... which should have made me furious, but instead had my pussy leaking.
"Anything, Amber," Keisha responded. "You know I'm your black slut to use however you please!"
I couldn't help it... I just had to see what was happening, and so I peeked into my daughter's room and saw both girls on all fours on the bed... my daughter being slammed from behind by the sexy Amber, her amazingly white ass cheeks... well, actually I could only see one ass cheek from my angle.
"Oh, I know," Amber said, and she grabbed my daughter's hair, which was in a ponytail, and really yanked it while she fucked my daughter good and hard.
"Oh fuck, please don't stop," Keisha begged, her moans telling me her orgasm was imminent.
I stared... drifting further into the doorway without even realizing. Watching my daughter getting hammered from behind like I liked getting fucked from behind... although in my pussy, not my asshole. The contrast of my daughter's black skin against Amber's ivory white skin was an erotic contrast. Also contrasting was each woman's nylon colour: the white Amber wearing black thigh highs, while my black daughter was in white thigh highs... the same nylon colours they'd been wearing during their summer visit.
I couldn't tear my eyes away from the scene, my hand still rubbing my pussy, even though I didn't realize I was doing it. I watched for another minute, so enthralled by what I was witnessing, and so envious of what my daughter was experiencing, that I didn't realize I'd progressed almost completely through the doorway, when Amber and I made eye contact.
She wasn't the least bit startled, and she just smiled at me, then smoothly asked my daughter, her eyes still locked on me, "How much do you love getting your black booty destroyed?"
"I fucking love it, Mistress," Keisha replied, and judging by her enthusiastic movements and lustful words, it was obvious she really did.
I tried to process my two polar opposite urges: my motherly duty to protect, vs my submissive woman's libido on overdrive.
"What would you do if your mother walked in right now and saw you getting your asshole hammered like this?" Amber asked, while I remained frozen in shock, and Amber's eyes never left mine the entire time she was speaking.
"Oh my God, I can't even imagine what I'd do," Keisha said, although the thought didn't seem to deter her imminent orgasm.
"Well, imagine it happening, you black slut, what would you say to her?" Amber asked, her tone strong and dominant.
"I'd tell her you own my black pussy and my black ass," Keisha replied wickedly.
"Good answer! Now come, nigger, come right fucking now, you nasty black bitch," Amber ordered.
Permission granted, Keisha screamed as her orgasm instantly cascaded through her, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
"Come all over my big white dick," Amber said, still grinning and staring at me as she continued fucking my daughter. Keisha's head was planted down on the bed as she writhed around in the euphoria of her violent orgasm.
Pushing down the fire inside me, while I imagined myself saying the same words my daughter just had, I finally assumed the pretense of a moral high road... after snatching away the hand I suddenly realised was touching my pussy... and reclaimed the mother in me by demanding, "What the Hell is going on here?"
Amber, who hadn't broken eye contact with me since she first spied me standing in the doorway touching myself, responded, ""Hi, Liberty. I was just ass fucking your daughter."
Keisha looked up in shock, "Mama?"
"You're to address me as Ms. Black in this house," I corrected sternly, my arms crossed, as I glared down at her as coldly as I could manage.
Amber slowly pulled what looked like a 10-inch dildo from Keisha's pussy. "In my house, I'm calling you Liberty," she countered.
"Excuse me?" I asked, trying not to stare at her pale, naked body, the dick strapped to her waist, which I knew would feel so good in my pussy, while her indignant rebuttal... including her implied counterclaim that this was her house, not mine... pissed me off, but cooled down the fire inside me.
"I don't believe in respecting my elders just because I'm supposed to," Amber said. "You old farts need to earn it."
"Whatever," I said, waving my hand at her in an 'I don't want to hear any more of your nonsense' gesture. I turned to Keisha, who was oddly still in the same position I'd caught her in, clearly unsure of what to do next, or perhaps paralyzed with indecision, "Keisha, get dressed; we need to talk."
"Yes, Mama," Keisha said, then looked up to Amber and asked in the most subservient way a woman could speak to another, "May I, Mistress?"
"You may for now," Amber permitted. "But you still have a pussy to munch."
"Yes, Mistress," my daughter repeated, uttering the words that were making my entire body melt and my pussy burn every time I heard the black submissive refer to her younger white dominant in such a reverent and yet humiliating fashion.
Keisha got off the bed, found a robe and put it on, while I glared at Amber.
The white bitch smiled, not the least bit intimidated, and quipped unoriginally, "Take a picture, it lasts longer." Top student in her class? I still doubted it.
I sighed dramatically, slyly admired her body one last time, and she winked at me. I guess I wasn't as sly as I'd thought.
I turned and stormed out, and made some hot chocolate while I waited in the kitchen for Keisha.
When Keisha entered, I got right to the point by saying, "Amber needs to leave. Now. And for good."
"No, Mama," Keisha said, which I was totally unaccustomed to hearing from her.
"Excuse me?" I asked.
"I love her," Keisha said.
"First, that isn't love," I said. "Second, you've only known her for a few months."
"Mama," Keisha said. "I'm sorry you had to see that, but what happens in my bedroom is my own business."
"I know you didn't ask that white bitch to call you a nigger." I pointed out.
"Actually, I did," she corrected me, avoiding eye contact as she admitted, "Yes, she often calls me that when we're in the bedroom."
"It's disgusting," I said. "And so wrong."
Keisha admitted sheepishly, "But I like it."
"You like it?" I asked, even though I could easily empathise with her liking it... it had used to turn me on for reasons I still couldn't understand.
"Yes, Mama," Keisha said, tears beginning to well up in her eyes. "I know you won't understand, and I know you'll judge me for this, but the truth is... in the heat of the moment, it excites me."
"Oh honey," I said, pulling my daughter in for an embrace, "I do understand."
"Y-y-you do?" she quavered, as she began to sob.
"Yes," I said. "I'm aware that all women have some secret kinks that turn them on."
"You do?" she asked.
"That's because your mother probably likes being a submissive slut too," Amber interjected, entering the kitchen and strolling to the fridge, still naked.
"Don't you get involved," I snapped.
"Just saying," Amber shrugged, as she poured herself a refrigerated glass of water.
"Well, don't say anything," I said, as I got a great look at her entire body this time.
"I bet your mom's cunt is wet right now," Amber said, as she walked past me and casually slapped my ass.
"Allow me to speak to my daughter in private, if you please," I said formally, although I felt a gush of wetness leak into my panties at her correct assumption and her firm slap.
"Denial is always the first defense," Amber said, as she continued walking, and I couldn't help but watch her shapely white ass as she left the kitchen.
Once she was completely gone, I turned back to my daughter, who seemed to be aware of how Amber had distracted me, and asked, "Does she always walk around the house naked?"
"Often," Keisha said.
"So back to you," I said. "I don't like how she treats you."
"She treats me exactly how I want to be treated," Keisha said.
"Like a...?" I paused, not wanting to say the next word.
"Like a slut?" Keisha asked.
"Well..." I paused, recalling from my own past how liberating it felt to be used like a slut.
"It's okay, Mama," my daughter said, not offended by what she thought I was thinking... although she was only assuming a mom thought, and not my inner slut thought. "Amber knows what I need in a relationship; both in public, and behind closed doors."
"I just don't want you to become something you're not," I said, recalling my own submission back when, when I'd been consumed with lust and guilt, guilt and lust.
"Mama, I'm a lesbian," she said. "Mostly a submissive one who gets off on pleasing another woman, although occasionally I can be a switch."
"A switch?" I asked. This was a term I'd come across in a couple of stories, but had never completely understood it.
"A switch is someone who can shift from submissive to dominant and back again," Keisha explained.
"You didn't seem very dominant just now," I pointed out.
"Oh, with me, she's completely submissive, isn't that right, my pet?" Amber asked, still naked, while she walked back into the kitchen and slapped my daughter's ass.
"Yes," Keisha said, nodding her head at her girlfriend.
"You could put some clothes on, you know," I pointed out, even though I was admiring her almost naked body... still wearing the black thigh highs that really accentuated her body. Although I'd always disliked nylons of any sort, and after yet another male betrayal from the man I'd recently reluctantly worn them for, and had sworn today during my drive I'd never fucking wear them again, they really looked sexy on Amber.
"I figured since you were staring at my body while I was fucking your daughter, you wouldn't mind seeing me walk around naked," Amber said, as she removed a banana from a fruit bowl.
"I wasn't staring," I said, glancing nervously at my daughter, hoping she wouldn't learn just how long I'd stood there watching.
"Sure, sure," Amber smiled, as she slid the banana into her pussy. "Still in denial, I see."
My eyes went wide as I watched half of the banana, its peel still intact, disappear into her pussy.
"I really love fruit," Amber said, and then she pulled it out, strolled over to Keisha, and placed the wet end to her lips.
No words were spoken as Keisha automatically opened her mouth and sucked the pussy wetness from the banana.
"Good girl," Amber said, before she strolled away again.
"Keisha, what kind of hold does she have on you?" I asked. "Is it blackmail?"
"No Mama, she just knows what I need," she said, not visibly embarrassed by what she'd just done right before her mother's eyes.
"She's using you," I said.
"No, she understands me," Keisha said. "She awakened a side of me I didn't know existed."
"What side is that?"
"Submissive."
"You can be submissive without being treated so poorly," I pointed out.
"I know you can't understand, but I like it," she continued. "And this is a freeuse house."
"Freeuse?" I asked, that not a term I'd heard before.
"Freeuse means that she's allowed to use me sexually whenever she wants, in every room, regardless of who else is here, or what else we're doing," she explained.
"Sounds like some white folks shit," I said as I processed what she was saying.
"It's not only that, but anyone who enters the house is required to agree to be a freeuse..." she paused, looking at me like she didn't want to say any more.
"Freeuse what?" I asked.
"Freeuse slut," she finished, likely blushing, although her dark skin didn't reveal it.
"You're not implying that I should agree to that?" I asked, shocked to the core, even while my pussy once again betrayed me.
"Mama, I should warn you that Amber loves seducing straight black women," Keisha said, not really answering the question, yet still answering it.
"You bullshittin' me?" I asked.
"Nope. And we have an open relationship," Keisha added.
"So she doesn't mind if you have sex with other people?" I asked.
"Yeah," she nodded. "Although usually we just add a third woman to our playtime."
"Keisha, this can't be healthy for you," I stressed.
"I'm just saying that I know Amber already has her eyes on you," my daughter warned.
"Your live-in girlfriend has her eyes on me?"
"Yes," Keisha nodded.
"And you're okay with that?" I asked.
"I'm not sure how I feel, but I do know she makes me feel special," Keisha said, and then changed the subject, "Mama, I wasn't expecting you; why are you here?"
"I just needed to get away," I said, as I processed the reality that Amber wanted to turn me into her sex slave too... or at least that was how I perceived it.
"Why?" Keisha asked, it being unlike me just to show up at her place unannounced.
"I caught Jeremy having sex..." I said, figuring there was no reason to hide the harsh truth of my being cheated on again, my own tears beginning to well up this time, "...with another man."
"What? That bastard!" Keisha gasped, stepping close to hug me.
"Yeah, I walked in on him getting ass fucked by a guy... a white guy," I blurted out, tears beginning to flow while my anger returned inside me.
"He was having sex with a white guy?" Keisha asked, looking both shocked and sorry for me.
"Yes! He was bent over the couch getting fucked by a white boy," I said, the image forever engraved in my brain.
"Oh my God!" Keisha said, comforting me... the irony of the daughter comforting the mom not lost on me.
"How big was his dick?" Amber asked, joining us yet again.
"Baby!" Keisha rebuked her, looking a little annoyed at Amber's insensitivity.
"What does that have to do with anything?" I asked.
"Don't act like you're not curious," Amber said to my daughter. "I know you have a thing for big white dicks."
Keisha didn't respond.
Amber turned back to me. "So... how big was it?"
I remembered the young man pulling out when I yelled, and his dick was huge. "He had a very large white dick. Probably 11 or 12 inches."
Amber said, her hands on her waist, which made her tits stand out even more, "So you caught your boyfriend getting fucked by a young white guy with a huge dick. I'm betting part of you was jealous he wasn't fucking you."
This pissed me off, since that wasn't remotely what I was thinking at the time, or even since. "Fuck you, little girl. And stay out of my business."
Amber shrugged, "I'm just saying. It looks like you could use some big white dick in your own life."
"No, I'm fucking done with men," I said, which was true... and seeing my daughter submissively obeying Amber was only enhancing my curiosity to explore my lesbian side. The idea of licking Amber's pussy, or even eating her ass, was making my pussy tingle, even as tears kept running down my cheeks.
"That's because you're a lesbian, Liberty," Amber stuck in her two cents' worth yet again.
"I think the undisputable fact of your girlfriend being born from my very own womb proves that theory wrong," I said, not wanting to give Amber any hints about my same-sex curiosity.
"And your boyfriend liking to take it in the ass by another guy, and he also fucks you, says he's neither straight nor gay," Amber pointed out crudely.
"Amber," Keisha said, in a tone that wasn't angry, but definitely a little annoyed... the first negative emotion I'd seen from her directed towards Amber.
"Just saying," Amber shrugged, not pushing it, but instead approaching Keisha, putting her hands on her shoulders and guiding her to the floor. I couldn't see Keisha with the kitchen counter now in the way, but I assumed she was licking Amber's pussy.
"I don't expect this silly freeuse shit to happen while I'm here," I said.
"So, Keisha already explained the ground rules, then," Amber moaned softly. "That's good."
"The ground rules for now will be no more freeuse," I adjudicated, even though it seemed to be happening as we spoke.
"Oh, nothing changes while you're here, Liberty, "Amber said, as she pulled my daughter back to her feet and ordered, "I expect you back in the bedroom in the next few minutes."
"Yes, Mistress," Keisha said, her lips shiny.
"Liberty, if you need to talk about your sexual journey, just let me know," the blonde beauty offered, still almost naked.
"Good to know," I said, hopefully noncommittally.
She winked at me and sauntered away, and again I was unable to keep from staring at her amazing white ass. So tight! So perfect!
Once we were alone, I didn't push my daughter, but instead I admitted, "I think you may have it right."
"Really? How so?"
"My dating women suddenly seems like a pretty attractive alternative to what I've gone through," I said, glancing towards the hallway, where Amber was no longer within view.
"Oh, there can be drama in girl-girl relationships too," Keisha said.
"I suppose, but in any case, I'm done with men," I said firmly.
"Seriously?" Keisha asked.
"Yeah, I don't know if I could be with a woman, but at the moment, I'd definitely explore it, given the right opportunity," I continued, wondering if Amber could hear us... I assumed she could.
"Mama, you should whisper things like that," Keisha whispered herself.
"Why?" I whispered back.
"I'm serious," she whispered, glancing towards the hallway, likely to make sure Amber wasn't returning for another unannounced visit. "Amber would love to turn you into her pet."



"Her pet?" I asked, that word making my pussy tingle.
"Yes, she sees all black women, regardless of their age, as her potential pets, and likely her submissive slaves," Keisha continued, speaking with major urgency.
"Like she did with you," I pointed out.
"Yes, and I was helpless to resist, although I'm not complaining. Plus, I know I'll be helpless to stop her from doing the same to you," Keisha said.
"Oh, I think I can control myself well enough to resist an eighteen-year-old 'Becky'," I said, even though I wondered whether I could... or if I'd want to. ('Becky' being a term for a shallow and entitled white woman... not far off from today's 'Karens'.)
"No one has managed to do that yet," Keisha disagreed.
"How many women has she seduced?" I asked, curious.
"Too many to count, Keisha said. "She seduced three of them during the week we were visiting you."
"No way," I said.
"Yes, and two of them you know," Keisha said.
"No way," I repeated, the idea a major turn-on, and even adding to my growing curiosity.
"Yes, way," Keisha smiled.
"Well, tell me who they were," I said.
"One was Mrs. Burns," Keisha revealed.
Mrs. Burns was my next door neighbour. A complete bitch, and I hated her with a passion. "No way," I gasped.
"Yeah, she criticized Amber's outfit, and well..." Keisha smiled, "...an hour later she was on her knees in her bedroom begging to eat Amber while I watched."
"Wow," I said, that vision undeniably turning me on.
"Yeah, I've always hated that bitch," Keisha said.
"Keisha!" I scolded.
"What? You hate her too!"
"But I didn't call her a bitch," I pointed out, laughing a little.
"But you can't deny she is one," Keisha said. "But now she's my pet. With a single text, I could order her to come over to your house and service you."
"No way," I said, encountering shock after shock.
"Yeah, she's completely submissive," Keisha said. Then after a pause she asked, "Would you like that?"
"W-w-what? No!" I stammered.
"Yeah, that was really believable, Mama," Keisha smirked.
"Well, never say never," I responded, again rather noncommittally, I hoped.
"Just ask me, and I'll have her come over, crawl through your front door, and beg to serve as your pet pussy muncher," Keisha offered, the shockingly taboo words flowing from her mouth.
"Good to know," I smiled, imagining this ex-model, the wife of a lawyer, a prima donna bitch, licking away between my legs.
After a pause, I asked, "Who's the other one I know?"
"Mrs. Walker," Keisha revealed.
"No way!" I repeated sounding like a bewildered teenager by repeating those two words. Mrs. Walker was Keisha's former English teacher, as well as her debate coach in high school, and all around amazing woman. Twice we'd had parent-student-teacher interviews together, and we three had even shared a hotel room for a debate tournament during Keisha's senior year. She'd never displayed even a hint of nonpropriety... class all the way.
"Yeah, we bumped into her at 7-11, I introduced her, and Amber immediately figured she'd make a great present for me," Keisha explained.
"Wow," I said.
"Yeah, it turned out that Mrs. Walker has a fetish for black women," Keisha revealed.
"And for black dick," Amber interjected once again.
I turned to see her, and this time she was wearing something in addition to her stockings... a strap-on.
My pussy dampened yet again.
"Yes, Mrs. Walker's greatest fantasy is to serve black pussy and black dick," Keisha agreed. "And while we were chatting just outside the 7-11, Amber got her to admit that to us in less than five minutes."
"Yeah, and then later on, watching your favourite teacher getting triple teamed by three niggers with huge dicks was pretty fucking wild," Amber said, now standing beside my daughter.
"Please don't use that word," I objected, even though that visual had me feeling fucking horny as hell.
"Why not? Your daughter loves hearing it, don't you, slut?" Amber asked, as she stepped behind her and slid her dick into her.
"When I'm in the moooood," Keisha said, looking at me apologetically.
"Which is pretty much always," Amber said, fucking my daughter right in front of me.
I was shocked... even though I likely shouldn't have been... and I didn't say a word... I just watched. After just a few strokes, Keisha lowered her head to avoid making eye contact with me, Amber pulled out and took her hand. "Sorry Liberty, but I need to take your daughter back to our bedroom so we can finish what you interrupted."
"I thought you already fucked her," I said bluntly, and then couldn't believe I'd said that.
"Mama!"
"That's true, Liberty," Amber nodded, making a point of using my given name, a clear power play If I ever saw one, as had been this entire conversation and her lack of clothing, "but now I've decided to fuck my sexy bitch again."
As I went to speak, Amber brought her finger to her lips to shush me, and for some reason I obeyed. She then turned to my daughter and asked, "Do you want that black pussy pounded before you eat my asshole and lick my pussy, slut?"
The various expressions crossing my daughter's face spoke volumes. Shame. Humiliation. Lust. She knew this was wrong, just like I'd known allowing my boyfriend Randy to humiliate me racially back in my college days was wrong... yet our bodies betrayed us. Keisha answered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Amber asked, Keisha's head still down, avoiding any eye contact with either of us, while Amber's eyes were locked on mine... a slight smile on her face.
"Yes, dear Mistress, I want you to fuck me like you own me," Keisha responded, now looking directly into Amber's eyes.
"Good. Now say good night to your mom," Amber instructed.
"Good night, Mama," Keisha said, giving me a shy glance. And then Amber tugged her hand and led her away from me.
I just stood in place speechless... worried my wetness might have leaked through my panties and visibly into my jeans.
Once I heard their bedroom door close, I managed to get myself moving, and went to my room... which was unfortunately... or actually fortunately because of my horny mindset... and closed my door too.
As I got undressed, I heard Amber order, "Beg, you black bitch, beg for this white dick in your slut cunt."
"Please, Mistress, use your dominance over my black pussy," Keisha begged with utterly no shame.
"Oh God," I gasp-moaned as I clearly heard my daughter being dominated by Amber... just like I'd been imagining her doing to me ever since her visiting my home.
Wearing just my underwear and bra, I got onto my bed, spread my legs, and began eavesdropping.
Yes, I knew it was wrong.
Yes, I shouldn't have listened in.
Yes, I should have barged in and dragged my daughter out of there.
Yet instead, I began slowly rubbing myself... my panties sopping wet from all that had transpired since my arrival.
"You want that, even though your mom can likely hear everything we're saying and doing?" Amber asked, her voice going a little louder to make sure I did hear.
I could, and I listened intently, with three of my fingers now inside my pussy.
"I don't give a fuck about anything else, just fuck me," Keisha pleaded with authentic desperation.
"As you wish," Amber replied.
"Ohhhh fuck, yes, fuck me," Keisha bellowed, unable to keep herself even slightly quiet... apparently that was one of our like mother, like daughter traits, since I too was very loud and verbal whenever I got pounded.
"Such a nasty black slut," Amber berated her, as I resisted finger banging myself... just wanting to lose myself in the taboo voyeuristic kink I was listening to.
"I love being your black slave," Keisha moaned.
Then for a good five minutes, I just listened. The nasty talk continued, the N word used liberally by Amber and repeated by my daughter, all while I fingered myself... although slowly... still resisting the temptation to really finger bang myself... even though I desperately wanted to... yet what I wanted most of all right now was not to miss a word while I quietly enjoyed the surreal reality of what I was listening in on, as I imagined I was the one... and not my daughter... being mentally and physically humiliated... dominated... enraptured.
"May I come, Mistress?" my daughter begged, an orgasm obviously imminent.
"No," Amber replied. "Not until your slut Mommy submits to me."
My eyes went wide.
"Noooooo," my daughter whined, clearly desperate to come... like I suddenly was... having spent the last several minutes living vicariously through my daughter.
"Did I ask for your fucking opinion?" Amber roared.
"No, Mistress," Keisha apologized instantly. "I'm so sorry, Mistress."
"Lay on your back," Amber ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Keisha replied obediently.
"I'll be right back," Amber said.
My fingers were still inside my pussy... I hadn't yet come... when the door opened and Amber barged in, strap-on still in place and leading the way, and said with a wicked smile, "I figured you couldn't resist touching that shrivelled up old pussy of yours."
"Get out," I demanded, yanking my fingers out of my sopping wet pussy.
"You want to get fucked too?" Amber asked, stroking her fake dick, shiny with Keisha's pussy juices.
"God, no," I said, even though I couldn't resist staring at the big dick attached to her perfect body.
"Yeah, that sounds very convincing," she said, a smirk on her face.
"Just get out," I repeated, totally embarrassed to be caught fingering myself while I listened in.
"Your loss," she shrugged. "Don't say I didn't make the offer."
She then walked out, closed the door and returned to my daughter.
"Now eat my asshole," Amber said a minute later... as I lay in bed, completely ashamed and yet still horny, even after the humiliation of getting totally busted.
"Yes, Mistress," Keisha obeyed.
"Your mother had her fingers in her pussy while she listened to me fucking you," Amber said, and then even though I listened intently for my daughter's response, it was muffled, so I couldn't hear it.
"She'll be mine very soon," Amber predicted, and I felt my fingers back in my pussy (not my cunt, no black woman ever uses that word, except apparently my daughter) without my even realizing I was inserting them.
I closed my eyes, and once again imagined I was the one she was using... and this time I didn't go slow... this time I finger banged my pussy with three fingers while using my other hand to slap my fat, swollen and extra-sensitive clit.
"Yes, your mother will be my nigger slut very soon," Amber assured her a few seconds later.
My long-delayed orgasm was rising exponentially as I imagined indeed being her nigger slut, so I was startled out of my wits when the bedroom door opened and Amber ordered me in a loud voice, "Come, slut! Come while you imagine yourself being my black submissive plaything!"
My eyes snapped open just as my orgasm hit! "Noooooooooooo!"
"Wow, she obeys instantly upon command," Amber taunted me with a laugh. "You may become my best slave yet!"
"I didn't obeeeeeeey," I protested, as my intense orgasm kept flowing through me.
"It sure looks like you did," she said, striding triumphantly over to me. "And you still are!"
"I was just... just... just..." I struggled to come up with a different rationale for the pussy cum flooding out of me and onto the bed.
"You just came from listening to me using your daughter, while you imagined yourself as the one I was using," Amber surmised accurately.
"No," I responded, but even I didn't buy my denial. What other explanation could there possibly be?
"Don't worry," she said, as she began fingering her pussy just a few inches from my face, "if you're a good girl, you may get to become just like your daughter."
"What you're doing right now is so inappropriate," I objected, even though I couldn't tear my eyes away from her fingering herself.
She pulled her two fingers out and brought them to my lips. "Go ahead, have a taste."
I didn't open my mouth right away, but I could smell her scent... which was intoxicating.
"Do it, bitch, or I'll never let you taste my pretty white perfect pussy," Amber said firmly. "Ever!"
I don't know why... since I knew I couldn't allow myself to succumb to her domination... not with my daughter dating her... and of course getting fucked by her... yet I opened my mouth and sucked the wetness off her finger.
"Good girl," Amber said softly in a condescending tone, and with some slight amusement. And then she sauntered out and returned to my daughter.
Leaving me ashamed.
Mortified.
Drenched.
I got up, got totally undressed, and went to have a shower to cleanse my filthy sin away.
What had I just done?
What had I just allowed?
Had I just opened the door to Amber treating me like another cheap slut and I'd simply gone along with it?
Did I want to be treated like that?
My orgasm fading... and my thinking becoming somewhat straight... I knew I had to resist the temptation, and I also had to find a way of breaking the powerful hold Amber had over Keisha.
"Fuck!" I said out loud. This situation was getting totally out of hand!
.....
I woke up the next morning, feeling disoriented.
As I stretched, I realized I wasn't in my own bed... or my own room... not even in my own house.
In a flooding wave of nausea... I recalled last night.
Recalled my daughter being treated shamefully... and my watching my daughter being treated shamefully... and doing absolutely nothing to interfere with her humiliation.
Fuck!
Then the convoluted conversation in the kitchen... allowing Amber to behave like she was better than not only my daughter, but also than me... and then allowing my daughter to go back to get fucked and used by the white bitch... and masturbating while I listened in on it... then getting caught by Amber with my fingers in my honeypot not once, but twice... and culminating with my obeying her in response to her threat of never being allowed to service her, tasting her pussy from her fingers... a pussy that tasted so good!
Fuck... you've got to focus... I thought to myself... as my body tingled and my head summoned up the vision of Amber's perfect body...
I finally got out of bed and saw a pair of white stockings draped across the end of my bed. "You've got to be fucking kidding me!" I said out loud, sighing dramatically to myself.
No fucking way was I wearing those... and it finally became obvious to me that Amber wearing black nylons and my daughter wearing white ones were racial symbols... although I couldn't figure out quite how.
I slipped on a robe that covered my full length nightie, and headed out for breakfast, determined to end this fucking power trip right... fucking... now!
Amber was seated at the kitchen table on her phone, while she ate some oatmeal.
"Where's my daughter?" I asked abruptly.
"Not even a 'good morning'?" Amber asked, looking up, a mischievous smile widening on her smugly fuckingly pretty face.
"Good morning," I greeted her tersely, not into playing any games today, and determined not to allow myself to fall into any traps like I had yesterday. I was the adult here.
"Good morning yourself, Liberty," Amber greeted me with apparent warmth.
"So where's my daughter?" I repeated my question, my impatience not remotely hidden.
"Enjoying her breakfast."
"Where?" I asked, then glanced down and realized where my daughter was... under the table, between Amber's legs.
"It's where she has breakfast every day," Amber said nonchalantly.
"Keisha, please get out from under the table," I demanded.
"I'm sorry Liberty, but she hasn't finished her breakfast yet," Amber said.
"Keisha, now!" I repeated my demand in a louder, sterner voice.
"Keisha, don't you dare move until you've finished your breakfast," Amber said firmly, not raising her voice at all, but utilizing a similar stern tone... her eyes never leaving mine.
"Amber, this has to stop," I said, crossing my arms aggressively.
"I agree," Amber said.
"Good," I nodded, a little surprised at her agreeing with me.
"Yes, all this false bravado, all this hiding from your truth, all this silly denial," Amber elaborated.
"Excuse me?"
"The saying is usually 'Like mother, like daughter'," Amber said, as she reached her left hand under the table. "But this time it appears to be 'Like daughter, like mother'."
"You're talking hogwash," I said, although my pussy tingled ever so slightly.
"I don't even know what hogwash is," Amber said. "But it's obvious that you want some white pussy too."
"That's ludicrous," I said, already feeling my determination weakening, since she was 100% correct.
"Is it?" Amber asked. "You stood in our bedroom doorway for... I'm guessing for at least five minutes, touching yourself while you watched me fucking your daughter. You allowed me to walk into the kitchen and say things no mother should allow to be said to her daughter. You allowed me to lead your daughter back to our bedroom after I said very clearly I was about to fuck her. Then you stripped to your underwear and lay in bed masturbating while imagining it was you I was fucking, while you listened in on us. And finally..." she said, pausing for a couple of very long seconds while my stomach ached from the truth of each of those statements, having indeed not lifted a finger to prevent my daughter from being used by her, "...you willingly sucked my pussy juice from my finger."
"Because you threatened me," I protested, and then realized how ridiculous that defense was.
"Yes, I threatened that if you didn't obey me like a good girl, you'd never be allowed to service me, and so..." she paused, again for dramatic effect, which really pissed me off, even as I felt myself wilting away from the defiant stance I'd taken just moments ago, "...you opened those fat, pretty, darkie lips, and sucked my pussy juice off my fingers."
"I made a mistake," I said, knowing it was one, since with that single moment of weakness, I'd handed off all my power to her.
"Oh, it was far from a mistake," she contradicted me, "it was the moment you allowed your true self to give into temptation, instead of hiding behind some prim and proper mommy persona."
"I'm not prim and proper," I said, and then wondered why that was the focus of my response, instead of some sort of denial.
"No?" Amber asked. "I'm certain that very soon we'll see whether that's true."
I sighed. "Amber, this is getting ridiculous."
"Give me a moment; I'm about to come on your daughter's face," Amber said, putting up a cautionary hand to silence me.
Unlike every other time she'd told me to do something, I should have ignored her. I should have done the opposite. But for reasons I can never explain or defend, just like every other time, I stood there and watched her come on my daughter's face. I stared at Amber's face as she closed her eyes, moaned, and then let out a long, sensual whimper while she came. No nasty words. No verbal abuse. Just a soft, sensual orgasm. The bitch looked almost angelic!
A long minute later, perhaps two, Amber opened her eyes, brought her hand back up from under the table and asked me politely, "Would you like some breakfast too, Liberty?"
"Hell no," I said, while my mouth watered at the chance to eat this beautiful, seductive blonde... while Keisha crawled out from under the table.
"We have bacon and pancakes on the counter, if you'd prefer a more traditional breakfast," Amber offered pleasantly.
"Morning, Mama," Keisha said, an undeniable gleam on her face, and yet acting like her normal, cheerful self.
"Morning," I said, not knowing what I should do next.



"May I get you some breakfast, Mama?" Keisha asked, as she went to the counter.
"Uh, sure," I said as I sat down across from Amber.
"So how long are you planning to stay?" Amber asked.
"I'm not sure," I said. "A few days, at least."
"I see," Amber said.
"Is that a problem?" I asked, her tone hard to read.
"Of course not," Amber said. "After all, you do pay all the bills."
"Yes, I do," I agreed, as Keisha placed a plate before me. I was happy to see Amber was at least acknowledging her freeloading status.
"And we sincerely appreciate it," she added.
"I imagine that you do," I said rather sarcastically.
"But we won't stop doing what we're doing," Amber said, as I felt her foot... which was still in those black nylons... I imagined she had quite a few pairs... drifting up my leg.
"And what's that?" I asked, not swatting her foot away, but allowing it to move slowly upwards.
"I believe Keisha made it crystal clear yesterday," Amber said, not advancing her foot past my knee, but now slowly gliding it back and forth. "This entire house is a freeuse zone."
"That's still the most ridiculous thing I've ever heard of," I said.
"It's actually very liberating," Amber smiled. "Isn't that true, Keisha?"
"Yes," Keisha whispered.
"Does it make you ashamed?" Amber asked, her tone suddenly questioning. "And please answer frankly, not what you think your mother or I want to hear."
"No, not at all," Keisha said. "And Mama, I think you've been able to see the contentment in my face ever since you arrived. It must be obvious how much I love everything Amber does to me, and everything she makes me do. I admit I'm a bit concerned about your immediate future, but right now, I wouldn't want to change anything about my own life."
"But the very idea of freeuse takes women's progress back decades," I pointed out.
"How so?" Amber asked, her foot now drifting up between my legs, the robe and my nighty not at all effective as barriers.
"Because women, especially black women, have fought for equality, and yourrrrrrr..." I explained, having used this logic during many discussions over the years, although usually with men, but then I stalled when her foot was suddenly resting against my pussy.
"Yourrrrrrrr, what?" Amber asked, her foot now just resting there.
"Your disregard for that fight, and for the privileges of equality you have today even though you're a woman, is appalling," I finished.
"Have we really come that far, Liberty?" Amber asked, her foot now slowly moving up and down my slit.
"Yesssss," I moaned, the pressure directly against my pussy bringing undeniable pleasure.
"I mean, really?" she continued, applying firm pressure to my pussy. "Isn't it all a façade?"
"A façade how?" I asked, trying to focus on the conversation, unsure why I was allowing her to rub my pussy, except maybe because it felt so good.
"Because true equality is a myth," Amber explained, which deep down I knew was true. Being white still had a plethora of advantages, being black still had many disadvantages; men still had a lot of power, while women of all races were still struggling to be seen as equals in the eyes of the opposite sex.
"There's still lots of work that needs to be done," I agreed. "I'll give you that."
"To say the least," Amber said, now moving her foot in a slight rotation, which caused even more stimulation, and provoked a slight gush out of me.
"But how could freeuse advance any of this?" I asked.
"It liberates women who've been tricked into thinking they're more than they are," Amber stated, pushing harder against my fevered pussy.
"Whaaaat?" I asked, glancing at Keisha, who turned away the moment I looked her way. I figured she knew exactly what was happening, and had decided to do nothing to influence how matters developed. Or in other words, I could sink or swim: it was up to me.
"Many women have been taught to deny their truly sexual selves through feminism or protest movements for equality," Amber began, something I myself had actually argued in an essay I'd written three years ago... although it was super unlikely Amber would have happened across that article.
"I would argue the Feminist Revolution has awakened our sexual selves," I interrupted, which was where my essay had gone once I'd articulated how men in positions of power had manipulated feminism for their own purposes, which included demonizing sexuality, even though they propagated it through pretty much all mediums.
"Then you're not going to approve of my next point," Amber warned, as she began moving her foot both left and right, each pass rubbing against my clit.
"I can't wait to hear thiiiis," I moaned, having been controlling my arousal pretty well.
"I've discovered that older women, especially women in positions of power, and most especially women of colour, are natural submissives, who crave to subject themselves to the strong will of a white man or woman," she said.
"That's ridiculous," I said, that claim seeming to be my go-to response to something I didn't like, and yet that I knew was deep down true in my case.
"Is it?" she asked, as she pushed her foot firmly against my pussy.
"Yesssssss," I responded, although it was more of a primal moan, which was utterly embarrassing.
"If you say so," she shrugged, taking her foot away... even as the pleasure was increasing. "What do you think, Keisha?"
"I've never felt freer in my life," my daughter responded. "But that doesn't necessarily mean it's something my Mama would like."
"Like? No, probably not, at least not right now. But it's exactly what your mother needs," Amber asserted, as she stood up. "She just needs to accept it."
I was so horny, my head beginning to cloud over, I was unable to respond.
Amber, taking my silence as acquiescence, added, "And in this house, women are required to wear nylons at all times."
"I never wear nylons," I said, instead of outright saying 'no', or 'that's ridiculous', yet again.
"While you're here you will," Amber said.
"Just wear them, Mama," Keisha urged.
"They're just another man-made artifice used to sexualize women," I pointed out.
Amber swung her leg up and onto the table right in front of me, which was pretty impressively limber, and asked, "Don't these nylons make my legs look sexy?"
"They do accentuate your legs," I agreed, admiring her long legs, her red painted toenails, that indeed looked sexier behind the black shading.
"Touch them," she ordered.
"What?" I asked.
"Touch them," she repeated. "Feel how soft and sensual they are."
For some reason, partly out of natural obedience, partly out of curiosity, I did. And I was astounded by how soft they were. Obviously pure silk. "Oh my, they're soft," I said with awe in my voice.
"Yours are waiting for you on your bed," Amber said, taking her leg away.
"But they're white," I objected, knowing that except for racial play or being a nurse, no black woman would ever wear them. Back nylons sure, nude sometimes, even red for a flamboyant look... but never white.
"Yes they are," Amber agreed. "Just put them on."
Before I could respond, she'd left the kitchen and was gone.
I looked up at Keisha, who said, "You should go back home."
"What? No, I just got here. I need some time away; all I was doing there was crying my eyes out," I objected, even though I knew she was right... the longer I stayed here, the deeper I could get caught up in this sick and sinister sex play web Amber was spinning. Yet for those same reasons, I felt compelled to stay.
"She has her eyes on you," Keisha warned.
"I can deal with her," I said.
"It sure didn't look like it."
"Excuse me?"
"I know what she was doing to you under the table."
"T-t-t-that was just a moment of w-w-weakness," I stammered defensively.
"More like ten minutes of it. She's great at exposing and manipulating a woman's weaknesses," Keisha said.
"Is that what she did to you?" I asked.
"No, she asked me endless questions about things I'd never thought about before, as we explored my secret desires, and thus awakened my true being," Keisha said. "But other women have succumbed because of their weaknesses. All she needs is an opening, and she goes for the kill."
"Well, although I can see a canny look in her eyes, I think I can look after myself," I said. "But..." I began looking around to see if Amber was going to walk in, like she'd done more than once last night, "...I do have to admit I'm curious."
"Curious about being with a woman?" Keisha asked.
"Yeah," I agreed.
"I'm not sure what I can do to help you with that," Keisha said. "And if Amber helps, it will be a pretty wicked introduction to lesbianism."
"I don't know either," I said. I paused, not sure whether I should say what I was thinking, and then decided 'fuck it, no more living in the shadows and biting my tongue', so I just spit it out. "Getting fucked like you were looked pretty amazing."
"Mama!" Keisha gasped.
"Well, you looked pretty damn into it," I added.
"You really want to talk about this?" Keisha asked.
"Yeah, we're both adults, after all," I pointed out.
"I guess," she agreed.
"So what does pussy taste like?" I asked bluntly, kind of liking the awkwardness of the question.
"Mama!" Keisha gasped again.
"It must taste pretty good, if you're willing to lick another woman," I speculated.
"Fine, yes, pussy tastes amazing," Keisha said. "And if you really want to know, it's partly about the taste, but it's more about the experience."
"The experience?"
"Yes, crawling between a woman's legs, admiring her pussy, since every one of them looks different, smelling the unique scent, sampling it, teasing it, exploring it, attacking it, listening to her moans, hearing her get more and more excited, knowing I'm the one getting her off, knowing I have complete control over her pleasure, and then the exhilarating moment when she comes... screams...gushes... and I hungrily lap up that sweet nectar I can never fucking get enough of," Keisha explained at length, her eyes closed while she described the sensuality of pussy licking.
"Wow," I said.
"I... oh... sorry," Keisha apologized, shaking her head, as if she hadn't been talking to me, but rather envisioning herself eating a pussy.
"That sounds amazing," I said. "Men complain about a pussy tasting gross and disgusting."
"Most men are lazy, insensitive, selfish assholes," Keisha said dismissively.
"No argument there," I agreed.
"There's a lesbian club nearby that's open on weekends," Keisha said. "If you're serious about exploring."
"I think I am serious," I said, the experience Keisha had described only enhancing my desire to explore pussy eating.
"There's also a bathroom on campus where you can eat as much white pussy as you want," Amber interjected, startling me.
"Mama can't go in there," Keisha objected.
"Why not?" Amber asked. "If she's curious, or just needs to get her pussy or asshole fucked by some female, there's no better place."
"She'd never be allowed to leave," Keisha said.
"Oh, that's right. You were in there for hours," Amber agreed, and she walked over to Keisha, opened her own robe, and guided my daughter's face into her pussy. "They really do like breaking in newbies."
"Such a place actually exists?" I asked, instead of ignoring her, or attempting to prevent her from using my daughter's face for her pleasure.
"Yeah, it's a place devoted to women of any minority race servicing young white women," Amber explained.
"I can't fathom that," I said, my pussy still burning from her earlier foot rub, and from my daughter's tantalizing description of eating a pussy, as well as the idea of a lesbian club, and now possibly a lesbian bathroom where I could service young white women, was too much... plus, although I hated to admit it, watching my daughter licking a pussy was also a turn-on.
"Oh, you'd love it," Amber said, looking down at me.
Feeling overwhelmed... I stood up and said, "I think I need a shower."
"I'm about to give your daughter her morning shower," Amber said as I walked away. I didn't respond... I didn't turn back... didn't want to know... I just headed to the bathroom.
I was in the shower... just letting the warm water wash over me... trying to calm down. Already this morning I'd allowed my daughter's girlfriend to give me a foot job (was that a thing between two women?) while my daughter was present and knew what was happening. I'd allowed Amber to use my daughter, and only did my best to ignore it. I'd admitted I was curious about exploring a lesbian encounter. So I'd officially lost control!
As I kept my eyes closed and just enjoyed the warmth of the warm water, my mind wandered, and I imagined myself as the one licking Amber in the kitchen. Licking her white pussy. Doing whatever I was told. Being a good nigger... God, did I hate that word so much when it was uttered by almost anyone in almost any context... yet it turned me on so much when it was used in a sexual way... especially by white women... especially by younger white women... ones just like Amber.
I don't know how long I was imagining tasting my first pussy... tasting Amber's white pussy, to be precise... when the water stopped spraying down on my back, and I opened my eyes to see Amber standing immediately outside the shower curtain, while she brought the detached showerhead very close to my pussy and ordered, "Don't move."
"What are yoooooou...?" I didn't even get a chance to finish the question, as the sudden and powerful stream of pulsing water made me stop mid-sentence, while instant pleasure cascaded through me.
"Just let me get you off, slut," Amber ordered. "It's obvious that you need to come."
"Amber, this is inap..." I began to protest, but the intensity of the water spray had rendered me unable to think straight, as she directed it right onto my clit, instantly creating intense pleasure.
"This is what?" Amber asked, as the spray overcame me, and triggered my orgasm.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned, as I dropped to my knees in the tub, my legs giving out from the intensity of this out of the blue orgasm.
"You've got a quick trigger just like your daughter does," Amber mused, as she dropped the shower head into the tub and left, calling out as she did, "The next time I see you, I expect you to be wearing the nylons and the dress I left out for you."
I remained on my knees, in the tub, shame coursing through me, as my orgasm did the same.
My first orgasm from a woman had been from my daughter's bitch girlfriend. How humiliating! How wrong! How amazing!
I got up weakly, finished my shower, and staggered to my room. I stared at the stockings, and at a purple sundress that would reveal excessive amounts of my tits, legs and ass.
Five minutes became ten while I pondered whether or not to obey Amber. I was torn. Besides their being white stockings, besides Amber being my daughter's girlfriend, and besides my many recent fantasies where I mindlessly obeyed Amber, or someone else young and white very much like Amber, I was completely intoxicated by Amber and her dominant personality.
Yet as a mother, as a feminist, and as a black woman, I shouldn't allow a white woman to treat any black woman, or any woman regardless of her colour, the way she'd been treating Keisha, and was now treating me.
And white, why fucking white stockings? Truth was, it was obvious. She was using the colour reversal as a symbol, although I still wasn't sure of the exact symbolic message.
I sighed.
If I put them on, I was admitting to Amber she was in control.
If I put them on, I was informing Keisha I was weak, just like she was.
If I put them on, it was only a matter of time before Amber would be controlling me in all the ways she was already controlling my daughter.
Luckily, Amber had gotten me off... which gave me the fortitude I needed to resist the temptation to obey her.
I ignored the outfit, put on a sundress of my own, which did a good job of showcasing my big tits without being too revealing. I marched bravely back to the kitchen... and discovered nobody was home.
I was relieved, disappointed and frustrated.
The relieved part was straightforward... I didn't need to allow my weakness to betray me. I wasn't about to be put on the spot, so I needn't lose control of myself. At least not yet.
As for the disappointed part... I'd been looking forward to seeing Amber's reaction to my disobedience. To see her dismay when she saw me disobeying her orders.
And as for the frustrated part... as pathetic as it was... I'd also been somewhat looking forward to seeing what she'd say or do... my pussy already tingling in anticipation of a confrontation that seemed inevitable.
I did what I usually did when I was alone in Keisha's house... I cleaned. The entire house. Spotless. Well... except for Keisha's (and Amber's) room. In the past, I'd done her room too, but this time I didn't want to invade her privacy... for one reason, who knew what I might find in there?
I then turned on my laptop and did some legal work. Which is what I was doing in the living room, while watching Judge Judy (a secret pleasure), when Amber came in... accompanied by a black woman dressed immaculately... in a clearly expensive business suit... all of it black... except for her white nylons.
"Liberty, this is the Dean of the college, Mrs. Hughes," Amber introduced her.
"Uh, hi," I said.
"Hi," she replied; from her face, finding this encounter as awkward as I did.
"Liberty is Keisha's mom," Amber added.
"I see," the Dean muttered embarrassedly.
"I see you decided to disregard the house rules," Amber said.
"I told you I would," I replied.
"We can talk later about your disobedience," Amber said. "Right now, I have another nigger to fuck."
The Dean looked down at the floor shamefacedly.
"Slut, tell my next slut why you're here," Amber ordered, clearly enjoying her humiliation of this woman.
"Please don't make me do that," the Dean whispered, clearly ashamed.
"Tell her, you dumb bitch," Amber snarled, grabbing her blouse with both hands and ripping it open... a couple of buttons flying off.
"I'm here to get fucked," the Dean answered.
Amber pulled the woman's big tits out... she wasn't wearing a bra... and demanded, "Who owns these udders?"
"You do, Mistress," the Dean said sheepishly.
"And who owns this ass?" Amber continued the humiliation by slapping her ass.
"You do, Mistress," the Dean repeated.
"You needn't continue, I get the point," I interjected.
"Do you?" Amber asked.
"Yes," I said.
"Then what is my point?"
"You own her."
"No, that isn't the point at all," she sighed dramatically, and then she snapped her fingers and the Dean dropped to her knees, and when Amber lifted up her own dress, the woman leaned forward and began licking. Amber was obviously without any panties, and I suspected she always was.
"Then what is the point?" I asked, as I watched the black woman, just a few years older than I was, servicing her.
"That I own all black women," she said.
"Excuse me?" I asked.
"I'll speak more slowly for you," she said condescendingly. "I... own... all... black... women."
"You don't own me," I denied.
"Oh, for fuck's sake. This game is getting really old," she said.
"What game is that?" I asked, feeling like this conversation was written down somewhere in an erotic story.
"The one you lose," Amber said. She then added, as she placed her hands on the back of the Dean's head and pulled it deeper into her wetness, "Or perhaps you win the game. Since we both know you're dying to be where this wrinkled old black bitch is right now." Which I thought was blatantly unfair... she wasn't wrinkled at all.



"Yes, because every black woman is just dying to service you," I said sarcastically.
Ignoring my sarcasm completely, she nodded, "Now you're beginning to get it."
"That was sarcasm," I pointed out.
"Yeah, people in denial constantly hide behind sarcasm," she said.
"Right," I said.
"So, Dean Slut for White Cunt, why are you here today?" Amber asked, stepping back a little.
"So my white Mistress can fuck my nigger cunt," the Dean said, my eyes going wide upon hearing a black woman... an obviously highly respected one... using the 'c' word. Just like black women never wear white hosiery, black women also never use the 'c' word.
"That's a good girl," Amber said patronisingly. "Now crawl to the bedroom."
"Yes, Mistress," the Dean agreed, and began crawling towards my daughter's bedroom.
"Does my daughter know about this?" I asked.
"Fuck yes! The first time the Dean was double penetrated was when Keisha and I did both of her holes while she was gagged in her own office," Amber bragged.
That sounded so nasty, and yet I replied, again my tone filled with sarcasm, "Nice."
"It was wild," Amber said. "Then her Latina secretary walked in on us, back early from lunch, so we had the Dean eat her."
I didn't know what on earth to say to that... I had nothing.
"If you want to come and watch, you certainly may," Amber offered.
"No, I think I'm okay," I said with a grimace.
"Your loss," she shrugged, and she walked over to me, well... behind me actually, reached down and cupped my tits. "You do have nice udders."
Before I could think of a response, although to this day I don't know how I could have responded, she was gone.
A couple minutes later, I heard the Dean begging, "Harder, fuck my cunt harder."
I wanted to go and watch.
I wanted to go and get on the bed and offer her my... pussy... no way I was using the 'c' word.
I wanted to watch Amber dominate this woman.
I wanted to watch the Dean get fucked.
Yet not wanting to give in, not wanting to reveal any more of my weakness, knowing each small victory for Amber was yet another one too many, I put on some runners and went for a long walk... while with each step, I felt some wetness leaking out of my pussy.
I walked for an hour... figuring that was more than enough time for Amber to finish up with the Dean and send her away... having gotten in over half of my steps for the day... and during the entire walk I replayed all the craziness that had happened in just under twenty-four hours. Catching my black boyfriend Jeremy being ass fucked by a young white man with a big dick. Catching my daughter also getting ass fucked, and also by a big dick... this time a fake one. Learning the term freeuse. Being caught masturbating by my daughter's girlfriend. Willingly tasting Amber's pussy from her finger. My pussy getting a foot rub under the kitchen table. Getting off in the shower from a powerful stream of shower head water that was held and controlled by Amber. Witnessing Amber bringing another black woman, who normally wielded some authority, very much like myself, into the house, and then going out of her way to humiliate her right in front of me.
How had all this happened?
Why had I allowed it to happen?
Why was I not protecting my daughter from any of the indignities Amber was subjecting her to?
Why was I constantly horny... even at this very moment?
What was Amber's overall game plan for me, and what did she have in mind for an end game?
When I got back, I walked in and was surprised to see the Dean's heels still resting just inside the front door... having noticed they were high-end Jimmy Choo's... heels that easily sold for over a thousand bucks.
I walked into the living room and encountered one more surprise. Amber was lounging on the couch watching television, one of those lame white women shows about rich housewives, and her ankles were crossed, with her feet resting on the Dean's back... who was kneeling on all fours and serving as no more than a footstool!
"What the hell! You can't be serious?" I stormed, this dehumanizing far beyond any sexual perversion, and a blatant attack upon the dignity of my race and against this Dean.
"What's your problem now?" she asked, serenely gazing up at me.
"Dean Hughes, please get off the floor," I begged.
The Dean didn't move a muscle, and Amber enquired, quite leisurely, "Why should she? Do you feel I'm compromising her dignity?"
"Well, duh!" I replied.
"She's on the floor because of you," Amber said.
"Excuse me?" I asked, along with an unspoken 'how the fuck could this possibly be my fault?'
"Since you're choosing to disregard the dress code of this freeuse household, I need to demonstrate to you there are consequences."
"That was my decision. How am I suffering from it?" I asked, thinking if this black woman was this weak, that was her problem.
"By not accepting your own fate, you're causing your fellow nigger to suffer additional indignities," she said. "And by fate, I mean your inherent purpose in life."
"Which is?" I asked, knowing I was only encouraging her by playing along, yet beginning to plot that the more absurd her reply, the more devastating my upcoming defensive argument would be.
"To be a black pet for white pussy and dick."
"And that's my inherent purpose?"
"And to pay the rent, and to pretend you're making a change in the world while making lots of money," she added.
"So you're saying my career as an attorney is pointless?" I summarized her very weak argument, which was giving me the fuel I'd need to crush whatever she had in store for me.
"Not pointless, since as I mentioned, you're well paid," she said. "Your professional efforts also help to support the façade that things in this country are changing for the better. Isn't that right, Dean?"
"Yes, Mistress, you're correct," the Dean replied sheepishly, her head hanging down the entire time.
"You see, Liberty, things don't really change," Amber said. "The rich have always ruled the world, and the rich will always rule the world."
"Perhaps," I said. "But the rich aren't 100% pasty white, fat, bald men anymore."
"True," she nodded. "Now their class also includes some hot, young, dominant white women."
"Yes, of course. How could I have forgotten that?" I replied sarcastically.
"Because you're still in denial," she explained. "Or at least your brain is. Your body, on the other hand, will continue betraying you until it surrenders to me completely."
"Yeah, I just can't wait to drop down and service you right here and now," I said sarcastically, which to my surprise, made a little wetness leak out of me... indeed, my body was trying to betray my mind.
"I know you can't."
"I was being sarcastic."
Ignoring my words completely, she continued, "But now that you've flaunted a house rule or two, you'll need to earn your right to submit to me."
"Yeah, I'll get right on that," I said.
"I know you will," she responded, and I couldn't tell if she was ignoring my sarcasm or was simply unaware of it.
"Whatever," I sighed, and headed to the kitchen. This morning I'd pulled out some frozen chicken to thaw, and I spent the next hour preparing some fried chicken (my great-great-great-grandmother's recipe), some homemade biscuits, homemade gravy and sweet potatoes. One activity that calmed me down when I was angry was cleaning, and I'd already done that today... the other effective activity was cooking.
"That smells really good," Amber said as she wandered in. I assumed the Dean was gone by now.
"Thanks," I said, wondering if we could have a normal conversation together.
"Keisha tells me you're a great cook."
"I come from a long line of great cooks."
"I can't wait to taste it."
"It should be ready in fifteen minutes," I said as she went to the fridge. Keisha had texted me she'd be home around five.
Amber had a bottle of coke in her left hand as she sidled up behind me, reached her right hand under my dress and began rubbing my pussy.
"What the hell are you doing?" I asked, with just the slightest of moans.
"Like it or not, this is still a freeuse household," she said, sliding her fingers under my panties for some skin on skin action.
"I told you I wasn't a part of thiiiiiis," I objected, but without pushing her away as her fingers parted my lips.
"And I'm disregarding your unjustified opinion," she said, as she brought her fingers to my clit and rotated them in a smooth, circular motion... which no man had ever done... since very few men, and none of them in my experience, understood the power of the clit.
"Stop doing that," I protested, although I wasn't believable at all. This pleasure was intense, and it quickly weakened any defiance I retained in my head... my body once again wholeheartedly betraying my mind.
"Why are you so wet?" she asked, ignoring my ineffective protest.
"I'm always wet," I explained, which wasn't all that true... for a long time after my husband had cheated on me (although at least with a woman instead of a man) my pussy had been as dry as the Sahara Desert.
"Sure you are," Amber drawled, her breath hot on my neck, and close to my ear.
"Keisha will be home any minute," I pointed out, switching my defensive tactic to logic.
"She knows I plan on fucking you," Amber said softly, her lips now touching my ear... my kryptonite.
"Amber..." I whimpered, but then couldn't find any thoughts in my head to continue whatever I'd had in mind.
"Yes, Liberty?" she responded, as she worked over my clit like it had never been worked over before.
"I... I... oh fuck!" I cursed, unable to think straight, my body in complete control of me.
"Fuck? No, not until you start abiding by the house rules and submit fully to me," she said, taking her hand away, slapping my ass, and grabbing a biscuit, still hot from the oven, off the counter.
"What are you..." I began, and then changed my mind about continuing. I'd been about to ask her why she'd stopped, but my mental acuity returned just in time to prevent me from begging... from giving Amber any more of my power... I'd already given her way too much.
"Wow, this tastes amazing," Amber said.
"Thanks," I said, striving to recover from the intense pleasure and the derailment of an orgasm that had been approaching rapidly.
"Don't worry, Liberty," Amber said. "Once you submit as my MILF nigger pet, I'll make sure you get all the orgasms you could possibly desire."
"I think I'm okay," I said, even though I had yet to budge from the counter ever since the moment her fingers had touched my pussy, and just now hearing her call me her 'nigger pet' had my pussy twitching.
"Oh, you're far from okay," Amber said.
"Is that your prognosis, doctor?" I continued doling out sarcasm.
This time she caught and addressed it. "Sarcasm is simply a means of hiding from your truth."
"Pretty sure that isn't the definition."
"Hey," Keisha said, walking into the kitchen... wearing white stockings, as was her norm.
"Hey girl," I said, happy for her distraction from whatever this had become.
"How was Mrs. Jameson?" Amber asked.
"She was in a mood," Keisha said.
"Isn't she always?" Amber asked.
"Yeah, she is," Keisha laughed.
"Who's Mrs. Jameson?" I asked.
"One of the white women Keisha services weekly as part of her community service," Amber said.
"You're bullshittin' me," I said, this approach to 'community service' even more ludicrous than there being a bathroom at the college reserved for some niche of lesbian activity.
Keisha didn't reply.
But Amber did. "Not bullshit at all. There are lots of white women, young and old, who love having a black bitch come into their home to eat their pussy or to get fucked," Amber elaborated.
"You're serious?" I said.
"Yeah, it's quite a network," Amber said. "For instance back home, mom had a few different black sluts servicing her, along with a couple of Japanese women. Fuck, one of my eighteenth birthday presents was my own nigger pet for a week!"
"This is way too much," I said, even though my pussy was again on fire.
"Don't worry, if you stay here long enough and begin complying with the house rules, I'll make a point of getting you some community service assignments," Amber assured me, as she selected a banana from the wooden fruit bowl on the table.
"No thank you," I said, even though the idea felt wickedly appealing.
"Sure, sure," Amber said, as she spread Keisha's legs (she was sitting on a barstool) and slid the banana into my daughter's pussy.
"Jesus Christ!" I objected.
"What?" Amber said. "It's important for her to get her fruit intake every day."
I shook my head and went to take the chicken and sweet potatoes out of the oven. After a couple minutes I announced, "Supper's ready."
I turned around, and Amber was really fucking my daughter with that banana.
"Ooooooooh," Keisha moaned. "It smells delicious, Mama."
"Yes, Liberty, it really does," Amber agreed.
Deciding just to ignore their irritating (but hot) freeuse activity, I replied, "Thanks. Wait until you taste it."
"Mama's chicken is amazing," Keisha said, trying to carry on a conversation while she was being fucked by a fucking banana.
"I bet it is," Amber said. "I can't wait to taste it."
So I filled three plates and brought them to the kitchen table. "Come and eat, ladies."
"Okay," Amber said, pulling the banana out of my daughter's pussy and putting it back in the bowl, to rejoin three other bananas and two red apples.
I wanted to say something about that too, but I bit my tongue.
To my surprise, perhaps my nonchalant act had worked, since during supper we actually talked about school, travel, and I learned some mundane things about Amber's family.
Then Amber asked, after complimenting my cooking, calling it the best homemade meal she'd ever had, "What's for dessert?"
"Shit!" I said. "I didn't make anything."
"That's okay," Amber said. "You make the best homemade meals, and your daughter consistently supplies the best homemade pie." She snapped her fingers, and Keisha got out of her chair, Amber scooted her chair back a little, Keisha hopped onto the table where we'd just eaten dinner, spread her legs, and Amber bent down and began licking.
Which totally surprised me.
In almost all the erotic stories I'd read that included a dominant woman, she was the one who got eaten... she wore the strap-on... and only rarely did she deign to eat anyone's pussy.
After a minute or so, Amber said, sitting up straight and gazing at me, "Unless your pie is warm and ready for me?"
"My pie is fucking delicious," I bragged, then was surprised at hearing my own blunt answer... I also didn't know whether that was true... since based on the remarks of my past men, it wasn't.
"Allow me to decide that," Amber said.
"I don't think so," I said, even though I was horny and curious.
"Go ahead and let her, Mama, she's just going to bug you about it until you do," Keisha urged me.
"You're okay with your girlfriend going down on me?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Yeah, she does love herself some chocolate cream pie," my daughter replied dialectically.
"Fuck it," I shrugged, my mind finally made up. I climbed up onto the table and spread my legs. "Come and eat, Amber."
"First remove your panties," Amber said. "Pets don't wear panties in this house."
"Fine, I can do that," I said, sliding off my panties and tossing them wherever.
"Plus," Amber added, as she came over and sat down in the chair between my legs. "Pets around here always wear nylons. Go and put your nylons on, and I'll eat your pussy until you come like a nasty slut."
"Just lick me," I said.
"No stockings, no licking," Amber shrugged, although she did bring her fingers to my pussy and traced my pussy lips with them.
"Fuck, Amber," I said, getting frustrated.
"Just obey me, and you'll get the orgasm you're craving," Amber said, slapping my pussy twice.
"Oooooooh," I moaned.
"Just obey her, Mama," Keisha encouraged me, openly taking Amber's side this time.
"Yes, Liberty, just obey me," Amber repeated, bending down and licking between my lips just once. "Mmmmmmmm, your taste isn't bad at all."
"Fuck," I moaned; that single lick had me burning with desire.
"Want some more, my MILF pet?" Amber asked, her lips just inches away from my pussy.
"Yes," I admitted.
"And what do you need to do to get more?" Amber asked.
"Obey," I whimpered, her hot breath driving me wild.
"So what must you do first?" Amber asked, blowing warm breath directly onto my clit.
"Fuck! Keisha, could you please go get me those fucking stockings?" I caved, so desperate to get this white bitch licking me, I'd do almost anything... including the humiliation of wearing white stockings against my black skin.
"Yes indeed, Mama," Keisha complied, hopping off the table and hurrying to my bedroom.
"Good choice, my pet," Amber said, rewarding my obedience with one more promissory lick between my pussy lips.
"You're a devious bitch," I moaned.
"So I've been told," Amber said contentedly, as Keisha scurried back.
"Put the stockings on your mother," Amber instructed.
"Okay," Keisha agreed, as she set a stocking down and rolled up the other one.
"This is weird," I said.
"I suppose, and weird is just getting started," Amber said, giving me one more lick.
"Fuck," I moaned, her teasing really driving me wild.
Keisha slid the first nylon up my leg... it looked so weird inside the white stocking... yet it felt oddly natural...
"There you go," Amber said. "Beginning to accept your place."
"You're the one with her face between my legs," I pointed out.
"Yes, for now," she amended mildly, as Keisha took charge of my other leg and put a white stocking on that one too
"Now we're ready to begin. Just close your eyes, relax and enjoy," Amber said.
"Oh no, you enjoy my pie," I retorted confidently.
"Oh, I definitely will," Amber agreed as she leaned forward and began to lick.
"Ooooooooh yes," I moaned, as she finally paid some consistent attention to my very wet and needy pussy. "Eat me, eat my pie."
"Very tasty," she said between licks.
"Oh yes, Mama, I love the sight of Amber getting you off," Keisha gushed.
"She's very good at this," I moaned, looking down at the top of her head.
"Not as good as your daughter," Amber said.
"I really don't want to hear a comparison," I said.
"Just saying," Amber said, still probing my pussy.
"Move all this shit away," I said, gesturing behind me at the dirty dishes still on the table.
"Yes, Mama," Keisha said, quickly obeying.
Once I had enough space, I laid back and just let the pleasure take control of me.
"So good," I moaned.
"You like this?" Amber asked.
"I do," I admitted.
"Yeah, it looks like you might come at any moment," Amber said, as she stopped licking me.
"Don't stop," I pleaded.
"Then beg," Amber ordered.
"Please eat my pussy, I need to come so bad," I begged.
"Good, but call me Mistress," Amber said.
"Fuck!" I cursed, but did as she required, "Please, Mistress Amber, eat my pussy and get me off!"
"Good girl," she responded, and resumed licking me.
This time the licking was more aggressive; she wiggled her tongue between my pussy lips, she flicked my clit, and as my moans got louder, she sucked my clit between her lips.
I erupted, "Oh fuck, yes!"
"Good girl," Amber said as I came, but now her voice was close to my ear, with her breath going into it.
I opened my eyes as cum flooded out of me, to see Amber smiling at me... but not from between my legs.



"Oh God, no!" I gasped, as I sat up like a rocket, looked down between my legs to see my daughter hungrily lapping up my pussy cum.
"You taste delicious, Mama," Keisha chortled delightedly, looking up at me from between my legs while she continued lapping up the cum gushing out of me like a broken pipe... this orgasm so fucking intense!
"Like I said, Liberty," Amber said, a sly smile on her face, as my orgasm continued its tornado-ish sweep of pleasure through my body, "nobody eats a pussy like your daughter."
"Keisha, please stop doing that," I pleaded, although my body was too weak to push her head away or to move away myself, and my plea didn't contain even a hint of authenticity.
"Don't you dare, Keisha, clean up all of your Mommy's cum," Amber ordered.
"Yes indeed, Mistress," Keisha replied, obviously loving her task, as she continued working her magic down below.
"Fuck," I sighed, as I lay back down on the kitchen table, accepting my twisted fate for now, and just enjoying the pure, uninhibited euphoria I was experiencing.
Yes, I knew this was wrong... so fucking wrong!
Yes, I knew I'd once again given in to Amber's seductive personality.
Yes, I knew I'd just given Amber more ammunition for her quest of dominating me... even after I'd thought I was beginning to get the upper hand.
Yet here I was, wearing those accursed white stockings, languishing helplessly on my daughter's kitchen table, my legs spread wide open, and my sweet, loving, daughter in college having just gotten me off with her tongue, was now enthusiastically licking up my cum.
I'd now committed incest... unknowingly, sure... but now that I knew, I was still allowing it to continue... once again my body dictating to my ineffective mind.
My daughter on the other hand, my sweet, innocent daughter, had willingly... excitedly even... committed incest... by slyly replacing Amber between my legs and skillfully licking me to an overwhelming orgasm.
Fuck! I was in deep shit!
As I lay there, my head spinning with the consequences of my actions, or rather my inaction, my head completely fogged in from the pleasure my daughter's tongue was still delivering, and my mind and body seeming to have transcended to a different universe, I didn't even notice what Amber was doing next until I felt her hand gripping the back of my head.
"Lick me, slut," Amber ordered, and my face was suddenly enveloped in wetness.
My eyes went wide, as I realized Amber was sitting on my face. And Keisha was still licking me!
I knew I shouldn't lick this girl.
I knew it would just give her more power over me.
I knew I had to end this insanity right now!
But... with Keisha's tongue still working my pussy over... and thanks to her, a second orgasm beginning to emerge even while the first one hadn't completely finished its full-body transmission of pleasure... along with Amber's undeniably intoxicating scent... and my curiosity for the past three months about exploring my sexuality and tasting a pussy, mainly Amber's... my months of forbidden fantasies of being used by Amber or by some anonymous young white woman very like Amber... my inherent submissive urge simply to comply and obey someone... just about anyone, actually... and of course my face currently being literally plastered against Amber's pussy... had all gotten me into a mindless, broken, helpless, excited state, no more than an obedient slave to my desires... to my fantasies... to my lust... and to my... Mistress?
So... I just did as I was told... I licked.
"Good MILF nigger," Amber moaned, as I parted her pussy lips with my tongue and felt an exhilarating rush course through my body from being called the 'N' word, from finally exploring my lesbian side and experiencing that first sweet taste of pussy... and I suddenly knew that men either had fucked up taste buds or, and this was more likely, they were lazy pieces of shit and complete fucking assholes who lied to women to keep us insecure and in our place... even in the bedroom. Because... pussy... tasted... awesome!
I started tentatively... unsure of what I was doing, and confined to a position where I couldn't do much except to lick and wiggle my tongue.
"Your mother is eating her first pussy," Amber announced.
"Way to go, Mama!" Keisha cheered as if I'd just won a race, while she kept licking me, and now slid two fingers inside my burning pussy.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, as my own daughter's fingers slowly began to finger fuck me... while, of course, she was still licking me.
"If you wish, Keisha will remain between your legs all night, or at least until you can't possibly take it anymore," Amber informed me.
"But that's so wrong," I moaned weakly, as I kept licking Amber while still allowing my daughter to finger me and eat me.
"Is it?" Amber asked. "It looks to me like you're really enjoying your daughter eating your pussy. If you felt it was all that wrong, you could have pushed her away the moment you realized she was the one who got your nigger cunt off, and not me. Yet you didn't. You allowed it. And you're still allowing it."
"I just couldn't... can't... control myself," I answered, shame coursing through me from the truth of Amber's words, and yet I still could do nothing except allow it all to continue happening. To allow a white 18-year-old racist bitch to use me and to control my daughter. To allow my daughter... and none of that stepdaughter porn movie rigmarole, but my actual daughter... to lick me, to finger me, and to get me off. To allow myself to be controlled by primal lust, carnal desires, and pure pleasure.
"Which is because you're just another nigger slut who was born to serve," Amber concluded, sounding downright scholastic while spouting such outrageous nonsense, while Keisha's fingers began to really pump inside of me.
"Nooooo," I said, not wanting to admit she was right, even though I knew that she was... I knew that whenever my pussy was burning, I was no more than a slut willing to do almost anything for the man I was with at the time... and now it seemed I was exactly the same when I was with a woman... with any woman. Again my protest was weak and unbelievable since I continued licking her pussy, unable to get enough of her heavenly taste.
"Noooooo," Amber mocked, as her pussy was abruptly lifted up and away from my eager tongue.
"What are you doing now?" I demanded, my primal lust and my sensual hunger completely controlling me... and I desperately wanted that pussy back on my face.
"You told me you weren't a nigger slut born to serve," Amber said ironically. "I have to respect that, ma'am."
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck," I cursed, as Keisha happened to find my g-spot at that very moment, which I'd thought was a myth until now, and with a few taps from her fingers, my legs tightened, my back arched as I looked up at Amber standing on the table above me, and a second orgasm stormed through me. "Jesus Chriiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiist!" I screamed, I feared loud enough to alert the neighbours, as the intensity of this newest orgasm soared to a new level unlike any I'd ever experienced before... delivering even more pleasure to me than that first one had done just a few minutes ago.
"I see your daughter found your g-spot," Amber grinned down at me. "She has a real gift for finding any woman's."
"Ohhhhhhh," was all I could muster as I closed my eyes, surrendering to the pleasure, melting into the sin.
"Yeah, 'Ohhhhhhh', just like you said. She's the Indiana Jones of g-spots," Amber joked.
I just lay there, coming and coming and coming, as my daughter pulled her fingers out of my pussy and lapped up the torrents of pussy cum spilling out of my well-used cooch.
"You really worked your mother over," Amber said a minute later, or maybe far longer than a minute, who knows, time seemed to be irrelevant during this transcendent period of pure pleasure.
"My Mommy tastes so good," Keisha crooned, still licking me.
"As good as I do?" Amber asked.
"Not as good as you, Mistress, but a close second," Keisha said.
"Come and finish what your mother started but refused to finish," Amber ordered, as if that had been my decision instead of hers.
"Yes, Mistress," Keisha said, giving me one final long, slow lick, before climbing out of her chair and from between my legs.
Exhausted, defeated and humiliated, I lay there, just allowing the pleasure to finish consuming me and running its course through my body, as I kept my eyes closed and listened to Amber and my daughter conversing.
"So did you enjoy eating your mother?" Amber asked.
"Yes," Keisha admitted.
"Was it all you'd imagined?"
"And even more," Keisha answered, and I wondered what that meant... had Keisha fantasized about doing that? It seemed hard to believe... but after the last 24+ hours, I was beginning to think nothing was too hard to believe. Like who would believe what had just happened?
"And as I promised, we achieved it in less than twenty-hour hours after she arrived," Amber said.
"You were right," Keisha said, as I processed their conversation. This incest had been planned?
"I always am," Amber said.
"Yes, that's true, Mistress," Keisha agreed.
"Now get that tongue into my pussy, slut," Amber ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Keisha obeyed.
"And as for you, Liberty," Amber said, her hand on my leg, and slowly gliding up and down my nylon stocking.
I didn't respond. I didn't want to listen to anything she had to say. I was so ashamed! And I was telling myself that so long as I kept my eyes closed, I could avoid living with the aftermath of my ultimate sin.
"Did you know your daughter has been longing to eat your pussy forever?" Amber said.
"No she hasn't, she couldn't have," I denied, finally opening my eyes and sitting up. "You put her up to it."
"You're partially right, I have pushed your daughter and expanded her comfort levels in many ways since we first got together, and I've awakened her natural submissive slut persona, but that incestual fantasy has always been all hers," Amber said. "I just helped her to make it into a reality."
"No, that's impossible," I insisted, not wanting to believe it, yet not even certain what I myself thought about it. Yes, it was wrong because that's what everyone said, but it didn't feel wrong... and it was obvious Keisha didn't believe it was wrong, or there'd be no way she could have done what she just did with such delight.
"Tell your mother the truth, Keisha," Amber said.
Keisha looked up from between those perfectly toned white legs so decoratively encased in black nylon, looked directly into my eyes and admitted, "Mama, I'm sorry, but ever since Papa left us, I've wanted to make you feel better. To give you something I was sure no man could ever give you. So just after you arrived yesterday and before I came out and joined you in the kitchen, I begged Amber to make it happen, and she did. Please don't hate me for doing that!"
"Oh, honey," I said, my heart warming from her tone, her words, and the sincere look of sorrow in her eyes.
"I'm so sorry," she said, tears beginning to form in her eyes.
"Honey," I repeated. "It's okay."
"It's okay that your daughter sneakily ate your pussy?" Amber asked. "And thus committed incest with you?"
"Amber," I said warningly. It was remotely possible that she was right about a black woman's natural role in the bedroom... Keisha was certainly convinced about that... but I wouldn't tolerate it if she started messing with the bond between me and my daughter... no matter what!
"Relax. I'm not implying anything, I'm simply trying to clarify what you consider acceptable and what isn't," Amber said. "Personally, I think what just happened is more than okay, but I'd like to know what you think."
"It's not that simple," I said.
"Get back to your dessert," Amber ordered, reaching for my daughter's head and guiding it back to her pussy... my daughter's eyes full of apology.
"Jesus, don't you ever get enough of this power trip?" I demanded, my double orgasm fading, and my head finally reasserting some control.
"Training niggers is a full-time job," Amber said.
"Fuck you!" I snapped, sitting up.
"You did ask," she said. "And you're only proving my point."
"How the fuck is that?" I snapped.
"One minute you're this defiant strong woman, but the next you're a desperate slut willing to do absolutely anything for your next orgasm. You're no better than a heroin addict."
"It's not like that at all," I denied, even though I realized it was exactly like that.
"It's not?" Amber demanded. "You just allowed your daughter to eat you out, finger bang you, and give you a g-spot orgasm. All of which you claim is morally wrong."
"Yes, but I...." I ran out of words... I had no response to that.
"Until a pet has completely stopped thinking for herself, is prepared to obey me mindlessly without any hesitation or second guessing, until she accepts her inner truth of submissiveness and her innate need to be controlled, my job never ends," Amber explained.
"Black people... or any people really... aren't animals you can break and train," I argued, although I was beginning to wonder if that was true.
"People are exactly like animals," Amber shot back. "When it comes down to it, people do whatever they need to survive, and without discipline, they spiral out of control."
"I don't see it that way," I said.
"Then look at your daughter and learn from her," Amber said. "The same daughter you've been ignoring throughout this entire conversation, while she eats another woman's pussy right in front of you. Which admittedly isn't entirely true, since you had a brief discussion with her about incest, but I instigated her participation at that point, not you."
"She's an adult," I replied, a weak as fuck rationale, I knew. "She's capable of making her own decisions."
"You didn't think that last summer, or even last night," Amber pointed out the flaw in my argument.
"So what's your point?" I asked, realizing I was losing again.
"My point is that I've succeeded in training Keisha completely. She has no hesitation in doing anything I order her to do, no matter what it is."
"Anything?" I asked, without even realizing I was saying it.
"Anything at all," she agreed. "Want me to prove it?"
"No... heavens no," I said with a shudder, not wishing to be the cause of placing my daughter in some new compromising situation.
"Okay, then I'll just tell you a few things she's already done. She's eaten the entire girl's basketball team to orgasms; she's been triple teamed by three white women in their sixties and their dildos; she's serviced a dozen seniors in an old folks home, both men and women; she's sucked thirty dicks nonstop at a gloryhole, swallowing every last load as a punishment; and she's taken more than twenty loads all over her face at a frat house to pay for another act of disobedience," Amber listed.
"You can't be serious," I said.
"Liberty," Amber said, her hand still on my leg, and I now realized it had been there during this entire conversation, "I don't make shit up. I don't need to."
"But why on earth would you want to humiliate your girlfriend?"
"Because Keisha was a bit of a wild filly... in many ways like yourself... and she needed to experience a few humiliating punishments before she could completely accept the hierarchy in our relationship," Amber explained.
"But why does there need to be any hierarchy? Or at least outside the bedroom?" I asked, abandoning my battle about the sexual aspects.
"Because that's what women like Keisha..." she trailed off, and then paused for a few seconds, "...and you... need. That's just black and white, and at the moment I'm not referring to anyone's race."
When I didn't respond, having absolutely no idea what to say, having been defeated inside my head by her responses and arguments, she ordered, ""Now go start the dishes while your daughter savours the cum you could have had if you weren't still a defiant nigger in denial."
"Whatever," I said, and I awkwardly climbed down from the table... getting off of it more of a struggle than getting onto it. Plus, my body was still weakened from those two orgasms.
As I gathered up the rest of our dinnerware and cleaned up generally, working around Amber and Keisha, who was on her knees, Amber asked, "What are your plans for tomorrow, Liberty?"
"I don't know," I said. "I do know you girls need some groceries."
"That was my plan for tomorrow too," Amber said.
"I also want to go clothes shopping," I added.
"Yes, you need some more white nylons, for a start," Amber said. "Top quality only, if you please."
"That's not what I was thinking," I said, shaking my head at her constant remarks... then realized I was still wearing those nylons... white ones. I should have taken them off right there and then and made some sort of delayed statement... but alas, I didn't. "Shoes," I added, "definitely some new shoes."
"Good idea," Amber nodded. "New shoes are always a must after a breakup."
"At last! Something we finally agree about," I laughed.
"Although I may be harsh at times, I do know what's best for you," Amber said.
"I'm not sure an eighteen-year-old white girl could possibly know what's best for a forty-four-year-old black woman."
"First, Liberty, you look very good for forty-four," Amber complimented.
"Thanks," I said, appreciating and needing such compliments. "Although I guess Jeremy didn't think so."
"You understand that his getting ass fucked by another man isn't a slight against you, don't you?" Amber asked.
"How could it not be a slight against me?"
"Do you fuck his ass?"
"No."
"Would you do it if he asked?"
"I don't know," I said, that not something I'd ever even remotely thought about doing.
"And even if you would, you don't have a real dick, one that shoots loads of cum."
"That's important why?"
"Because, for reasons that only psychologists know, many men have a midlife crisis in their forties, where they become curious about sucking a dick, swallowing cum, or even getting fucked. It's just who many men are," Amber said.
"Is that a race thing too?" I asked sarcastically.
"Actually, yes. Surveys report that far more white men suck black dick and serve black men than the reverse."
"And you know this how?" I asked, thinking there was no way an eighteen-year-old girl could possibly know this much about the male psyche, especially not details like these.
"I just do," she said.
"Well that confirms it then," I said, slipping back into sarcasm.
"What I'm saying is that this isn't all on you, and it may not be at all on you," Amber assured me, unfazed. "Just like it's not on him that you ate my pussy today, or that you've been fantasizing about being my pet ever since the day you met me."
"I have not," I denied, perhaps too quickly.
"Be honest, Liberty," Amber urged me. "Have you never imagined me sexually?"
"I didn't say that," I responded, knowing it was obvious that I had.
"And in your fantasies, are you in charge, or am I?" Amber asked.
"A little of both," I lied.
"You're a terrible liar," she informed me. "But there's no shame in having fantasies, no matter what they are. And there's no shame in accepting that your secret fantasies are identical to your inner desires."
"I wouldn't go that far," I said, as her hand went under my dress and to my pussy.
As she slid two fingers inside me, she continued, "I would. No one can hide their true sexuality forever. Well actually many people can, but if they do, they end up miserable... which is how so many of our parents end up. And that's likely why you discovered your boyfriend with ten inches of white dick in his ass... he'd accepted his true inner self."



Again I should have pushed her hand away, yet I allowed her to freeuse me, like she also freeused my daughter, two fingers slowly moving in and out of me. "Well, I do like that theory better than I'm a lousy fuck, so he doesn't want to fuck me anymore."
"Does he still fuck you?" she asked. "I mean had he still been fucking you before you caught him in the act and fell apart?"
"Yes, pretty regularly," I said, after a brief reflection.
"And yet even though you were getting the dick you needed, you still fantasized about pussy and about me."
"I guess," I said, then realized I was admitting I did fantasize about her, which I also realized I'd already been doing anyway.
"No 'I guessing'," Amber said. "Everyone wants to be free to explore who they really are sexually, but alas, most societies have been forbidding that for five thousand years, give or take: basically since men decided it was okay to go to war for land that wasn't theirs, and that women should be their property."
"I suppose so," I said, her fingers inside me distracting me from being able to process her thoughts and respond to them intelligently.
"You know so," Amber said, and she continued slowly fingering me, while I glanced down and watched my daughter licking her... it was so surreal... all of this was. "You simply don't want to accept it... because you're afraid of the truth... afraid of losing control... afraid of admitting that you desperately want to submit to me and to other white women like me."
"No," I moaned, even though everything she was saying was undeniably true. Yes, I did want to. Yes, I even craved it. Yes, I was afraid. Yes, I knew if I let go of all my control, I'd become an obedient slut who'd do whatever she told me to.
"That denial would be more believable if you didn't moan it, or if you weren't allowing me to finger you while you watched your daughter eating me," Amber said.
"I.... just... just.... Fuck!" I cursed, tearing myself away, and storming off to my room.
"Until next time, sweetie," Amber called out.
I remained in my room by myself for a good half an hour, until Keisha knocked on my door.
"Mama?"
"Yes?" I asked, lying in my bed reading a book, trying to quell the burning inside me... trying to silence the unacceptable thoughts parading through my head.
"May I please come in?"
"Yes, please do."
Keisha came in, sat on the edge of my bed, and said, "I'm really sorry."
"I'm sorry too," I said. "I should have paid more attention to your warnings yesterday."
"And she's just getting started with you; you know that, right?" Keisha said, worried about me.
"I'm beginning to understand that."
"And she doesn't lose," Keisha added. "Ever."
"Hearing that just makes me want to win."
"But are you winning?"
"Not so far," I laughed humorlessly.
"I can't believe I went down on you," Keisha said.
"I can't believe it either," I said, still thinking this all seemed like a twisted dream... that all of this was a twisted dream.
"You did seem to like it," she smiled timidly.
"I can't deny that," I said, smiling back. "But sweetheart, we committed incest."
"I know, I know," Keisha acknowledged. "But I don't see incest as wrong."
"You don't?"
"No. I mean I wouldn't want to get pregnant from some brother I don't have," Keisha continued, "But what's wrong with giving the person you love most in the world the greatest pleasure a woman can experience?"
"You make it sound a good thing," I said, after I took a few seconds to process her words.
"Mama," Keisha said, "I love you, and I'd never do anything to hurt you."
"I know you wouldn't, honey."
"But if you stay here, you'll become a broken, trained pet like I am."
"You're honestly okay with being Amber's pet?"
"Yes, Mama," Keisha nodded. "I'd been struggling for the past couple of years with who I was, with my sexual identity, my confusing fantasies, and with how much they clashed with the society around me."
"I understand."
"You do?"
"Yes, I had a boyfriend back when I was your age and an undergraduate in college, a white man, who used me like a cheap, black whore, and not only did I allow it to happen, I loved it," I admitted.
"You did?"
"Yeah, I mean even though I've been fighting off Amber tooth and nail during this past day, it's rekindled a past that's been simmering in my subconscious and my most intense fantasies ever since I met her last summer," I revealed.
"She does have that power over our people."
"So I'm conflicted too," I said. "In the heat of the moment, I get drawn in and become this submissive woman willing to obey her, yet once I've calmed down, I feel a flood of guilt."
"I used to feel guilty as well."
"But not anymore?"
"No," she said. "I've learned to accept that this is who I am. Being black doesn't mean I can't be proud of my race, but also follow my desire to submit to white women. And yes, I know this is self-contradictory, but I'm proud to be black, and I'll still fight the Black Lives Matters fight, and fight for justice for all races, yet I also know how much I need to submit to white women. It's a complex ying-yang thing, but after struggling with it for a couple of weeks, I came to accept this is who I am."
"I'm still searching for who I am," I said, thinking how mature she was for her age, and how much like me she was.
"Well, if you stick around here, you'll definitely find that wanton woman; and Amber will introduce you to her," Keisha said with a slight laugh.
"I don't know," I said. "Tonight I'm going to stay in my room, and just reflect and try to come to grips with who I am, and with who I want to be."
"Fair enough," Keisha nodded.
"I love you, Keisha," I said, pulling her into a close embrace.
"I love you too, Mama," Keisha said. After a few seconds, she added playfully, "I also love your tasty pussy."
"Keisha!" I gasped.
"Just saying," she said, looking into my eyes. "Anytime you want your pussy pleasured, just ask. No matter what my relationship is with Amber or with anyone else in my future, I'll always be my Mama's pet."
"I don't know what to say to that," I said, the idea just so taboo and so wrong, yet it had my pussy tingling again.
"You don't have to say anything at all," she said. "Just know it's the truth, and I'll always be a willing option for you."
"Okay," I said, a part of me thinking I should just pull the sheets back, spread my legs, which were still in those white nylons... I'd considered taking them off a dozen times, and yet there they were... still on my legs... and ask my daughter to get me off, like she'd already done twice on the kitchen table... both orgasms different, and yet both of them more intense and body-quaking than any others I'd ever had. "I have to admit I've never had such intense orgasms in my entire life. You're the best!"
"Yes, I'm very good at eating pussy," Keisha said matter-of-factly, and with some obvious pride.
"Yes, you're amazing," I added, the temptation growing to invite her between my legs again.
There was a pause, perhaps Keisha was waiting for me to make that invitation, and fuck was it tempting, just like it was also tempting to go for a taste of my daughter's forbidden fruit, but I resisted... if only for now... because first I needed time to think... time to reflect... time to process... time to decide... because whatever I did tomorrow would forever define the path forward I'd be taking.
"Well, good night, Mama," Keisha said, standing up.
"Good night, honey-bunch," I said, resisting the temptation she couldn't help being, even while my body continued to burn.
Keisha left, and I felt my hand going to my pussy, knowing I needed to rub one out before I'd be able to focus on solving the predicament I was in.
I closed my eyes, replayed the wild after dinner sex, the incest, tasting Amber, being used as a freeuse slut, and how intensely I'd come twice. My guilt notwithstanding, it had felt so good just to give in and obey, to be used, to behave like the me I once was... the me I'd fantasized almost non-stop about resurrecting ever since last summer.
A quick orgasm later... with nowhere near the intensity of the two my daughter had given me, I lay in bed and wondered whether Amber was right. Maybe it wasn't Jeremy's fault he got fucked by a white guy, just like it wasn't my fault I was obsessed with white pussy. But that was only as effective as telling someone 'don't be sad' when they obviously are; it ain't gonna happen.
Jeremy had left a dozen texts and a couple of voicemails on my cellphone, and I'd totally ignored them because I felt unable to cope.
I finally read them. He apologized over and over, and begged for the chance to explain himself. The two voicemails were in a similar vein, and he sounded devastated and guilt-ridden.
So I finally called him.
He answered immediately. "Liberty, thank God! I was so worried!"
"Hi," I said, feeling unclear about what I wanted to say or hear.
"Are you okay? Where are you?"
"I'm okay. I'm at Keisha's."
"I thought you might be there."
"Yeah," I said, not sure whether this call was even a good idea.
There was a pause... a very excruciating few seconds passed... before he blurted out, "I'm so sorry!"
"You said that in your texts and voicemails," I pointed out.
"I know, I know," he said. "It's just there was no way I wanted you to find out that way."
"Find out what exactly?"
"Jesus, I don't even know where to begin!"
"Perhaps at the beginning," I suggested. I realized that so far in this conversation, all the emotions in this conversation were one-sided. He was desperate to be forgiven, while I was giving him no indication... pro or con... whether that was possible. I decided I was just fine with that for now.
"Fine, I'll just say it. But before I do, I want to stress how much I love you, and what I did has nothing to do with you at all."
"Understood. Go on," I said, giving him the opportunity to share his side, to explain, but still returning him no emotion or any clue about my own feelings.
"This is so hard to say," he said, after another few-second pause.
"Just say it," I said. "I saw you getting ass fucked by a white guy who looked half your age. Maybe start with that."
"I've always been a bottom for white men," he blurted out.
"Always?"
"Ever since college." Jeremy was about my age, so that would be twenty years or so.
"How did it start?" I asked, Jeremy having been a football star in college, even a receiver with NFL potential, before he blew out his knee in his junior year.
"Please don't make me tell you," he begged. "It's too humiliating."
"Tell me," I said flatly.
"Okay." Followed by a long pause. And then, "There was some hazing when I was a freshman, that included my sucking off half of the seniors on the football team," he began.
"I see."
"After that, I was pretty much the dick sucker and eventual bottom bitch, along with a couple of other freshmen, throughout the entire football season," he continued.
"Did you like it?"
"At first I resented it. I felt they were taking away my manhood. Yet as time went on, I began craving it."
"Craving what?"
"I craved dick," he said, clearly ashamed, judging by his tone of voice.
"I see."
"I know, I know," he said. "All through college I was a bottom for quite a few guys, when all that time I was dating a cheerleader who had no idea of my ongoing indiscretions, but I just couldn't give it up."
"Was all of it white dick?" I finally asked the question I was the most curious about.
"Yes."
"Why?"
"I've never completely understood why," he said. "I guess it's just that although I'm a strong man, a dominant one in many ways, I just have this weakness for white dick."
"Do they call you nigger?" I asked bluntly.
"Some do," he admitted.
"And you like hearing that, don't you?" I asked, noticing some crazy parallels between him and me.
"Yes," he replied, almost too quietly to hear. He was cringingly ashamed, and yet he was being totally honest with me.
"Why?" I asked, hoping his answer might help me to understand my parallel weaknesses.
"I don't know."
"Come on, dig deeper," I coaxed, needing some insight, "you must have some idea."
"Part of it's I simply like race play, I guess," he said. After another pause of several long seconds, "I can't explain why, but when a white dick is offered to me, I can't resist it, no matter how hard I try."
"And black dick?"
"Has no impact on me."
"Strange."
"I know. I just have a thing for white dick."
"And for race play," I added.
"Yes."
"And have you been sucking dick and getting fucked while you've been seeing me?"
"A little."
"A little?"
"Well, there's this white guy at work, and I've been his bottom for years," he said "He threatened to out me when I said I was done with being his bottom. So he's the only one I was still with."
"But that guy I caught you with looked too young to have worked for your firm for years," I pointed out.
"Yes, that was Derek."
"Am I supposed to know who Derek is?"
"No, no, I'm sorry," he said. "Derek is one of my college buddies' sons, and now he's in college. He got a part-time intern job at my firm because of a request from his dad, and then after a month he walked into my office, pulled down his pants, and shoved his dick in my mouth when I opened it to object."
"Jesus!" I said, out of shock, and also at the impressive brazenness of this Derek guy.
"I know, I should have stopped it before it started, but...." he began, but paused again.
"But what?"
"I couldn't."
"Why not?"
"He was just...."
"He was just what?"
"Fuck, this is so hard to say," he sighed.
"We're way past keeping any secrets," I said, ignoring the wild irony of that statement. I hadn't shared any of my secrets with him, and they were at least as problematic as his!
"He was just so big and dominant."
"I did notice he was very well-endowed."
"Yeah. I can't believe you had to see that."
"It was quite shocking to witness. And a complete surprise."
"Again, I'm truly sorry."
"Is there anything else you need to tell me?"
"No, not unless you want lots of details, and I don't think you do."
"No, that's certainly not necessary. And now that you've been so forthcoming with me about your darkest secret, I guess you deserve some feedback."
"Yes please."
"Okay, here goes, but I'm so confused right now about various things that it won't be much. At first I thought it was about me. That I wasn't doing enough for you as your woman."
"No, no, no, Liberty," he blurted out urgently. "You're not to blame at all! This is all my fault! You did nothing wrong at all! You, Liberty, have been amazing!"
"Thanks," I said. "And I'm afraid that's all I have to say until I can figure some things out."
"So... so now what?" he asked, sounding so vulnerable.
"I don't know," I said. "I need some time."
"I understand," he said. After another pause, "I love you, Liberty. And I'll quit cold turkey for you."
"Really? Can you actually do that?"
"I can," he said, then added, "I think."
Just like with me, his struggle for self-control continued.
"Look, Jeremy, I don't know what the future holds for either of us, but I'm going to stay here for a few days and just process... some things. It isn't just about you and what I saw. I cried my eyes out after I saw... what I saw... but I'm over that, especially now that I understand what you've been going through. However, I too have some issues about myself, and about what I want and need."
"I want to be with you for whatever you need," he offered.
"Thank you, Jeremy," I said. "And thank you for your honesty."
"You don't hate me?"
"No," I said. "I believe I even understand you a little better now. And myself, too."
"You do?"
"Yes."
"You're not disgusted by me?"
"I don't know what I actually feel anymore," I said... which was likely the truest thing I could say at that moment.
"I love you, Liberty," he said.
"I know, I said, unable to return the sentiment. "I'll contact you again in a few days. And until then, please just leave me alone so I can percolate some things."
"Okay," he said.
"Bye," I said.
"Bye, Liberty," he replied.
I hung up, and I didn't know what I thought anymore.
First, Amber was right about Jeremy's weakness... it was just like mine.
Second, although I loved Jeremy, I didn't know if I respected his weakness... even though his and mine were very similar.
Third, I didn't know what to do next.
Our conversation had clarified some things, clouded some others, and I was still floundering in a situation I felt I had no control over.
Yes, I could leave right now. Leave... go back home... maybe reconcile with Jeremy, maybe not... and chalk up all of this past twenty-four hours as a brief blip in my life.
Or I could stay here and continue to try and resist the temptations I knew laid ahead.
Or I could explore my sexuality fully by just giving in to Amber. No doubt she'd 'punish' me by putting me through lots of wild and crazy shit just like she'd done to Keisha. And then I'd come out the other side as her fully trained nigger slut pet. And I wouldn't have very many more decisions to worry about ever again.
Or... or... or....
Fuck!
I was a complete mess.
Part of me was like: Okay, I don't really hate men... Jeremy didn't really betray me, just like my secret fantasies about being a lesbian submissive to a white 18-year-old hadn't been me betraying him. It was both of us living out our true sexual carnal desires (although my living out had been all fantasy at the time), and accommodating our true submissive kinky natures.
Another part of me was like: Okay, maybe we could join forces and find some white couples who were willing to use us both as their nigger submissives.
Part of me was like: Okay, I just want to explore my lesbian side. See what happens.
Part of me was like: Okay, I want to explore my true submissive side with both genders. To be a pussy licker for any old white women, and to be a dick sucking, white dick taking slut for any old white men. Again, see what happens.
Part of me was like: Okay, I've already committed incest knowingly, so I might as well just call Keisha back into my room and indulge in my first lesbian 69 right away.
Part of me was like: Okay, enough. You're an adult. You're a feminist. You're a mother. So fucking man up (but in a feminine way).
To say I was being torn apart inside was an understatement.
Consider the following basic concepts:
Right.
Wrong.
Good.
Bad.
They're all subjective terms. What do they mean? Well... it all depends on who you ask.
Having to pee, I got out of bed, headed out, and went to the bathroom.
I wasn't in there for a minute, before the door opened and Amber walked in... the door didn't have even a courtesy lock... never had. She walked up to me, lifted her skirt, grabbed my head, and shoved my face in her pussy.
Like the last time, my lust and instinct took me over, and even while a stream of piss was filling the toilet, I began licking.
Amber didn't say a word this time.
Neither did I. I licked her for not even a minute before she let go of my head, turned around, and left.
What the fuck?
Why did I just mindlessly lick her?
Why did she keep giving me these teasing samplings and then just leave?
Why did licking her make me so horny?
Why couldn't I resist?
Fuck!
This freeuse thing was playing havoc with my head.
I went to the kitchen to get a glass of wine, and saw Amber and Keisha sitting on the couch watching a movie, her arm wrapped around Keisha in a touching way, as they watched Sweet Home Alabama.



I poured the wine, and loving this movie, decided to sit in the other chair and watch.
There was no talking until the movie was done.
"Fuck, don't you just love Reese Witherspoon?" Amber asked.
"Yeah," Keisha said, she and I also loving Reese's movies.
"Think she has her own live-in nigger slave?" Amber asked.
"I don't know," Keisha said.
"Well, let's go roleplay that she does," Amber said.
"Okay, sounds like fun," Keisha agreed.
Amber got up, assisted Keisha to her feet and asked me, "You coming?"
"I don't think so," I said.
"Your loss," she shrugged, and led Keisha by the hand to their bedroom.
I finished my wine, went pee again... wine always goes right through me... and then went into my bedroom and spent the next twenty minutes listening to my daughter getting fucked by Amber while calling her 'Mistress Reese'. It was so nasty. So raw. And yet for me, such a turn-on... living vicariously through my sexy, submissive daughter.
I wanted to be Amber's submissive too... desperately... but I feared the long-term consequences. Giving in for just a night, a full day, or even a week looked very appealing. On the other hand, what would happen when I returned home? Would I be able to go back to the life I'd had before? Would I even want to?
Fuck!
I put ear plugs in my ears to block out the sounds of pleasure still escaping my daughter's lips... and tomorrow there would be no avoiding it... I'd have to decide once and for all.
.....
I woke up when I heard the squeak of a door. I didn't immediately open my eyes, but I sensed that someone was in the room and hovering over me.
I slowly opened my eyes and saw a completely naked Amber, except for her ubiquitous black thigh high stockings.
"Good morning, Liberty," Amber greeted warmly. "How did you sleep?"
"Pretty well," I said, which was true after I finally fell asleep... after I'd finally gotten out of my own head.
"That's good," Amber said, and she bent down and kissed me.
Her lips were so soft... so gentle. I hadn't considered before how different it would feel to kiss a woman instead of a man... but they were polar opposites.
After a few moments, I began kissing her back.
Amber got into the bed to lie on her side facing me, reached her hand under the sheet to my legs, gliding her fingers over the thigh high stockings (that I was still wearing, I realized), then she broke the kiss and whispered, "Good girl."
"I was simply too tired to take them off last night," I justified, although that wasn't really true. I couldn't explain why, but when I went to take them off last night, I felt compelled to keep them on. So I just put on a nightie, also white, ironically perhaps, and went to bed.
"Sure, sure," she purred as her hand went to my pussy, my having not bothered to put on panties after our kitchen encounter... actually, I had no idea where those panties even were anymore.
"The white nightie is a nice touch," she said as her fingers traced my pussy lips.
"That was a coincidence," I said, which was true, as I trembled.
"A happy coincidence then," she smiled, as her finger slid inside me.
"Oooooooooh," I moaned. "What are you doing?"
"Fingering my MILF pet," she answered, as she slowly fingered me.
"This is wrong," I protested weakly.
"Really? Does it feel wrong?"
"Oh God," I moaned, as she also brought a finger to my clit, and impressively began to stimulate me from both the inside and outside with a single hand, as I thought to myself, Oh my God! My daughter's sexy white girlfriend is fingering my black pussy!
"I'll take that as 'It feels good'," Amber said.
"I just can't stop you," I moaned, the pleasure rapidly consuming me... an amazingly pleasant wake-up call. "Even though this is so inappropriate," I said with another moan. Yet I couldn't do anything about it. I just wanted her to finger bang me... to use me.
"Actually, this is totally appropriate, because you truly want to be my nigger," Amber said softly, as she used her other hand to yank my nightie up above my tits before leaning down and sucking my hard nipple into her mouth.
"Oh fuck," I moaned loudly, her finger inside, her finger outside, her lips and tongue on my nipple, and her calling me her nigger, all consuming my body and banishing my mind once again to drift away into mindless compliance.
"This sweet chocolate body was made to be used," Amber said, as she advanced her mouth to my other tit.
"Please don't stop," I whimpered, my orgasm rising at an accelerated pace.
"I'll give you pleasure like you've previously only fantasized about," Amber promised, sucking my nipple into her mouth.
My breathing began to increase... and get deeper... and just as my orgasm was about to burst... she backed away... pulled her finger out of me and stood up. "I left a dress out for you again today. This time wear it."
As she reached the door she turned back and added, "And of course white nylons, and no bra or panties."
As I lay there... horny as fuck... desperate to come... reaching my hand under the sheets to finish what Amber had started... Amber came back in and ordered, "And no touching yourself without my permission."
"May I please come?" I asked, not even thinking about the consequences of my question, just desperate to come.
"Not self-induced, no. But soon," she smiled. "Very soon."
She then walked out.
I could have ignored her order.
I could have just fingered myself to my much-needed orgasm.
But I took my hand away from my fevered pussy... and reluctantly rolled out of bed.
I stretched.
I felt a little wetness ooze out of me.
I took the nylons off and took a rather cold shower, which did very little to cool me off... apparently that's only a guy thing. If it ever works for anyone, that is.
I went back to the bedroom, and without even thinking, I grabbed the same white nylons I'd worn yesterday and put them back on my black legs.
Once they were on, I examined the red, revealing V-neck dress. It would barely hold my tits in. Yet I felt compelled to obey, even though I still wasn't convinced I'd be willing to cross any more lines today.
I walked out to the kitchen, feeling the cool breeze from my movements wafting through the dress and directly to my very hard, diamond-hard, nipples...which poked against the thin fabric completely obviously.
As I walked in, Amber was sitting in the same spot as yesterday for breakfast, but this time Keisha wasn't under the table, but making breakfast.
"Nice headlights," Amber smiled, referring to my prominent nipples.
"I have sensitive nips," I explained.
"Take a seat," Amber said, pointing to the same seat I'd sat in yesterday... where she'd first molested me with her foot... and thus where my downfall began. "Breakfast is almost ready."
I sat down. Instantly, I felt her foot go directly between my legs and onto my vulnerable pussy. And this time because my skimpy dress was so short, she had direct access.
I can't deny it... I wanted this... I needed this.
As Keisha brought out two plates of pancakes and bacon, my two favourite breakfast items, especially with extra maple syrup (and fuck the calories), Amber pointed out, as her foot just rested on my pussy... which was fucking annoying, "Your mother is finally abiding by the house rule about stockings."
"I can see that," Keisha said approvingly, glancing down at them.
"They do feel nice," I said, as if that were a convincing reason why a black woman would be wearing white nylons.
"They look very nice," Keisha nodded. "And that's a sexy dress, too."
"I think your mother is coming closer to accepting her true purpose," Amber said, as she began moving her foot up and down.
"I wouldn't say thaaaaaat," I moaned, as Keisha went back to fetch her own plate before sitting down to my right.
"What do you think, Keisha?" Amber asked.
"I don't know," she answered noncommittally.
"Do you want her to submit?" Amber asked.
"I don't know," Keisha repeated.
"Do you want to eat your mom's pussy again?" Amber asked.
There was a bit of a pause, while Amber rubbed a little faster, making me moan, before Keisha answered, "Yes."
"Yes, what, slut?" Amber asked tersely.
"Yes, I'd love to eat Mama's pussy again," Keisha said, louder.
Amber said, thankfully, since I wasn't sure where she was going with this, "Let's eat." After a pause, she added with a laugh, "Pancakes, not pussy, at least for now."
Then for a few minutes we just ate... the conversational undertones lingering... Amber's foot still slowly teasing me...
When Amber was finished eating, she stretched, which made her foot apply extra pressure on my pussy, making me moan. "Your mother really loves her pussy foot rubs."
"They do feel good," Keisha said.
"Yes they really do," I admitted, so horny that I wanted Amber to know I was ready to come.
Instead, she stood up, strolled around the table and behind me, asking my daughter, "Doesn't your mother look hot in this dress?"
"Yes, she does," Keisha said, looking at my revealing dress... which became way more revealing when Amber reached inside the bodice and scooped out both of my big tits.
Instead of shoving her hands away, or objecting 'what they fuck are you doing?', I allowed her to cup my breasts, while I weakly and pathetically protested, "Please don't grope me in front of my daughter."
As she ignored my request and pinched my nipples, my thoughts were quite contradictory to my words: I don't know how much longer I can hold out before this little white girl actually fucks me right in front of my daughter!
"Your mom has huge black tits," Amber observed.
"Yes she does, and they're gorgeous," Keisha agreed, staring right at them... not even pretending they weren't turning her on.
"They're way bigger than yours," Amber said.
"Yes, way bigger," my daughter agreed, entranced by my exposed tits.
"Your cunt-munching daughter has a thing for breasts, especially for big breasts," Amber informed me.
"Who doesn't?" I joked, my oversized tits and ass always grabbing most men's attention over the years.
"Pretty damn firm, for a fossil," Amber said.
"I'm only forty-four," I protested, resenting the implication that I was old... and not that she was molesting me right in front of my daughter.
"That's more than double my age," Amber countered, as she tugged on my breasts. "And slightly more than double your daughter's age, too."
"I guess," I said.
"Do you want to suck your Mommy's nipples like you did back when you were a baby?" Amber asked.
"Would I!" Keisha exclaimed, and she turned to her left and sucked my right nipple into her mouth.
"Oh my, Keisha," I moaned... thinking how crazy it was that for most of my life my nipples had been sexual ignitors, but after my giving birth, they'd completely changed into something else for a couple of years. Although admittedly, nursing Keisha had sometimes given me tender little orgasms.
"Sorry, Mama, I can't resist," Keisha apologized, as she sucked on my nipple, making my entire body burn, and my pussy ache with need for even more attention, even from her.
"It feels good, baby girl," I moaned, and then realized the irony of my using the term 'baby'.
"Mmmmm," Keisha moaned, as her tongue swirled around my stiff nipple.
"You two look so hot committing incest like that," Amber encouraged us, her hot breath on my neck, and her hands cradling my tits adding to my exhilaration.
"But so wrong," I whimpered helplessly. It seemed that every time I was reminded of the ultimate sin I was committing I said this... yet I never did anything to stop it from continuing.
"Yes, you look very concerned about the nasty sin you're committing," Amber chuckled, but then she shoved my daughter's head away from my breasts, gave my nipples one final tug, and backed away. "While you're out shopping today, stop by Helen's Boutique on Magnolia Street and ask for Cindy."
"W-w-what?" I stammered, trying to process her words and even my surroundings, as once again she stopped giving me pleasure before I could climax, and left me dazed, confused and rattled.
"I'll get you her card," Amber said, as she went to my daughter, lifted her own dress and shoved her pussy in Keisha's face.
"Why do you keep doing this?" I asked a minute later, while I calmed down.
"Because she loves eating my pussy," Amber said. "Don't you, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress, I fucking love eating your pussy," Keisha said, as she shamelessly licked her girlfriend, even while sitting right next to her horny mother.
"No, why do you keep doing this to me?" I asked, totally frustrated.
"Doing what?"
"This!" I said, cupping the tits still hanging out of my dress, and shaking them at her indignantly.
"I'm not sure what 'this' is."
"Getting me all hot and bothered, and then leaving me hanging."
"Because you just told me it was wrong," Amber pointed out.
"It is wrong," I said.
"So I stopped playing with you before you could suffer even more wrongdoings," Amber said, as her hand went to the back of my daughter's head to apply some pressure.
"But you're okay with initiating those wrongdoings?"
"It's what I do. I create the opportunity," she smiled. "I set the spark, I light the flame, but I can just as easily extinguish it."
"Whatever," I sighed, standing up.
"Until you submit to me unconditionally, until you accept who you are, until you acknowledge your desire to sin... if that's what we're calling it... and submit to me as my nigger incestuous slave, you're not allowed to come," Amber said. "At all!"
"I'm done with this," I said, getting up and storming out.
"Your call. But don't you fucking rub that jungle bunny pussy without my permission," Amber threatened in a firm tone that was a little terrifying.
I went to my room, closed the door, and collapsed onto my bed. I couldn't take much more of this. Should I just fucking give in? Should I leave and go back home? I knew if I stayed, it was only a matter of time before I did give in... I was simply too weak to stand up for myself forever... fuck, I couldn't even stand up for my daughter... or to my daughter! I was weak. I was submissive. I wanted this... and I needed this.
To my surprise, I fell asleep, and when I woke up an hour later, there was a note beside me on the pillow.
It was a grocery list.
A fucking grocery list!
And a business card for a boutique.
I sighed.
Okay, I figured I'd at least go and get the groceries before I headed back home. I just had to leave. If I stayed, I would lose control completely. I already had lost control completely! I was totally losing my grip on who I was, or at least on who I'd become... long ago, I'd once put the past behind me... and feeling that past swarming back to corrupt me once again, I knew I had to leave.
I snatched up the list and card and headed out. (Yes, I was still wearing that scandalous dress, white nylons and no underwear, but now without my boobs completely hanging out.)
I was driving along Magnolia Street to the grocery store when I saw Helen's Boutique. I drove past it, yet felt my foot lifting off the gas, felt my right hand going to the turn signal lever, and then doing a U-turn.
Before I knew it, I was parked in front of the store.
It couldn't hurt just to go in and get a few things. Some sexy things. Maybe to share with Jeremy. Or maybe with a new man. Or maybe, just maybe, with a woman I hadn't met yet.
I went inside and asked the young girl, who looked to be eighteen, for Cindy. A minute later, a big-boned white woman approached me.
"You must be Liberty," she said, looking me over. She was pretty, and she carried herself with unusual confidence.
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, and even though she was around my age, I addressed her as if she was my elder.
"Nice tits," she said, looking at my large breasts, insufficiently concealed by the dress Amber had chosen for me this morning... a choice I felt compelled to go along with... apparel that wasn't really suitable for grocery shopping.
"Thanks," I said.
"Follow me," she instructed.
"Yes, ma'am," I repeated, my natural submissive nature taking charge yet again.
"So you're Keisha's mom," she said, as I followed her to the back of the store.
"Yes, ma'am," I answered, sounding like a broken bimbo record.
"She's one hot piece of ass," Cindy mentioned casually.
This was where I should have said something... this was the test. Was I a Mom, or was I a bimbo? As usual recently, I failed. I joked, trying not to sound as pathetic as I obviously was becoming, "She got that from a long line of sexy genes." Oh well.
"Turn around," Cindy said, as she stopped and turned around to face me.
I did.
"Agreed," she said, as she blatantly checked out my ass. "Now follow me."
I did, and she opened a door.
Once inside, she asked, "So why are you here?"
"I figured I could use some sexier new clothing."
"For Amber?"
"For me," I said firmly.
"Mmm-hmmmm," she said, giving me a look and tone making it clear she didn't believe me. "Take off your dress."
"Excuse me?"
"Just lose the dress," she sighed impatiently.
"Okay," I said, not sure what I was getting myself into.
I slipped out of the dress that wasn't really keeping me modest anyway and stood there wearing just my white stockings and a pair of three-inch heels.
"I see Amber already has you going commando and wearing white stockings," Cindy said, as she looked me over.
I didn't respond. What was there to say?
"Respond," she said, as she paced around me on kind of an inspection tour.
"Yes," I said.
She asked, "Yes, what?"
"Yes, I'm dressed like Amber instructed me," I admitted.
"All right, let's accentuate this body."
And for twenty-five minutes, I tried on a few outfits... and found three that I really liked. She also suggested an all-white lace suspender corset.
As I stood there wearing the sexy lingerie and new stockings (still white, but more decorative than the other ones) attached to the clasps, with sexy seams down the back, she asked, as she brought her hand to my pussy and slid two fingers inside, "So you're a freeuse slut?"
"Nooooooo," I moaned, as I allowed this complete stranger to finger me.
"No?" she asked, as she kept fingering me. "Then why are you letting me finger you?"
"I don't know," I moaned, as she slid a third finger inside me.
"It can only be because you're a freeuse slut," she said, as she placed her free hand on my shoulder. "And what does a freeuse slut do when a dominant woman places her hand on your shoulder?"
"I don't know," I lied, since it was pretty damn obvious.
"Knees, slut," she ordered.
I obeyed, causing her fingers to leave my once again triggered pussy... seeming unable to disobey any order given me. By anyone!
She raised her dress, and my mouth began watering for the pussy I was about to lick... but there wasn't a pussy under her dress... no... it was a dick... a six-inch dick... fully hard... which she slid into my shocked open mouth.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to fuck this freeuse black mouth," she said, as she did just that. Grasping both sides of my head with her hands... and pumping in and out of my mouth.
She was a shemale!?
I'd watched some shemale porn, since the idea of a feminine body sporting a dick was pretty appealing.
"Oh yeah, there's nothing like a freeuse cum bucket to drop a load into," she moaned, as her balls bounced off my chin and all six inches filled my mouth. Luckily I'd sucked much bigger ones, and had no problem accommodating her dick.
I moaned in response.
After just two or three minutes she pulled out, and without a word, she spewed her load all over my face.



I closed my eyes in just the nick of time not to get any in them... a cum eye rash was always annoying.
I did love the feeling of warm cum splattering my face... it was so nasty... and yet so exhilarating.
Once she was done shooting, she slid her dick back into my mouth and ordered, "Suck it clean, freeuse."
I bobbed on her dick, sucking away any last remnants of cum, before she pulled out and said, "You can pay at the front."
"Okay," I said.
"And my cum... all of it... stays on your face until you get home and show it to Amber," she added, as I began to get off my knees. "And maybe to your slutty daughter as well. Whatever."
"Pardon?" I asked, even though I'd heard her loud and clear. To be clear, I was only reacting to the part about wearing my cum face in public, since Keisha would readily agree she was slutty.
"It's a punishment from Amber for your disobedience," she explained.
"A punishment?"
"Yes, I didn't ask what you're being punished for, I don't care," she said, as she tossed me the dress I came in with. "And keep the lingerie on."
"Okay," I said, in a bit of a daze.
I got dressed, grabbed my new outfits, and sheepishly slunk out. I looked around, saw two teenaged girls checking out dildos with lots of giggles, so I turned and walked the other way to the cashier. The same girl was standing there, and I handed her my items along with a slip of paper itemizing the lingerie I was wearing, while not looking up.
"Is that all?" she asked, once she'd scanned through all my items.
"Yes," I whispered, totally avoiding any eye contact.
"That'll be $300.89," she said.
"Okay," I said, handing her my credit card.
She took it. Handed it back a moment later, and I scurried out... thankful she hadn't said anything else.
Unfortunately, the minute I walked out, a couple in their thirties I'd estimate, was passing by, and they both stared at my face. "Jesus!" the woman gasped, shaking her head at me.
"Shameless!" the man added.
One thing about wearing a facial when you're a black woman is it's pretty damn obvious.
The couple had stopped walking, and the man was staring at me steadily, and so I asked sarcastically, I don't even know why, "Would you like to take a picture?"
'You slut," the woman snapped at me.
"Perhaps. But if you suck your man's dick and take it all over your face, then maybe he won't be fantasizing tonight about coming on mine," I said, not even sure where this forthright attitude was coming from.
"Disgusting," she said. "Let's go, David." She yanked his hand hard.
He stared for another moment before reluctantly turning away to follow her.
I went to my car, got inside, and inspected my face in the rear-view mirror. Cindy had blasted me with quite a load. It was blatantly all over my face. My forehead, my cheeks, my nose and my chin.
I drove to a grocery store. Parked in the lot. Looked in the mirror again. The cum had started to dry, but it was still pretty damn obvious.
Yet, deciding fuck it, deciding to obey, deciding to just live in the moment... thankful that I lived three hours away and anyone I'd encounter likely didn't... I climbed out of my car and went into the grocery store.
I received a few looks, a few doubletakes, but no one said anything while I pushed a grocery cart up and down the aisles. When I couldn't find the cream puffs on the list, I approached a teenage boy wearing a store apron and asked where I could find them.
He stammered a response, so I asked as he stared at my face, "Do I have something on my face?"
"Y-y-yeah."
"Shoot, then he really blew a big load on me," I said, and walked away... feeling a rush of adrenaline at behaving so nastily.
In line, I got more looks, and I shrugged to the pretty redhead at the till who was also staring, "It's great facial cream."
She chuckled awkwardly, before I left the store and returned to the car.
Once I was in the car, I roared with laughter!
I was just beginning to drive, when my phone rang. Fortunately, I was still in the parking lot, so I just stopped the car.
"Hello?"
"Where are you?" Amber asked.
"Just leaving the grocery store."
"How was your cum walk?"
"Embarrassing," I answered, even though I hadn't been embarrassed at all.
"But also fun?"
"Okay, I did enjoy shocking a few people," I admitted.
"Well, get used to shocking them," Amber said. "Niggers' faces were made to be painted white."
"I've always enjoyed facials," I said, then shook my head at admitting that.
"Of course you have," she said. "Now hurry the fuck home. You have another task to perform."
"And what's that?" I asked sounding annoyed, even though really I was only curious.
"Just get the fuck home, cum slut," Amber snapped, and hung up.
I resumed driving, still astounded I continued allowing her to talk to me that way... and to treat me that way....
I arrived home, and was concerned to see a cop car parked in the driveway.
This couldn't' be good!
I hurried in, forgetting I had cum on my face, leaving the groceries and my new clothing in the car.
Once I was inside, I saw Amber on the couch with a black female cop, still in her uniform, kneeling between her legs and licking her. So I relaxed a bit. This was obviously not official police business.
"About time, slut," she said, as I noticed another person in the living room... a guy... a very nerdy looking guy... white... college age... seated at a laptop.
"What's going on?" I asked.
"Where are the groceries and your new clothes?" she asked, ignoring my question.
"Still in my car," I said. "I saw the cop car, got worried, and rushed inside."
"Go back and get the fucking groceries," Amber ordered. "If the ice cream melts, you'll be going back there with a fucking dildo up your ass."
"Yes, sorry," I said, feeling humiliated, as the nerdy guy looked up from typing on the laptop.
I went out, fetched the groceries and outfits, and after two trips, I was back in the house with them.
"Put the shit away, and then come back out here," Amber ordered.
I didn't say a word as I did as I was told, while I wondered how she'd snagged herself a dick jane to eat her out.
I was putting everything away and overheard Amber ask, "You like eating pink white pussy?"
"Yes ma'am," the cop responded with perfect courtesy.
"Should a black pig ever pull over a white goddess?" Amber asked.
"No ma'am," the cop answered.
"Then let's make sure it doesn't happen again," Amber warned. I couldn't help thinking that was pretty cute: she was letting a cop off with a warning!
I returned to the living room and Amber said, "I like the nylons."
"Thanks."
"Cindy said you left wearing some hot lingerie," she said. "Lose your dress and let me see."
I looked at the nerd, who looked up attentively as Amber spoke, ready to receive an eyeful.
"Don't worry about him, he's just my homework boy," Amber said dismissively.
"You have someone doing your homework?" I asked.
"Yeah, who doesn't?" Amber shrugged.
"You really are a piece of work," I said.
"Thanks," Amber said, and she snapped her fingers. "Now get out of that dress."
"Fine," I said, knowing the lingerie didn't show anything too revealing, and it showcased my tits, ass and legs very well... even if it was entirely white.
As I did, Amber introduced, "Leonard, this is my pet to be, Liberty."
"I'm not her pet yet," I defended, then realized I'd used the word 'yet', which really shattered any sort of dignity I had left, or any remaining shred of hope for not tumbling completely.
"Now usually I reward him by letting him eat my pussy, or maybe I jerk him off, but today I have a very special treat for him," Amber said.
"No, you wouldn't," I said desperately, sensing where this was going.
Ignoring my negative response, she said, "You're going to suck his dick."
At this moment, Keisha walked in, and I thought I was saved.
"Perfect timing," Amber said brightly, destroying my brief thought of a reprieve as quickly as it had come. "Take your mom over to Leonard and pull out his big dick for her."
"Yes, Mistress," Keisha said, and she walked over to me and said, "Nice lingerie, Mama."
"Thanks," I said.
She took my hand and led me to Leonard, who stood up.
Keisha dropped to her knees and fished out his dick, but said, "You don't have to do this, Mama."
"Yes she does, Keisha," Amber said with a moan, as she grabbed the back of the cop's head and ground roughly.
All three of us watched the show for a few seconds while Amber came all over the cop's face. When she was done, she said, "Thanks officer, you may let yourself out."
The cop stood up, glanced at us, quickly turned away, and scuttled out of the house.
"Wow," Keisha said.
"A great story to tell everyone tomorrow night," Amber said.
"I can imagine," Keisha said as she slowly stroked Leonard's dick... his surprisingly thick, veiny, eight-inch dick.
Amber stood up, walked over to me and roughly pushed me to my knees. "What do you think of his dick?"
"It's pretty big," I said, impressed that such a meek-looking guy had such a nice dick.
"Tell him, not me," Amber said.
"You have a nice big dick, Leonard," I complimented, looking up at him.
"Thanks," he said sheepishly.
"Finger yourself," Amber ordered.
"Here?" I asked.
"No, outside on the street, you dumb nigger," Amber said, "Yes, of course right here."
Horny... submissive... and horny... I brought my finger to my pussy and slid it inside.
"Stroke his dick, Keisha," Amber instructed.
"And finger bang yourself, slut," Amber ordered me.
"Okay," I agreed, and began furiously finger banging myself... trying to reach the orgasm denied to me ever since last night.
As my moans increased and my orgasm was imminent, Amber ordered, "Stop, slut."
"Noooo," I moaned, not even slowing down.
"No, you fucking jungle bunny bitch," Amber roared, hammering my hand away with her fist.
"Sorry," I said, having never been called that before... and somehow it made my pussy burn even more.
"Are you ready to submit to me unconditionally?" she asked, looming over me. "Because you're not allowed to come until you do."
I knew it was inevitable. I knew I couldn't hold out much longer. I knew I needed just to accept my fate and tell her yes. Yet I couldn't answer. I couldn't say the simple word yes.
Amber, a little annoyed, ordered, "Finish him off, Babygirl."
Keisha explained to Leonard, now standing upright as she stroked him, "You gonna cum in my Mama's mouth. Okay, baby?"
"Uh-huh," the nerd grunted, looking down at me.
Amber knelt down beside me and whispered, "Look at your daughter... willing to baptise you as a nerd's slut."
"I wanna hear you say it," Keisha said, fully aboard on team Amber, and not team Mama.
"I'm gonna c-c-cum in your mother's mouth," Leonard said, clearly close as my daughter worked his dick over. I watched Keisha's steadily moving hand. I stared at the big, hard, white dick. I waited for the cum that was about to shoot down my throat.
"You're going to be bottom bitch here, Liberty," Amber whispered. "Just a submissive whore ready to satisfy my every whim... and your daughter's."
"Say it again, Leonard," Keisha ordered, getting turned on by this encounter.
"I'm gonna, I'm gonna, cum... aaaaah....fuck!!!! Leonard tried to say, before he lost control and spewed his load... not into my mouth, but all over both Amber and me... thick ropes of his jizz flying everywhere, like an errant water hose.
"And you'll be our cunt licker... our strap-on taker and our dick sucker," Amber continued describing my fate as if nothing untoward had just happened, although she did scoop some cum off her face and place her fingers against my lips.
I opened up and sucked the cum off of them.
"And the sooner you say the words, the sooner you can begin your training and become the true nigger slut you were not only born to be, but that you secretly long to be," Amber finished.
I didn't say a word... my face dripping with cum... and then Leonard surprised me by sliding his dick in my mouth of his own volition and ordering, "Clean me up, slut."
I sucked his dick without hesitation, while Amber stood up and said, "I've got to Skype with my mom. Once you've completed your dick sucking duties Liberty, make us some supper. Cook's choice: surprise us."
Amber left, Leonard pulled out a minute later, sat back down and resumed working on his computer, and Keisha came to me, pulled me up, and licked a bit of the cum off my face.
"I thought you were a lesbian, girl," I smiled.
"I am, but I like the taste of all varieties of cum."
"Well, that's something we both have in common."
"Have you had any pussy cum yet?"
"Not yet."
"Well, just wait until you do,' Keisha smiled. "It's life altering."
"Judging by the way you ate my pussy last night, I believe you," I whispered, not wanting Leonard to hear, and yet this kinky conversation with my daughter was making me dripping wet.
"I can't wait to do it again, Mama."
"Oh honey," I said, the idea making my pussy burn.
"But I can't until I have permission."
"Fuck her," I said. "Just come to the bedroom and get your Mama off." By this time, I had no shame at all about lusting after my daughter. I loved her, and she was hot!
"I want to, Mama, I really do," Keisha said, the look in her eyes assuring me she was earnest about it, "but not until Amber allows it to happen."
"So do you want me to submit to her?"
"I can't wait for you to submit to her... but only if that's what you want."
"You're killing me," I said, still unable to give in completely.
"Oh you're killing me too, Mama," Keisha said, bringing her fingers to my pussy and rubbing my clit.
"Ooooooh, now you're really killing me," I moaned.
"When the time comes, I'm gonna eat your pussy so good, you'll be coming all night," Keisha promised, then she leaned in and kissed me. Not at all like a daughter, but like the most passionate lover imaginable!
I kissed her back with equal enthusiasm for about a minute, before she abruptly broke off the kiss and hurried away, almost at a run.
Leonard was staring at me. "What are you staring at?" I barked. "Get the fuck back to work!"
He quickly looked down at his computer as I grabbed my dress and headed to my bedroom, knowing my final submission was now inevitable!
In the bedroom, I looked into the full-length mirror to see my face covered with cum. I hated to admit it, but the white creamy goo on my face looked hot... the contrast of the white against my black face enhancing the depravation of my facial.
I jumped in the shower, and then got back into the same lingerie... and a new dress that was a lot less revealing than the one Amber had left out for me... I could defend the change of dress since there were a couple of cum stains on the shameless one I'd been wearing all day.
I was passing through the living room to start dinner, when I saw Keisha on her hands and knees near the wall, bouncing her booty against it. I was perplexed.
Amber was sitting on the couch and she explained, "That's one of Keisha's stay in shape workouts."
"Oh," I said, watching my daughter on all fours rocking back and forth, and finally realized she must be fucking one of those suction cup dicks... I'd considered buying one after reading about them in a couple of erotic stories.
"Yeah, to make it more intense, she isn't allowed to come," Amber said, and she got off the couch, walked over to me, reached her hand under my dress and rubbed my naked pussy. "Just making sure you're still following the house rules."
"I am," I moaned softly. "Even though I think they're ridiculous."
"You're welcome to think whatever you like, so long as you follow them. But eventually you'll learn there are good reasons for all of my rules," Amber said, as she walked away... just the slightest of a tease.
"And the reason for the no panties one?" I asked.
"Quick and easy access to my pets' pussies and assholes at all times," Amber answered. "By the way, I changed my mind and ordered pizza for supper."
"Oh, that's nice," I said, happy not to have to make anything.
"Yes, and I expect you to answer the door and pay for it, wearing only your lingerie," she added.
"I can't do that!" I gasped.
"You can and you will," Amber said, as usual, ignoring my protest as she exited the room.
"You can do it, Mama," Keisha said, still bouncing against the wall.
"Why are you doing that?" I asked her.
"Mistress told me to," Keisha answered.
"And you do everything Amber tells you to?" I asked, even though I already knew the answer.
"I do," she moaned.
"So if she told you to pay for the pizza naked, you would?" I asked.
"I've done that many times."
"Oh," I said.
"Occasionally I've also blown him for his tip," she added.
"You didn't!" I gasped.
"Yeah, if you challenge her first order, she just makes it worse," Keisha said.
"That's ridiculous," I repeated.
"It's how she ticks," Keisha said. "So I suggest you do what she says the first time, or she'll push you even further."
"But I just can't do that," I insisted.
"It's only lingerie," she pointed out. "It's not as if you'll be naked this time."
"I guess," I said, thinking she was right... but then I shook my head at the ridiculousness of this conversation. No way was I doing this!
"If you're considering submitting to her, you have to do it," Keisha said. "Otherwise, she'll push you to more extremes, like answering the door naked, blowing him with the front door wide open, or whatever else pops into her head."
"Jesus!" I said. "What have you gotten me into?"
"I haven't gotten you into anything," Keisha denied. "The first chance I had, I warned you she'd turn you into her submissive pet if you stayed here. And here you still are."
"I guess," I said, since she had indeed warned me.
"She never loses, Mama," Keisha said, still bouncing on the dick while chatting with me. "If you don't leave real soon, you'll end up just like me. Personally I think that would be great... we could have lots of sexy fun together... but that's not my choice to make."
I was about to respond, when the doorbell rang.
Amber came back in and ordered, as she placed my purse on the table... apparently I was paying for the pizza... "Get the door, Liberty."
I said, "Amber, please don't make me do this."
"I'm not making you do anything," Amber said, as she stuck her hand under my dress and slid two fingers into my confusingly wet pussy. "I give all the orders around here, but you make all your own decisions... and then I decide upon any consequences."
"Oh, Amber, I...." I began.
"Now liberate yourself from that dress and answer the door," she ordered.
"Fuck!" I cursed as she fingered me... thus weakening my already almost nonexistent resolve. I pulled my dress over my head and said, as her fingers remained inside me, "I can't fucking believe I'm doing this!"
Amber didn't speak. Just smiled, as the doorbell rang again.
I headed to the door, glancing across at my daughter still doing her unorthodox workout, took a deep breath, and opened it.
The college-aged boy's eyes went wide. For whatever reason, once we were face to face with him staring at me, all my nerves and shame disappeared, and a strange, sinister confidence began brewing inside me.
"What do I owe you?" I asked.
"T-t-t-wenty-two dollars and fifty cents," he stammered, staring at my tits, very little of which were contained within the lingerie.
I allowed him to admire my big black booty as I took the pizza and carried it to the kitchen counter, then went back across the room to pick up my purse I'd forgotten to take to the door.



"Doesn't she have a nice ass?" Amber asked.
"Y-y-yeah," he stammered, as he stared at me.
I pulled out a twenty and a five from my purse and returned to him. "Here you are, young man. You may keep the change."
"T-t-thanks," he said, unable to stop stammering and staring while he stuffed the bills in his pocket.
"You can feel her up if you wish," Amber offered.
"Yes, would you like to cup my big tits?" I offered.
"R-r-really?" he asked.
"Go right ahead," I said, feeling such a rush in this brazen out-of-character moment. "I know you want to."
He didn't speak as he raised both of his hands and cupped both of my tits.
"If this nigger submits as my slave, the next time she'll suck your dick or take it in one of her holes," Amber said wickedly.
"She isn't lying," I smiled, as I reached out to feel his hard dick through his pants. "Oh my, what a nice hard dick you have!"
He groaned.
I rubbed.
"Would you fuck this nigger if we let you?" I asked, really rubbing his crotch as he kept squeezing my tits.
"Oh Jesus," he groaned, and in just a few seconds he was ready to burst.
"We niggers love big white dicks..." I added, "...like yours."
"Fuck," he grunted as he came in his pants.
"I bet that's a big, creamy load," I smiled sultrily.
"T-t-thanks," he said, and then quickly turned and scurried away.
I closed the door and said, "I can't believe I just did that."
"Mama, you are one nasty tease," Keisha said approvingly, now standing up with a slice of pizza in her hand.
"Yeah, your Mama is a dirty slut all right," Amber said, the look on her face saying she was pleasantly surprised by my behavior.
"I don't know what came over me," I said, suddenly shocked by what I'd just done.
"That's your true nature finally breaking away from decades of confinement," Amber said. "You're a slave just like your ancestors were. The only difference is you've become a slave to the establishment."
"I don't think it is that," I said, although I no longer knew why I was doing whatever I was doing.
"I'm so happy with the way you handled that doorway encounter, that I'm giving you permission to fuck yourself on Big Hank if you wish, and you're even allowed to get yourself off before you eat," Amber said, pointing at the ten-inch fat, white dick suctioned to the wall.
I stared at it.
"Go ahead, slut," Amber said, "We all know your pussy is dripping wet, and you desperately need to come."
"Okay then, fuck it," I said, and I went to the dick, dropped onto all fours, and slowly backed myself onto it.
"That's exactly what you'll do," Amber laughed, as she watched me begin fucking myself.
"Isn't your mom a slut?" Amber asked my daughter.
"She certainly appears to be," Keisha said, admiring me fucking myself on a fake white dick.
"I'm sorry, honey," I apologized, embarrassed by my weakness, and yet unable to do anything about it.
"Don't be. I'm proud of you, Mama," Keisha said.
"You are?" I asked, while I really began to bounce back, taking all ten inches into my pussy.
"Yes, you'll soon be just like me, and happy about it," Keisha said.
"Like daughter, like mother," Amber said.
"Two kindred sluts," Keisha grinned.
"Two kindred nigger sluts," Amber corrected her, and they both sat down next to each other, eating pizza while watching television.
As the two ate and ignored me, I furiously fucked myself... horny as fuck... still stunned by what I'd just done, and shocked by my daughter's indication that she'd be quite happy, even excited, if... when?... I fell to Amber and submitted to her unconditionally.
A couple minutes later... I came and collapsed on the floor, letting that heavenly orgasm rush through me... at last!
A few minutes later, I crawled a few feet, the accidental act of a pet, and picked up a slice of pizza. Keisha handed me a bottle of water and said, "You should hydrate yourself."
"Thanks," I said, taking the bottle and standing up to down it.
"Thank God your boyfriend likes dick," Amber said.
"Amber!" Keisha gasped.
"What?" Amber said. "If it wasn't for his need to get railed by a big white dick, your mom would have kept living in denial."
I shook my head at the truth of her blunt assessment. Indeed if I hadn't walked in on him getting 'railed' as she put it, I wouldn't have driven here, caught them race playing, discovered their freeuse lifestyle, and begun whatever twisted sexual exploration I was now engaged in.
"She's not even denying it anymore," Amber pointed out.
"Back home I certainly wouldn't have sucked a shemale's dick, taken a facial from a nerd, and rubbed a pizza guy to come in his pants, that's for sure," I agreed.
"Or let your daughter eat your pussy and become a freeuse slut," Amber added.
"I'm not a freeuse slut," I countered, although I didn't have any evidence to back up that claim, and she had a lot of evidence to prove her point.
"No, not at all," she smiled, as she got up, walked over to me, and smiled as she looked into my eyes.
Stared into them for a full minute, before she placed her hands on my shoulders and gently pushed downwards.
I'd like to say I resisted... even a little... but my knees gave in without any hesitation at all, and I was soon staring at her shaved, glistening pussy when she raised her skirt.
She ordered, using just a single word, "Eat."
Again, I could have resisted... or at perhaps protested... or at least feigned some sort of unwillingness... but alas, I did none of those things.
I just leaned forward and extended my tongue, following my instincts and mindless submission... dying to lick her sweet taste.
"I think she's definitely freeuse now," Amber said, as I felt her hand on the back of my head, just gently reminding me who had the power.
I ignored her words while I focused on the amazing-tasting pussy I was facing.
"I think so too," Keisha agreed.
"Think she's ready to submit unconditionally?" Amber asked, as I parted her pussy lips and swirled my tongue around in her hole.
"If not immediately, then very soon. Either way, it's inevitable," Keisha said, which surprised me... not long ago she'd told me I'd cave only if I stayed... so now hearing her using the word 'inevitable' scared me.
"Agreed," Amber said, as she backed away from me and said, "that's enough for now; no more full treats until after you submit."
As I remained on my knees, hungry and dazed, she went to the couch, sat down and said to Keisha, "Come and finish what your mother started."
"Yes, Mistress," Keisha said, going between Amber's legs and diving right in... the lucky bitch.
I sighed as I stood up.
"Soon, Liberty, very soon," Amber said, as I reclaimed my slice of pizza.
"Don't mistake sexual hunger for compliance," I said.
"Oh no, the only mistake around here is your continually denying your true purpose and your desires," Amber said, as I enviously watched my daughter licking her pussy.
"I can want to eat pussy and even to be submissive, and still be myself," I said.
"I agree," she nodded.
"Good," I said, thinking she finally understood where I was coming from.
"And being yourself means being a completely submissive slut for any cock or pussy that's offered to you," Amber said.
"I didn't say that," I said.
"I know; I did," she smiled. "I heard myself say it."
I sighed.
"You've already given into me, Liberty," Amber said. "I know it, you know it, and Keisha knows it. As your daughter just said, your complete submission is now inevitable."
"I can't accept that," I said, as I found my dress and put it on.
"Your acceptance will come when you can finally see clearly," Amber moaned.
"I'm going out for a bit," I said.
"Have fun," Amber said. "Tomorrow's the big day."
"For what?" I asked, as I slipped into some heels.
"For you to make your final decision," Amber said.
"I'm not a big fan of ultimatums," I said, which was true... they tended to get my back up... although I had given into her first ultimatum back in my bedroom when I'd licked her finger.
She shrugged, "Nevertheless, you have a choice to make. Either tomorrow night you'll submit to me unconditionally, or you never will."
"And what if I want somewhere in between?" I asked.
"That's not an option," she said. "Either you submit unconditionally and become my nigger pet completely, or you return to the land of the prim, proper and bland."
"Whatever," I said, acting as if her words weren't fazing me.
"It's your choice," she said. "There are lots of black bitches just dying to become my pet."
I didn't say another word.
I just walked out.
I went for a drive.
I processed the past two days.
All that I'd done.
Willingly.
I realized I'd never been forced to do anything.
Never blackmailed.
Perhaps tricked... when I'd first committed incest... but that excuse fell apart when I'd willingly let it continue.
Fuck!
Deciding I needed to stay away for as long as I could tonight... I went shopping, buying some new cutlery for their house, and then decided to go to a movie to keep myself distracted.
When I finally returned after eleven, they weren't home. Hadn't left a note.
So I read some erotica... coming twice... and fell asleep still wearing the same lingerie I'd worn all night.
.....
"Wake up, Mommy-slut," Amber ordered, tapping my lips with something wet.
I opened my eyes to see an almost naked Amber, as usual wearing black thigh high stockings, plus a strap-on that was in my face.
"Clean off your daughter's cum," Amber ordered.
"What?" I asked, hearing her words, but still lost in some morning fog.
Amber didn't respond to my question, but just continued, "the slut was really horny this morning... maybe because she knows today's the day you'll submit unconditionally."
"I don't think...." I began, but was literally shut up when she slid the wet strap-on dick into my mouth.
"Agreed; you don't think," Amber said as she slowly fucked my face. "Pets never think. Pets only obey."
I couldn't believe I was tasting my daughter for breakfast... even if it was second hand... or in this instance, second dick.
My pussy instantly woke up with visions of my daughter eating me the other night, and with the idea of returning the favour. I knew it was wrong, but fuck!... it was becoming a growing obsession.
As Amber seemed to be reading my body with academic prowess, I felt her hand on my pussy.
"So wet," Amber acknowledged. "You're either dying to be an incestuous Mommy-slut, or you're excited about the finality of tonight's upcoming complete submission to me."
I didn't respond, and she stopped fucking my face and rubbing my pussy.
She pulled out and ordered, "Now lick all the cum from the side of my dick."
I didn't say a word... I just obeyed... licking the long shaft while she resumed rubbing my pussy.
"Tonight's the night, Liberty," Amber said, brimming with confidence.
"Tonight's the night for whaaaaaat?" I asked, as she slid three fingers inside my wanton pussy.
"Tonight's the night you submit or else," she replied, letting the threat linger ominously.
"Or else what?" I asked after a few seconds... trying not to look too pathetically desperate to learn the answer.
"The line is drawn," Amber answered. "Either you submit unconditionally tonight and become my live-in nigger pet, or you never will."
"That's quite an extreme ultimatum," I pointed out, both of those options frightening me. After just a couple days of this fucked up freeuse lifestyle and wicked sexually intense encounters, and I was addicted. I couldn't fathom never experiencing these emotional highs again. All my sexy submissive lesbian fantasies were being fulfilled while I was here, and exploring this side of my sexuality felt very liberating... at least they were whenever I was horny.
Yet... yet... I knew such unconditional surrender of my mental capacity to make decisions for myself sexually came with a huge risk... I'd been walking a fine line between the two extremes... although definitely leaning towards the side that could lead me down a dark path.
I didn't say anything. I just kept licking that plastic dick... extracting every last drop of my daughter's cum that I could.
"You see, once you commit fully, you'll have unlimited big white dicks and juicy white cunts to suck, lick and fuck," Amber continued, which made me let out an involuntary moan.
"Oh, I've got a great idea," she said, and suddenly she pushed her entire fist into my pussy!
"Oh, my God!" I screamed, feeling absolutely full as she began fist fucking me.
"Only a real slut can take an entire fist," Amber pointed out.
"Jesus," was all I could muster, as the intensity felt multiplied by infinity.
"Tonight is our weekly Game Night. I'll be having some friends over, and quite simply put: if you want to participate, first you'll have to submit," she continued.
"I don't knoooow," I moaned, the prospect becoming more and more all-consuming.
Amber asked, stopping her movements with her hand and wrist still deep in my pussy, "Do you want to cum, nigger?"
I responded with all the desperation of a complete slut, "Yes, please Amber, I need to come so bad! Please let me come!"
Amber asked, wiggling her fingers inside me to cause another ripple of intense pleasure, "Why should I let you come if you won't submit to me?"
I didn't answer her question for once, but just begged, "Oh God, please. I can't hold myself together much longer!"
"This will be your last orgasm at the hands... quite literally... of me or your daughter," Amber warned, "ever... unless you submit tonight."
"Okay, got it," I acknowledged, dying to feel her fist pounding away inside me again... and it lingering deep inside me like this was driving me fucking nuts!
"Come for your Mistress, you fucking black bitch," Amber demanded, as she resumed pumping her hand in and out furiously.
Five, maybe six, rough fist pumps more, and I screamed as my orgasm struck me, using a term I didn't intend to use, but in the heat of the moment my mind shifted into automatic pilot yet again and I cried out, "Yes, Mistress!"
Amber pulled her hand out, and I squirted everywhere... which I'd never done before... something I'd always thought was just a porn trick... perhaps achieved with a water cannon and whipping cream.
"I think you respond very well to being a fist fuck slut," Amber said, as she watched my cum spewing all over the place without any trickery at all.
"Fuck," I murmured weakly, as the intensity usurped every ounce of energy from my very core.
I was still experiencing my pleasure convulsions from the powerful orgasm a good thirty seconds later, when I opened my eyes and saw Amber was still standing over me. I asked, with a sly, delirious smile, "What the... what the fuck did you just do to me, little girl?"
"I fist fucked my slut-to-be to let her get just a glimpse of the pleasure I'm able to give her," Amber said,
"Wow!" was my response.
"And trust me, there's a lot more where that came from. All you have to do is submit," she said, gazing down at me with all her seductive beauty.
"I just don't know," I said.
"Oh, we both know what you want," she said, reaching down and slapping my clit.
"Oooooooh," I moaned loudly, another rush of pleasure coursing through me.
"And what you need, too," she added with another slap, which led to another moan escaping my lips.
"And also what you crave," she said, slapping my pussy three more times, making me writhe like crazy with the intensity of the slaps on my sensitive pussy.
Each new term made me want to submit... her soft, demure words uttered with such confidence only increasing my desire to submit to her.
Yet I remained speechless... unable to say the words... even though physically I had already submitted to her completely.
"Take your time, bitch," Amber said. "Well, not too much time... you need to make a final decision by tonight."
"Understood," I agreed.
"Now thank me for giving you the best orgasm of your life," Amber ordered, slapping my pussy one last time.
"That I can most definitely do. Thank you so much, Amber," I replied, and I was truly thankful for the sheer power of that morning orgasm... and that this time she hadn't abandoned me before I climaxed... which might have literally killed me, I'd been in such a state.
"You're most welcome," she said warmly, surprising me by not calling me some sort of name.
I nodded, just lying there in a heap of pleasure.
Amber said, "Now you get some rest while Keisha and I go shopping for tonight's festivities. We won't be back until sometime this evening."
"Okay," I nodded, having no plans to move anytime soon... "quite frankly, I may go back to sleep."
"Whatever you like, for the time being. By the way. I've noticed that every time I'm in your room, you've been reading erotica on your iPad," she said.
"Oh," I said wondering how she knew that.
"And it seems you particularly like silkstockingslover," she added.
"How could you know that?" I asked.
"Mirroring an iPad is easy," she shrugged.
"Oh," I said, somehow not really shocked.
"Nigger nerds can be nicely helpful," she smiled.
"Nice alliteration," I joked, then realised I'd just complimented her for using the 'N' word.
She laughed, "I didn't even notice. So which of her naughty tales do you like the most?"
"You read her too?" I asked.
"Often," she nodded. "Even though most of her interracial tales are about whites submitting to blacks."
"That is a more common fetish in porn," I said.
"It's actually really weird," Amber said. "How niggers being submissive slaves is taboo and socially wrong, while whites submitting to black men and women is more acceptable."
"Yeah, it is," I agreed... even though I felt a little ashamed that I did.
"The world is all fucked up," Amber said.
"Always has been," I agreed again.
"Truth is... behind closed doors, nothing has changed," Amber continued. "Black women and men deep down want the world to return to a blacker and whiter world... pun intended."
"I'm not sure it's that black and white," I countered.
She's Mrs. Walker, you know," she revealed. "Silkstockingslover, I mean."
"Keisha's former teacher is silkstockingslover!?" I gasped.
"Yeah, she revealed that to us when Keisha and I seduced her. It's a deep, dark secret... consequential even, so don't tell anyone else."
"Absolutely!"
"Anyway, which of her stories do you like?" she asked.
"Pretty much every one I've read," I said. "Although mostly I've read her lesbian ones since I discovered her work last summer."
Amber slapped my clit again, making me moan again, and she said, "Don't play coy with me. I know you have your favourites."
"Well..." I said, paused and then just admitted, "...if I had to choose just one, it would have to be Deconstructing the Professor."
"Interesting," Amber nodded, having obviously read it. "I imagine you see yourself as the Professor."
"I do," I admitted, figuring there was no point in feigning any innocence anymore... that image had been shattered long ago.
"And committing incest with Keisha, too," Amber added with a smile.
"That had never even remotely occurred to me before you two sprang it on me," I defended.
"And now?" She asked.
"I plead the Fifth," I responded.
"Well, I may not be quite as much of a sadistic bitch as Madison, but just like her, I require complete obedience."
"So I'm learning," I said.
"I assume you've read her other whites dominating black women stories," Amber said.
"I only know of one more: Slave to a White Bitch," I said, not the writer's most creative title.



"And what did you think of that one?"
"I liked it, although the bondage kink was a little more than I would have liked."
"Alright, mental check not to hogtie you like a bull," she smiled.
"Well, I didn't say that," I joked demurely, and then regretted my response... I just kept giving her more and more ammunition.
"Well, if you liked those two, then you'll love BBBW Domination," she said, "which you pretty much are."
"Three B's instead of just two?"
"A big, black, beautiful woman," Amber explained.
"Oh, that's nice," I replied.
"Make sure you read it today," she said, slapping my pussy again.
"I'll check it out later," I agreed.
"You do that. It's an order, and I'll see how much you enjoyed it when I get back," she said. She then bent down and kissed me. Sensually. I kissed her back. Which wasn't something the white bitch Mistresses in those two stories would ever have done.
"Oh," she said, when she broke the magical kiss, "What's your favorite color?"
"Purple."
"Prince fan?"
"Who isn't?"
"True," Amber nodded, "then I'll have a surprise for you when I get back."
"I can't wait," I said, again handing off even more leverage to someone who was already holding all the cards.
"Bye, slut." she said, slapping my pussy one more time.
"Bye," I said, thinking if she wanted to, she could easily get me off again.
I lay in bed for a couple minutes until I heard the front door close, I really didn't want to face my daughter this morning, I was still very ashamed of our incest... even if she wasn't.
Then when I rolled out of bed, I almost fell on my face... my legs were like jelly, and I fell back onto the bed. Fuck, that girl really knew how to work over a cunt... I mean pussy.
I rested for a couple more minutes, lying in my own wetness from my first ever squirting, stretching my legs, before I finally got up and made my way to the kitchen... where I downed an entire bottle of Gatorade to replenish my electrolytes.
I ate some breakfast.
I read the newspaper.
I put a meal into the slow cooker for supper.
When I returned to the bedroom, I was shocked by all the wet stains on the bedsheets. Shit, I'd literally squirted everywhere. I'd always thought female ejaculation was a myth... just like the g-spot my daughter had made me aware of... but seeing my pussy juices soaked into the sheets, and even some on the floor, debunked that myth.
I should have taken the sheets off and laundered them... but suddenly I felt completely exhausted.
So... I took a nap... a three-hour nap. I never took three-hour naps.
When I got up, I did throw the sheets in the machine, then took my iPad and headed to the bathroom, where I indulged in a nice long, relaxing bubble bath.
Like I'd done ever since meeting Amber last summer, I clicked on Literotica, I clicked on my favourites, I clicked on silkstockingslover... I still found it hard to believe this was a woman I knew... I scrolled through her stories, resisting the urge to read Deconstructing the Professor again, and also ignoring her brand new lesbian story, and found BBBW Domination. I clicked on it, and read the wicked tale.
Unlike the other two, this one was a much smoother seduction. Two older black women like myself, sisters actually, which made me wonder what my sister Ebony would think of my sinful debauchery... she'd always been the wild one... who were dominated by two young, white supermodels. As I read it, I was surprised there was no race play involved... not that there needed to be... but for me it really enhanced the white controls black woman dynamic, just like it had for Madison from Deconstructing, Shelly from Slave, Josefin and Dominika from BBBW, and of course the real life Amber, who had Keisha and me under her thumb.
Yet I sipped my wine and enjoyed the naughty tale, and found myself rubbing my pussy while I did. I imagined it was Ebony and me being seduced... and the moment the white models started using the taboo 'N' word, I began really fucking myself... to not one, not two, but three orgasms. It was only once I'd finished the story while enjoying the afterglow of those three climaxes, that I wondered if I was allowed to have them... or even to imagine my sister and me in a 69... fuck, Amber was really twisting my brain into a pretzel of pleasure.
Then I shook my head; I wasn't her pet yet, so I could still do whatever I pleased.
Then I shook my head again at the thoughts that were just in my head, which assumed my remaining freedom would be of very limited duration.
I got dressed in the sexy white lingerie and stockings, white of course, as I convinced myself this made me look sexy and empowered, and not because Amber had instructed me always to wear the white nylons.
I checked on the slow cooker.
I made a salad and stored it in the fridge.
I watched some television.
I pondered the ultimatum awaiting me.
To submit or not to submit, that is the question, Hamlet.
The question I'd already asked myself a million times.
Yes, I had already submitted... multiple times.
Yes, I had obeyed Amber without hesitation... multiple times.
Yes, I knew I'd submit to her again if given the opportunity.
But... giving in 100%... obeying her every order forever... regardless of how twisted or taboo it was... that was an entirely different level of submission... which frightened me as much as it excited me.
I still hadn't decided... was still sitting on that metaphorical fence... when the girls came in carrying grocery bags and several shopping bags.
Amber asked, as she slipped out of her heels, five inch ones... heels that high would break one or both of my ankles... "Did you miss me?"
"I guess," I shrugged rather noncommittally, even though just seeing her made my spine thrill and my pussy tingle.
"Right," she said, walking over to me, pulling me to my feet and kissing me.
Of course I kissed her back.
Between kisses she said, "Well, I'm not shy about saying I missed my pet-to-be."
Another kiss, as she squeezed my thick black booty.
"Fuck, I missed this big black booty," she said. After another kiss, "And I can't wait to fuck your back door booty."
"Oh," I moaned.
"You'll love getting some deep, hard back shots, won't she Keisha?" Amber said.
"You know it's my favourite sex position," Keisha said... I had no idea what back shots were... but I assumed it was getting fucked in the ass from behind.
"I don't take it in the ass," I asserted when she stopped kissing me.
"Okay, you don't take it in the ass..." she smiled, looking me directly in the eye as both of her hands squeezed my ass cheeks, "...yet."
She moved to my neck before adding, "Because an ass like yours was made to be fucked."
I moaned as she splattered my neck with soft, wet kisses.
"So tell me, did you miss me?" she asked again.
As usual, she'd melted away my pathetic attempt at a defense, and I admitted, in an increasingly lustful tone, "Yes, I did miss you, Amber."
"Good girl," Amber said.
She broke the kiss, slapped my ass hard, and started putting groceries away.
"What are all these other bags for?" I asked, my pussy leaking a little from the kisses, ass molesting and slap.
"Tonight is Game Night," Amber said. "And your final submission."
"If I submit," I clarified.
"Right," she agreed in a tone that indicated she already knew how tonight would go, "if you submit."
I helped with the groceries, and once they were stored away, Amber said, "By the way, I have that present I promised you earlier."
"For me?" I asked.
"Yes, since you've been such a good and obedient pet-to-be recently, I figured I should get you something for tonight's inevitable final submission," she said.
"My perhaps inevitable submission," I pointed out, still refusing to fully give in, even though my playing along like this certainly implied that I would when the time came... and I knew if I was still here when Game Night started, it was Game Over for me.
"Yes, yes, you're such a trickster," Amber said affectionately, as she came over to me with a white necklace in her hand. "This is for you to wear tonight."
"What does it say?" I asked, spotting some writing on it.
As she put it on, she said, as I realized it was more of a choker, "Nigger Slave."
"Amber!" I gasped.
"I don't expect you to wear it in public," she said.
"But you do expect me to wear it tonight?" I asked.
"Yes," she nodded, "and for the entire time," again slapping my ass.
"In front of your friends?" I gasped, as she went back to the bag.
"Yes," she repeated. "So they'll clearly know what your role is tonight."
"Which is?" I asked, curious to know some more about what would be expected of me if I agreed to submit... garnering as much information as I could before I had to make my final decision.
"Eating pussy, sucking dick, getting fucked, and generally serving as my house nigger," Amber listed.
"Oh, is that all?" I asked sarcastically.
"Plus declaring your complete submission to me forever and ever, and of course, getting that big black booty destroyed for the first time," Amber finished, as she pulled out a pair of purple and white thigh high socks, not stockings to my surprise, and what perhaps looked like an incredibly skimpy bikini... with far more string than fabric.
"Uh, thanks, I think," I said. "But you can't possibly expect me to wear that in front of your friends?"
Amber brushed off my concern. "Actually, yes I do. And you'll fucking do absolutely everything you're told to do by any of them. Is that understood?"
My eyes went wide at her sudden shift in tone as she kissed me. This time more passionately, and when her tongue entered my mouth, I responded similarly.
She broke the kiss by gingerly biting my bottom lip and repeating, "Is that understood?"
"Yes, I understand," I replied in a bit of a sensual daze. "What's with the socks?"
"Something different," she shrugged.
"They're cool," I said, having last worn a pair like them back in college.
She slapped my ass again and said, "Good; now finish making dinner, so we can prepare for tonight,"
Suddenly left alone, I finished making dinner, including taking the salad I'd prepared earlier out of the fridge.
Once everything was on the table, I called out, wondering what freeuse nonsense would occur tonight, and excited to be a part of it, "Supper's ready, ladies."
To my surprise, we ate just like normal people. No freeuse. No sex talk. No talking about tonight. Not a word about my final submission.
We just talked about school. Places they wanted to travel, and my telling them about the favourite places I've been.
Once dinner was over, Amber disappeared, and Keisha and I started cleaning up like we always used to do.
A couple minutes later, Amber called out, "Liberty, come into the bathroom."
I looked at my daughter, who said, "Just go; I'll finish up here."
"Okay," I said, excited to see what Amber wanted... not at all thinking of my upcoming decision.
I reached the bathroom, and entered to see Amber completely naked and getting into the shower, "Come in and wash me."
"You want me to wash you?"
"That's what I said, isn't it?"
"Yes," I nodded, admiring her amazing body.
"Get undressed, and come join me," she ordered.
"Okay," I agreed, and I shed my dress, lingerie and stockings.
The water was already warm when I got into the shower. She handed me a fragrant bar of soap and said, "Don't skip a square inch of my body."
"Okay," I nodded, accepting the multi-coloured soap.
"Every last inch," she repeated.
"I understand," I replied, as she turned around and I started on her neck.
"I bet you would have been an amazing slave in a past life," she said, as I washed her neck and moved to her shoulders. "If you believe in that kind of thing."
I'd sometimes pondered the afterlife of heaven and hell, reincarnation, and only one and done. Each concept seemed impossible on its own merits, and yet each of them seemed believable as well. Faith was an interesting thing. Heaven seemed like the ultimate final destination, hell less so, and the idea of living this wild rollercoaster of a life over and over was intriguing, while the one life and then you die theory scared me, since then what the fuck was the point?
"I imagine my ancestors were," I replied, my mother and grandmother both tough broads like me, yet I sensed they were likely submissive behind closed doors, also like me.
"Oh, I imagine you come from a long line of nigger submissive sluts for white cock and pussy," she said, as I washed my way down her ivory white back.
"I don't know about that," I said.
"You don't think your mama ever sucked white dick and ate white pussy?" she asked, not rudely, but just wanting to know more about my family.
"I've never even thought about it," I said, my hands roaming down her lower back.
"Did you think your one and only daughter would ever become a completely submissive pet to any white dick or pussy she was offered... or offered to?"
"God, no," I said, that being the shock of all shocks for me... even more so than my own weakness.
"So doesn't it follow that your mama, grandmother, and great-great to infinity grandmothers were most likely white cock and pussy lovers?"
"I guess anything's possible," I said, although it wasn't something I really wanted to think about, as I reached her nice, firm ass.
"Make sure to get all the way into my crack," she ordered.
"Okay," I said, as I lathered her ass generously, spending much more time than was necessary in this area... while really admiring it.
"Pull my ass cheeks apart," she ordered.
"Okay," I said, doing what she told me.
"And clean my tight, puckered rosebud with your tongue," she ordered.
"Really?" I asked.
"Do I ever say anything I don't mean?" she asked, sounding slightly annoyed for the first time in quite a while.
"That hasn't been my experience so far," I laughed awkwardly, as I stared at the tiny asshole and wondered how a dick could ever fit inside there... although I had no idea whether Amber took it in the ass... I only knew Keisha did.
"Then never question me," she said sternly. "Is that understood?"
"Yes," I said, agreeing like the submissive I was, and I knelt down in the shower right behind her ass.
"Now clean my fucking asshole with your tongue, nigger," she demanded.
I didn't respond with words, only actions. I leaned forward, holding her ass cheeks apart, extended my tongue, and licked. Thankfully it was already very clean, and as I swirled my tongue around and bathed it in my saliva, I didn't find this task dirty at all... just an aspect of servicing her body.
"That's it, eat that asshole," Amber moaned, which made me wonder what it would feel like to have my own asshole eaten... it wasn't something any man had ever done for me, although some guys had tried to ass fuck me, and twice I'd briefly taken an uncomfortable finger in there, but the idea of having my ass sucked on or tongued had never even crossed my mind. Like many things since I'd met Amber... yet another never was becoming another item to check off of my list.
"Do you enjoy eating my asshole, Liberty?" she asked.
I didn't hesitate as I licked and licked her cute back door entrance, "Surprisingly, I love it."
"Good pet," she said.
After another minute of dedicated anal licking, she said, "You may resume washing your Mistress's body."
"My maybe Mistress," I countered, still withholding my ultimate surrender... although with each additional submissive act, such as the one I was performing now, it was looking pretty damn inevitable.
"Yeah, yeah," she mocked. "You're putting up quite the resistance, you ass-licker you."
"It's a sly one," I joked, as I lathered her long legs.
"So sly," she responded, I assume with a smile on her face.
I finished doing her legs and the tops of her feet. She lifted up each leg, and I lathered the soles of her feet.
She turned around, looked down at me and said, "You look pretty comfortable down there."
"I do, do I?" I asked flirtatiously.
"Very natural... as if that's the place you were born to be," she said, as I began to wash the fronts of her legs.
"Well, I've always enjoyed cleaning," I said, having always found it rather therapeutic and relaxing... just like my current task felt.
"Hmmmm," she responded as I worked my way up to her pussy.
As I did her inner thighs, she said, "When you get to my pussy, I want it cleaned only with your tongue."
"But of course," I replied, excited to bury my face into that amazing pussy again.
"Once you allow yourself to get into it, you really are one of the most obedient niggers I've ever met," she said.
"Oh," I said, realizing that her appraisal made me sound even more pathetic.
"Yes, usually breaking a nigger takes a lot more work," she said, as I reached her pussy.
I could have defended myself, but alas, all I could think about doing was licking the enticing white pussy right in front of me... which was weird, because both a white woman and a black woman, e.g. Amber and Keisha, had glorious pink lips.
"In less than two hours, this will be your new purpose in life," she added, as I began licking her pussy, which, flooded with all the shower water, didn't have any aroma or taste at all.
I didn't respond. I just kept cleaning her pussy. This current task actually felt like a purpose in my life I could welcome... although the water rolling down her body and onto mine was a bit of a distraction.
"Less than two hours, and I own you," she continued.
I licked.
"Less than two hours, and you join your daughter in an eternity of servitude to all whites," she added.
I licked. The idea of endless dicks and pussies was very appealing.
"Less than two hours, and you become a submissive slut and an obedient pet to every white cock and cunt I offer you to."
I let out an involuntary moan.
"You really love that idea, don't you?" she asked, pushing my head away gently, and bending down to tug up my chin to look at her.
"Yes, I really do," I admitted.
"Continue working up my body," she ordered.
I obeyed, reluctantly leaving her pussy behind, and resuming my lathering her body with soap. Her flat belly, her shapely hips, and up to her firm, perky tits. Her nipples were hard as I ran my hands over them... resisting the temptation to suck on them.
"Don't worry, slut," Amber said, again seeming to read my mind, "you'll get to play and suck on these tits and nipples regularly."
"Mmmmmm," I responded, once again giving up on any sort of pretense of my ability to resist her rulership once the final moment came.
I spent a little longer on her tits, before I did the rest of her body.
"Now wash my hair," she said, handing me a shampoo bottle.
"Okay," I nodded, taking the bottle, pouring some fruity scented shampoo into my hand, the same aroma as the soap, and she turned back around and bent down to her knees so I could reach her properly.
I washed her hair.
I used conditioner too.
Then she said, slapping my ass, "Thanks, slut."
"You're welcome," I responded, her calling me a slut not remotely fazing me anymore.
"Close your eyes and turn around," she ordered.
"Okay," I agreed, trusting her with almost anything by now.
I waited a few seconds before I felt her reach around and rub my pussy with what felt like lotion.
I moaned at the intimate touch.
She then removed her hand, and before I had any time to react, I next felt her push a finger into my ass.
"What are you doooooooing?" I gasped, as I suddenly had a finger in my ass... which created a sharp pain, but only a slight one.



"Oops," she said, pulling her finger out.
"That was a pretty deliberate oops," I said
"Clean yourself up, and then come to our bedroom; don't bother with any clothes," she said as she got out of the shower, ignoring my oops concern.
As I washed my body and my hair, my butthole feeling weird, I knew the moment of truth was arriving very soon, and I was on a collision course with it.
I also realized that it wasn't a choker I was wearing... but more like a dog collar... since I could feel a metal ring for a leash. "Fuck," I said to myself.
Yes, I wanted her to use me... and even to lend me out to other people... but not forever... I was only taking a short holiday from reason... a brief break from normality... but who knew what Amber might begin planning for my long term future.
It was then I made my decision.
I'd bargain for a single night of complete submission, where I'd obey her and whomever else without hesitation.
One night of being a complete nigger slut for whichever friends she wanted me to please... and hopefully I'd have some interactions with her too... and maybe, just maybe, with my daughter.
I got out of the shower... dried off... wrapped a towel around my body, although this household's towels weren't made for a big-bodied woman like myself.
I took a deep breath and walked into my daughter's and Amber's bedroom, where Amber was dressed in a black leather outfit with black stockings attached, and leather fuck me boots. She looked like a dominatrix. Oh, and the only white on her was her strap-on, which was pointed right at me. It wasn't as large as the one she'd used on Keisha in length or girth.
The sight of it made my pussy tingle.
I saw Keisha was wearing Daisy Dukes, white thigh highs of course, and a crop top that didn't even pretend to cover her bountiful tits.
"Lie down on the bed, Keisha," Amber ordered. "Face up."
Keisha did.
"Are you feeling horny, Liberty?" Amber asked, as she came over to me and pulled away the towel.
"I plead the Fifth," I said.
"Well, if you'd like an orgasm so you can think straight while you make your life-altering decision, you can go and sit on your daughter's face," Amber offered, as she reached out her hand and rubbed my pussy.
"Can't you just finger bang me to one instead?" I asked, the idea of having my daughter eat me again was exciting... but incest was still such a terrible sin.
"You don't want to sit on my face, Mama?" Keisha asked, sounding hurt.
"It's incest, honey," I pointed out, as Amber slowly rubbed me... but just a tease.
"Incest is best," Amber said.
"Mama, let me please you," Keisha said.
"I don't know," I said, the temptation growing as Amber's hand worked its magic, and Keisha looked hurt by my rejection.
"Please, Mama," Keisha begged. "I want to eat your pussy at least once more, in case you don't submit."
"Yes Liberty, if you decide not to submit, you'll never get to service me fully, and you'll never again feel your daughter's amazingly eager tongue on these big pussy lips," Amber pointed out.
"Keisha, are you sure you want to?" I asked, really wanting to get off... wanting to feel the pleasure she'd given me those first two times... yet knowing it was so wrong.
"Yes, Mama, I really, really want you to sit on my face, so I can eat your delicious pussy," Keisha said wickedly.
"This is just so wrong," I said, even as I began walking to the bed.
"It's only some family bonding," Amber said, as she placed a hand on my back to guide me to the bed I was already walking towards.
"Sit on my face, Mama, and I'll hope to always be your pet daughter," Keisha promised.
"If she submits," Amber reminded, as I got onto the bed.
"Yes, if you submit, Mama," Keisha nodded. "And then you can always sit on my face, fuck me, or enjoy some more of those g-spot orgasms."
"Babygirl, you're making it very hard to resist," I said, as I straddled her pretty face... which looked just like mine did when I was her age.
"That's the whole point, Mama," she said. "I want you to join me, and we can be nigger slaves together."
"You really do want that?" I asked, as I lowered myself slowly towards her face.
"Yes Mama, I really do," Keisha said, as she reached up, grabbed my ass, and pulled me roughly down onto her face.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, as she immediately began licking my needy pussy.
"Such hot mother-daughter bonding," Amber purred as she watched us.
"I can't believe we're doing this," I moaned.
"Again," Amber said.
"Yes, again," I moaned, and my daughter had a tongue unlike any man who'd ever had the courtesy to go down on me... so my history with experienced pussy-lickers was almost nonexistent.
Amber got onto the bed and asked, "Just to be clear, you've never had this sexy, tight, black asshole fucked?"
"No, and I'm not about to," I said firmly, even though I knew deep down that if she decided to push it I'd be helpless, given what my daughter was doing to me, and from my overall mental state of submission.
Amber caressed my big ass cheeks and said, "This booty was made for fucking."
"I don't think any asshole can be made for fucking," I countered.
"Did you know there are many women, your daughter included, who come the hardest with a dick up their asses?" Amber said.
"I've always assumed that was just a porno myth," I said, my brief experience with anal fingering not at all enjoyable.
"Not so. A woman's asshole has lots of erogenous nerve endings," she said, as she pulled my asshole apart and shocked the shit out of me when she began licking into it. Mistresses never lick assholes, do they?
"What are you doing?" I asked, as she licked my asshole.
"Preparing your asshole for a good pounding," Amber said, not at all hiding her intentions.
"It feels really good," I moaned, finding this so hot and nasty... although since I'd just showered, my asshole was perfectly clean.
"Oh, we're just getting started," she said, as she really licked my hole, and it felt really good... as did Keisha licking my pussy... both holes feeling extra sensitive for some reason.
Giving into the kink of the moment, my nasty mouth, which I'd mostly kept hidden away during these few freeuse days, came alive, "That's right, you nasty ass white bitch. Eat my black ass."
"There ya go," Amber purred, and a moment later, I felt her poke a finger against my ass.
"Don't you dare," I warned protectively, although I didn't move a single muscle to prevent this impending digital sodomy.
"Too late," Amber said, as I felt her finger pushing all the way into my ass.
"Noooooo," I moaned, the finger not at all hurting like I recalled it doing in the past... but instead feeling very good.
"The natural enhancement should be kicking in about now," she said.
"Natural enhancement?" I asked, as she pulled her finger out, and then a moment later slid it back in.
"Pot lube," Amber said.
"What?" I asked.
"Lube containing some THC from marijuana. It enhances the pleasure in your pussy and asshole," she explained.
"You're not serious?" I asked.
"I've already told you I'm always serious when it comes to pet training," she said, slowly fingering my ass.
"I didn't even know that was a thing," I said, having enjoyed the odd joint now and then... usually only while I was drinking.
"It's going to make you go fucking ballistic," Amber promised.
"It feels weird," I said, her finger in my ass feeling delightful.
"Your pussy and ass are getting high," she explained.
"What?" I asked.
"It relaxes your fuck holes and makes you incredibly horny," she said.
"I don't need pot for that," I said.
"Your asshole does," she said.
"I don't feel high," I said, feeling like I was thinking very clearly... morally compromised... but clear as a bell.
"It only impacts your pussy and ass, unless you ingest it," Amber said.
"When did you apply it?" I asked, the pleasure increasing inside me.
"In the shower," I said, as she began finger banging my ass rapidly.
I let out a load moan as I protested in the weakest possible way, the drug really enhancing my pleasure and making me into even more of a lustful slut, "Ahh fuck, no... no, don't finger my ass!"
"You don't like this?" Amber asked.
"I don't know," I lied.
"All pet niggers are nasty ass sluts," Amber said, now really finger banging me.
"Oh God," I moaned, the finger fucking of my ass mixed with my daughter's tongue, since she was still licking my pussy, driving me nuts.
"Close your eyes Keisha, because your mama is about to cum," Amber warned.
And as the pleasure took over, I began grinding on my daughter's face, which got me taking the finger in and out of me while Keisha licked my pussy from top to bottom,
I moaned, my orgasm imminent, "Oh fuck, I'm about to nut on your face, Babygirl."
Amber asked, as the rapture took me over, "So what's it going to be, nigger? Are you going to submit to your new Mistress and then cum on your daughter's face, or do you want us to stop? I require your answer immediately."
What!? The deadline was right now!?
What a terrible time for my ultimatum!
I hadn't even begun to negotiate!
"How about I promise to be your unconditional slut, but just for tonight, and then we'll see," I countered.
"This is an all or nothing deal, slut," Amber said, as she pulled her finger out and slapped my ass, adding, "Keisha, stop."
She did.
"Please, finger my nigger ass," I begged, hoping the nasty desperation would distract her and let me get off... my orgasm seemed ready to burst at any moment, except now it wasn't advancing at all!
"Answer me, nigger," she demanded, slapping my ass hard.
"Oh Amber, I'm so...I'm sooo fucking close," I said in desperate lust. "I'll do anything you say, tonight."
"No timeframes. Just submit totally or not, you black bitch," Amber demanded, pulling my hair, and then slamming not her finger, but her dick into my ass!
"Mother fucking God," I screamed, as my asshole was suddenly filled with dick, and it felt so fucking good... that final submission beginning to look so tempting. This felt so right!
"Now, my nigger pet," Amber ordered, her hands on my hips, as she began fucking my ass.
"Oh my God Amber, yes! Fuck my nigga ass," I begged, the only thing that would make this better was if Keisha resumed her magical munching.
"You'd better not fucking cum before you submit to me," Amber growled, as she kept pounding me from behind... my entire body on fire... the intensity unlike anything I'd ever felt before... not even that g-spot orgasm a couple of nights ago.
"Please, Mistress Amber, let me cum," I begged, giving in almost completely by calling her Mistress, but still not officially submitting unconditionally... but the end was near, if she kept pushing me.
"If I'm about to become your Mistress, then what will you be to me?" Amber interrogated, as Keisha resumed licking my pussy... or devouring it seemed a more accurate description. The pleasure in both of my holes was making me lightheaded and completely compliant... the only thing in the entire world I needed was to come... at any cost. "I'm your... I'm your... oooh fuck!" I struggled to say the words... now not because I didn't want to say them... the pleasure was just too intense for me to say anything sensible!
"Say it, nigger!" Amber roared, and she pulled the dick out.
"I'm your nigger," I declared frantically, needing that dick back in my asshole.
She slammed back into me, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my entire body.
"You're my what?" she yelled, demanding to hear a final submission containing more clarity.
"I'm your nigger... Oh God, fuuuuuck!!! I submit. I submit! Unconditionally! Forever!" I screamed as my pussy erupted, and I sprayed my pussy juices all over my daughter's face.
"Good girl," Amber purred, her forceful verbal dominatrix persona gone, immediately replaced with soft and tender reassurances.
I was in such a frenzied state of euphoria, this being the apocalypse of orgasms, I collapsed forward, the dick slipping out of my asshole, as I repeated in a mindless mumbling babble, "Your nigger. I'm your nigger. Always your nigger."
"Good Mama," Keisha added from underneath me, as she kept licking me.
"Good girl," I said weakly, feeling like all the energy in my body had been dynamited out of me, leaving behind just an empty crater.
To my surprise, as I lay there in the aftermath of ecstasy, I felt Amber slam her dick back into my asshole.
"Oh my God," I moaned, as the pleasure resumed, and from this angle, she seemed to be stimulating whatever erogenous zones... nerve endings... whatever... that existed inside my asshole.
"Round Two," Amber announced.
"I... don't... know... ooohh... if I... ohhhh... can... handle... a... Round... Two," I moaned, although that sentence took likely thirty seconds to achieve while both of my holes were being worked over.
"Ah, but tonight is like a game of golf," Amber said. "You'll be playing at least nine rounds, possibly eighteen."
"Oh, God," was all I could say, as the pleasure parade resumed... my pussy being licked... my ass being fucked... which somehow was bringing pleasure to every last part of my body.
"I told you your ass was made for fucking," Amber said as she railed my ass.
"You got it high," I moaned. "That was cheating."
"You weren't high, though," Amber said.
"Please just keep pounding my shitter," I said, another orgasm rising quickly.
"Because you're now officially my ass nigger?" she asked.
"Yes, and I want to be your everything nigger," I declared, finally accepting that I was definitely submitting unconditionally... I was now officially her nigger pet... her black slave... her submissive plaything.
"Oh you most certainly will be," Amber assured me.
"I'm about to come again," I declared a couple minutes later, as the dual attacks from these two wonderful women worked me over.
"Then come, nigger slave," Amber ordered, "come all over your daughter again, you nasty incestuous pet."
"Oh fuck, Mistress, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuck!" I screamed, as another orgasm ripped through me, delivering almost the same intensity as the first one.
Amber kept fucking me for another minute while Keisha kept licking me, before Amber pulled out of my ass and ordered, "69, Mommy and daughter slaves."
"Yes Mistress," we both replied in unison as I rolled off of Keisha.
My daughter quickly scrambled out of her Daisy Duke shorts and straddled my face, saying, "I'm so happy you submitted, Mama."
"So am I," I said, meaning it, and I reached up, grabbed her hips, pulled her pussy down onto my face, and eagerly began tasting my daughter directly from the source for the first time.
"That's it Mama, eat my pussy," Keisha moaned, as she began licking mine too.
"So tasty," I said, hungrily licking her pussy. I no longer had to worry about being prevented from finishing what I started. I was a slave now. My only purpose was to provide pleasure. And what better recipient than the woman I loved the most... my daughter!
This didn't feel wrong... it didn't even feel taboo... it felt natural... and just like it was meant to be.
"That's so hot," Amber said, as she watched the incestuous Mama-daughter lesbian act she'd facilitated. I wondered if she had any other mother-daughter pet pairs.
Keisha licked me to my third and fourth orgasms before I finally gave her one... my lack of experience, the awkward position, and her pussy not being high all logical reasons.
As I lay there on the bed... after Keisha rolled off of me... completely spent... completely satisfied... completely contented with my submission... I wondered what came next.
"Sluts, you have about twenty minutes to get ready before my guests arrive," Amber told us.
"I think I died and went to heaven," I joked, unable to move.
"And the night is just getting started," Amber said.
"I can't imagine," I said.
"You still have plenty of cock and cunt to service," Amber warned.
"Okay," I said, unsure about how I'd be able to summon up the energy I'd need for achieving that.
"Plus, you still haven't pleased your Mistress to completion," she added.
"Not for lack of trying," I joked. "I just kept shooting myself in the foot by saying the wrong things!"
"Yes, you did; but along with your self doubting, those games are now in the past, sweetie," she agreed, bending down and kissing me.
Such an intimate and tender gesture, following her rough anal double orgasmic fucking!
"But now that you've joined your daughter as another slave, you'll have many cuntal opportunities with your Mistress," she promised.
"I can't wait!"
She then pinched both my nipples, ending our brief moment of intimacy, "Now get dressed in the new outfit I bought you."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, loving how those two words rolled off my tongue.
"Welcome to my pet harem," she smiled, kissing me again before walking away.
"I love you, Mama," Keisha said, leaning down and also kissing me.
"I love you too, honey," I said smiling up at her. "And thank you so much."
"For what?"
"For helping me to discover what I really wanted after all."
"To become a nigger slut just like I am?" she asked with a big smile.
"Exactly," I said, and as I slowly stumbled to my temporarily unstable feet, I added, "Like daughter, like mother, after all."
She laughed, "Now all we have to do is get Nana on board."
"Keisha!" I gasped.
"Just saying: like daughter, like mother, like Nana."
"You're incorrigible," I said, standing up.
"Oh, you have no idea," she smiled, kissing me again.
I went to my room and slipped into the purple and white thigh high socks with their matching bikini, which was really just a G-string, except with quicker removal capabilities thanks to the bikini string bowknots holding it in place, and the string bikini top that literally achieved no more than bisecting my large nipples.
I dropped onto the bed... my pussy still tingling... my ass feeling oddly empty now... and waited for the next stage in my permanent servitude as a nigger for any white dick and pussy to begin... and I fucking couldn't wait!
.....
I was in my room where Amber had instructed me to wait until I was summoned... beginning to get nervous, while I lay face up on the bed... still fucking horny... the pot lotion apparently lasting for quite some time.
I heard the front door open and close, accompanied by boisterous greetings... twice.
Yet no one came to get me.
My pussy on fire... and desperately needing to deal with it... I maneuvered my pussy to the round wooden post at the foot of the bed... and began rubbing myself on it.
I was really humping it, when Amber strode in and observed, "Humping inanimate objects now? You're taking the embodiment of a horny pet to an entirely new level."
"Soooooorry," I moaned. "This pussy lotion is driving me absolutely nuts!"
"Don't worry, your pussy and ass will get the workout of your life tonight," Amber said, as she approached me with a leash in her hand.
"And I see you'll be treating me like a literal pet too," I said without it being a complaint... having accepted my place... so seeing a leash and knowing who it was about to be attached to wasn't scary, just exciting.
"Onto all fours, my little black Pomeranian," Amber ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, the honorific now rolling naturally off my tongue. "Or am I supposed to restrict myself to saying 'Woof'?"
"I like the way you think, and that might be fun for another time, but tonight you may speak normally, so long as you never forget you're everyone's nigger slave," she explained. "But at first, you're kind of my talking dog; speaking only when spoken to, of course."



"Understood, Mistress. Sounds like fun!"
"Good doggy," she replied, patting my head.
Once I was down on all fours, she clipped the leash to my neck and ordered, "Heel. Which means crawl," she added helpfully.
"Yes, Mistress," I repeated as I began to crawl, like a jumbo-sized Pomeranian, out of my room and down the hall towards the living room, where I heard several voices.
"How about Truth or Dare?" a female voice said.
"Or poker," a male voice suggested.
"Strip poker," a different male voice amended... all three of them sounding rather young.
"Or strip twister," a different female voice suggested.
"Strip poker sounds fun," Amber sang out. And she whispered to me, "Sit. Stay."
I sat down on my haunches and waited patiently. Then playfully stuck out my flattened tongue and panted for a few breaths.
She placed the leash in my mouth and left me within clear listening distance, but still out of everyone's view, and she entered the room. "But first, would you like to meet my newest pet?" she asked.
"Is she black?" a female voice asked.
"Of course," Amber said.
"You do have some Latina and Asian sluts," the same female voice pointed out.
"True, true," Amber agreed. "But this one is definitely black."
"Does she have a big black nigger ass?" a different female voice asked.
I was finding the anticipation of being introduced as Amber's nigger pet to four strangers, or perhaps to even more people, very exciting... and a little scary.
Amber said, "Yes, she does. The slut has the biggest, blackest booty you've ever seen."
"Then bring her black ass out here," a male voice said.
Amber said, "With pleasure. I'll be right back."
Amber walked back to me, took the leash out of my mouth and asked, "Ready?" Her demeanor contained a generous amount of camaraderie, making it clear we were about to put on a show together, even though our respective roles were very different.
"Do I have a choice?" I joked.
"No, not really," she smiled. She tugged the leash, and I began crawling.
As I entered the living room, I heard a guy say, "Fucking nice."
"What a big ass nigger," a female said.
As I crawled into the living room, I looked up and saw they were all quite young... two of them even looked too young to legally be having sex. I whispered, suddenly concerned, "Mistress Amber! Are these people of legal age?"
Amber whispered back, "Yes, they're all legal... although only by a few months."
"Oh, okay," I whispered, greatly relieved.
"Who is she?" a petite girl with short brown hair who looked like she was fifteen asked.
"Oh, Missy, you won't believe me when I tell you," Amber smiled.
"Is she that nigger cop you mentioned?" Missy asked.
"No, even better."
"You must have a really good story, since you always have good stories," said a large, countrified white boy with muscles everywhere.
"Oh Charlie, this one may be my biggest coup yet," Amber played out the suspense, really enjoying the rapt attention she was receiving from these four youths.
"Then please tell us," the other girl, much heavier than the first and clearly pregnant, asked... she must have been seven plus months along.
"Okay, okay, Jamie," Amber said. After a dramatic pause she asked Keisha, who was sitting by herself on the carpet in a corner of the room, "Okay Keisha, please do the honours. Who is she?"
Keisha leapt to her feet, paused, looked down at me, and said jubilantly, "Mistress Amber's newest nigger slut is my very own Mama! Her name is Liberty, so our Mistress told me you're all welcome to take lots of liberties with her."
"No fucking way!" Jamie gasped.
Charlie added, "You're bullshitting us."
The other guy, whose name I still hadn't caught, asked, "Then is she a freeuse slut?"
Amber asked, tugging on my chain, "Answer the white Southern gentleman. Are you a freeuse nigger slut, Liberty?
"Yes," I whispered, keeping my eyes glued to the floor... pretending to be totally ashamed, when actually I was turned on like crazy!
Amber said with some edge, but a secret twinkle in her eye just for me, "Don't go getting all shy and unwilling now, nigger. Look into my friends' faces and tell them exactly what you are."
I looked up and saw all four strangers staring greedily at me. I thought to myself, I don't know why, I hope these white muthafuckas won't expect me to call them Massa! Of course my thoughts didn't match the next words to flow out of my mouth, as I replied to the quartet of young people with as much dignity as I could muster (while sitting doglike on the floor almost totally naked, with Amber holding my leash), "Yes, just like my collar says, I am most certainly Mistress Amber's freeuse nigger slave, ready and willing to satisfy your every whim. Subject to her instructions, of course."
The so far unnamed guy said with a giddy laugh, "This is fucking epic!"
"Then can I fuck her now?" Charlie asked.
"Let's play some strip poker first, and she can serve as the under the table freeuse slut for whomever wins each hand," Amber suggested.
"Alright," Charlie said, "but I'm taking this nigger's ass first."
"She'll love your horse cock," Amber purred, and she used a finger to lube my asshole again, whispering, "You'll need this later."
I didn't say anything, but just wondered how big Charlie's horse dick was. But I wasn't worried: by now I had total trust in that crazy ass pot lube!
Everyone headed to populate a poker table I hadn't known existed, including my daughter, while Amber led me under the table, detaching the leash from my Nigger Slave collar.
I crawled underneath the table.
All six players sat down, the two men dropping their pants to their ankles before doing so, while the three white women were wearing short, convenient skirts, and my baby girl was back in her daisy dukes.
"All right, following each hand, whoever wins gets his cock sucked or her pussy licked, while the losers each remove an article of clothing... except for the gals' stockings of course," Amber explained.
"The guys always begin with more clothes than us," Missy pointed out.
"Good point," Amber said. "Men, lose your socks. Or better yet: house nigger, remove the men's socks."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, this task more demeaning and disgusting than my doing anything sexual.
I crawled over to the first guy, and he lifted each leg high enough for me to pull off his socks. Then I did the other guy's. Once I was done, I tossed them out from underneath the table as far away as I could, not wanting any stench lingering around me. I held my breath while removing and handling each sock.
Feeling dirty, I brought my hands to caressing my sweet daughter's silky, nylon-clad legs to help me feel normal again.
"I can't wait to get your Mama's nigger lips wrapped around my cock," said the guy whose name I still didn't know.
"Don't worry Jerry, you'll get your chance to fuck all three of my Mama's nigger holes just like you've rogered mine," Keisha said, likely more for my benefit than anyone else's.
"So nasty," Jerry said.
"Think your Mama will be able to manage Charlie's horse cock?" Missy asked.
"My Mama's a trooper slut. She will or she'll die trying," my daughter spoke up for me.
"What a way to die." Jamie joked.
"Don't forget you passed out the first time it went in your ass," Charlie pointed out.
"And yet Mistress Amber told me you still railed my ass for ten more minutes," Keisha said.
"Well, I was already balls deep in it," Charlie said.
"True, true," Keisha laughed.
For the next two or three minutes they played a hand. I just knelt, fondling my daughter's silky legs while I waited to learn which pussy or dick I'd be licking or sucking first... feeling a strange, surreal calm.
"Get sucking, slut," Jerry crowed as he stood up, pulled his dick out of his boxer briefs, and sat back down. All the girls pulled their panties off and tossed them under the table at me except for Keisha, who stood up, removed her daisy dukes and sat back down. I looked eagerly to see her delicious pussy now fully exposed to my hungry view, but she'd put on a pair of panties. Oh well, the night was young. The other guy... Charlie... just stepped out of his pants and kicked them away, which was pretty uneventful, since they were already draped around his ankles.
I crawled over to Jerry and took his eight-inch dick, which had a sweet upward curve, between my lips, and began worshipping his dick head.
"I can't believe this is your fucking mother who's giving me head," he moaned.
"Just wait until you see me fucking my mama," Keisha said wickedly, revealing to Amber's four guests our willingness to commit incest.
"What? Have you really fucked your mom?" Missy asked.
"Not yet," Keisha admitted. Then after a pause, obviously for dramatic effect while I swirled my tongue around Jerry's fat dick head, "So far, I've only eaten Mama's pussy a few times."
"No way!" Missy gasped.
"Really?" Jamie asked.
"Yeah, it was a dream come true," Keisha said, smacking her lips.
"And there was lots of cum, since she got my new nigger to squirt for the first time in her life," Amber added some colour commentary.
"Then we're going to want to see that," Charlie said.
"Maybe after you boys have deposited a load or two into or onto the new house nigger," Amber said, "You can watch a fun lesbian orgy and some incestuous pussy munching."
"That sounds great!" Charlie said.
Then they played a second hand, while I deep throated Jerry.
Missy won, and she immediately ordered, "My turn, nigger." She spread her legs, and I deserted the fat dick in my mouth, looking forward to discovering what that up-curve would feel like once it was pounding my pussy or banging my asshole, as I crawled over to the nylon-clad legs of the young girl. (Missy was the one who looked like she was fifteen.)
My daughter stood up again and dropped her panties (at last!), Amber and Jamie surrendered their dresses (Amber having put one on over her Mistress attire just before the game began), and Jerry just kicked his pants away.
"She certainly doesn't waste any time," Missy said, as I began licking her pussy.
"I wasted years by not being a nigger for white dick and pussy," I heard myself speaking up between licks. "I don't want to waste any more time."
"Fuck, your mother even is a bigger nigger whore than you are," Jamie said.
"Oh, I think I'm still a bigger nigger whore," Keisha said. "But she only surrendered to our Mistress tonight, so she might be giving me a run for my money real soon."
"Let's play the next hand," Amber said, and for a few minutes I licked Missy's pussy, which unlike Keisha and Mistress's, had some hair. Not a lot, but enough to snag the odd hair between my teeth, which was annoying.
"Get that tongue deep in my pussy, bitch," Missy demanded, reaching for the back of my head and pulling me closer.
"Yes, Mistress," I said without even thinking.
"Already trained," Missy said. "I like that."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, so completely into my submissive nature that I was ready to obey any white woman... or any white man.
"Can't we just fuck her now?" Charlie asked.
"Soon," Amber said.
"I need to drop this first load right now," Charlie said, and I heard him stand up.
"Oh, fuck," Keisha moaned a moment later, I guess having been fingering herself. "I'll raise you."
"Okay," Amber said. "I call."
"Full house," Keisha moaned louder as the table began shaking, I think because of Charlie. I still hadn't caught sight of his so-called horse dick, so I was still looking forward to it.
"Four of a kind," Amber countered.
"Fuck!" Keisha cursed.
"Yes, you will," Amber laughed. "Lots!"
"It's time to fuck," Jerry insisted as he too stood up. "Get out from under there, slut."
"But I was getting so close!" Missy whined.
"Oh, I'm sure you'll get off soon enough," Jerry rebutted, as I crawled out to see everyone was now naked or in the process of getting naked... and my daughter was bent over the table getting fucked from behind by Charlie, meaning I still hadn't seen his fabled dick.
Jamie said, "Fine, but we take our liberties first."
"What?" Jerry asked.
"I'm saying that we girls get to play with the new nigger first," Jamie said in a tone announcing that she was in charge.
"No way," Jerry said, stroking his throbbing dick, which was now awash with precum.
"You heard her," Amber said. "Don't ever argue with a pregnant woman."
I looked at Jerry, and even though his dick looked ready to explode, he didn't dare say another word.
"On your back, nigger," Jamie ordered me, and now I noticed she wasn't just a little pregnant, but a good seven months along.
"Yes Mistress," I replied, tugging loose my bikini's slip knots to leave me wearing nothing but my white stockings and my white Nigger Slave collar, before I dove from on all fours to flat on the floor right next to her, and rolled onto my back.
The young pregnant woman waddled over to me and straddled me. Then as she lowered her pussy onto my face, she said, "Get eating, slut."
"Yes Mistress," I replied, as she dropped her pussy, this one extremely hairy, onto my face.
"Sorry for all the hair, but right now it takes too much effort for me to reach down there to shave," she apologised as I began to lick... trying to untangle a path to her pussy... her scent very strong, since it was captured by her dense pubic hair.
"Come over here and finger the slut," Jamie ordered someone while I licked her, having cleared somewhat of a path to her pink, slippery flesh.
"Oh fuck, harder, fuck me harder," my daughter begged, clearly enjoying the horse dick I hadn't yet seen.
"Remember that every man's loads go into or onto the new house nigger," Amber announced
"Let me extract the first load," Keisha moaned, clearly enjoying the fucking she was receiving.
I felt someone's fingers sliding inside my pussy.
"Let's spit-roast Keisha," Jerry urged.
"Not yet, I haven't finished with her ass. You can fuck her in a minute," Charlie said.
"Hurry up, then," Jerry said impatiently, while I continued struggling to clear an unobstructed path to Jamie's pussy through all that fucking pubic hair.
"Fuck another slut, if you're in such a hurry," Charlie said.
"Oh, fuck yes," Keisha screamed, "fuck!"
"Faster, nigger," Jamie demanded, since I'd been licking her slowly, still trying to untangle a wider path.
I obeyed, licking her up and down, up and down, pushing some more of the hair away.
Three fingers banged into me while I licked, and gradually found a decent path, and her pussy got wetter and wetter. Which matted her pubes, making my task much easier.
"That's it, there you go, nigger," she moaned.
"Oh fuck," Charlie groaned.
"Don't you dare come inside her," Amber growled.
"Yeah, yeah," he said. "Out of the way, Missy."
So that's who'd been doing such a wonderful job of fingering me! Missy pulled her fingers out of me, and Charlie asked kind of triumphantly, "Ready for my first load, nigger?"
"Yes," I said in a muffled voice, while I kept lapping the pregnant teen.
"Oh yeah, come all over her," Missy urged. "Coat her black skin with your dominant white cum."
"Fill my ass with that dick," Keisha moaned. Obviously, Jerry had waited his turn to use a nigger slut.
"You want my load, nigger?" Charlie grunted.
"Yes, Master," I heard myself say... having never imagined myself using that word to address any man!
"Don't you mean Massa?" Charlie teased in his southern drawl.
Oh no! Shit! Fuck! I was afraid that might happen! Hearing that dreaded word sent chills up my spine, and I shot him my coldest look that said, I just KNOW you didn't say what the fuck it sounded like you said! But of course since my face was still buried in Jamie's flowing pussy he didn't get the message, and the only actual words that came out of my mouth were, "Yes Massa, pleeze cum all ovah yo nigga's body."
"Fucking slut," he grunted, and he spewed a big, warm load all over my tits.
"Yeah! Coat her udders," Missy cheered him on.
"Yes, Massa! Thank ya, Massa!" I moaned, the warm shower of cum turning me on even while I kept licking.
"Oh yes, eat me nigger, eat my white cunt," Jamie moaned, as she began grinding on my face while she leaned forward, giving me better access to her pussy. I leaned my head up as I felt some fingers... probably Missy's again... go back into my pussy, and then two fingers in my asshole... while Jamie squeezed my tits and used them for balance... while also rubbing Charlie's white cum into my skin.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, as Missy (probably) began vigorously finger fucking both of my holes... two fingers in each.
"Oh fuck, slam my shit hole," Keisha moaned.
"Remember Jerry, all your loads go into or onto the house nigger," Amber said.
"Yes, coat my Mama with your big fucking white loads," Keisha encouraged.
"Oh fuck, your Mom has a nasty fucking tongue," Jamie moaned, as she started thrusting her hips up and down, and so I kept my tongue extended to do my house nigger duty.
"I love your pussy," I declared between licks.
"Isn't she a great slut?" Amber asked.
"Oh yes," Jamie moaned, and I sensed her orgasm was getting close.
So I lapped even more aggressively.
"Oh, fuck yes, keep licking, nigger," Jamie demanded, squeezing my tits so hard it was almost painful... as Missy continued finger banging both of my holes.
I lapped as vigorously as I could, and I was soon rewarded by a primal scream and a gush of heavenly juice that sprayed out of her, all over my face, and drained into my wide-open mouth.
"Oh fuck, ream my shithole," Keisha begged, clearly loving Jerry's curved dick up her poop chute.
"Oh yeah, your nigger asshole is so fucking tight," Jerry bellowed.
"Ya think? Then just you wait until you manage to wedge your dick inside my Mama's back door," Keisha moaned, and I could hardly wait as well... I was really looking forward to some big white dick... as Missy's fingers inside my holes were driving me wild... the pot potion still making them extra sensitive.
"Yeah, we're gonna absolutely destroy your mother's holes," Charlie promised.
"Oh, I know you will," Keisha moaned, as Jamie weakly rolled off me to lay on her side, and she began slapping my clit. "Come, nigger! Come, you nasty slut," she demanded, as I collapsed onto my back.
"Yes, Mistresses, make your nigger cum," I begged both girls, as my orgasm rose quickly, and then rippled right through me. "Fuuuuuuuuck!"
As Missy pulled her fingers out, I coated her face with my cunt cum, as it spewed everywhere... apparently my pot enhanced orgasms were all squirting ones.
"Fuck, you dumb nigger, you just soaked me," Missy said.
"Sorrrrrrrry," I apologized weakly, as this newest orgasm rendered me totally helpless.
I was still lying there in the afterglow of that orgasm, my eyes closed in a brief moment of serenity, when I felt some warm cum splattering all over my face.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, enjoying the warm, creamy shower.
"Time for round two," Charlie announced from nearby.
"You're insatiable," Missy teased him.
"Whenever I have any niggers to fuck, I stay hard," he shrugged.
"Especially niggers with big booties," Jerry added, as I wiped cum from my left eyelid and then opened them both, and saw him standing over me.
"Hey, niggers with big booties to fuck? You're talking about me," I smiled.
"Get over here," Charlie ordered.
I slowly rolled over and crawled to him, and gasped when I... finally!... saw what was between his legs. Indeed, it was a horse dick! It was the biggest white dick I'd ever seen outside of a porn movie. It must have been a foot long. "Holy shit!" I gasped.



"Twelve and a half inches," he said, as I stared at it with the awe of admiring the Mona Lisa or Michelangelo's David... both which I'd seen on a trip to Europe a few years ago.
"It's fucking huge," I said, unable to take my eyes off it.
"Yeah," he said, as he took a step forward and slapped my face with it.
"I mean it's majestic," I said, completely captivated by the dick before me.
"I know," he said, as my daughter came and knelt down beside me.
"Feed your mom my cock," Charlie ordered.
"Yes, Massa," Keisha replied, the word sounding as nastily submissively hot as it had coming out of mine. "Open up, Mama."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied on a whim, letting her know I was willing to obey her as wholeheartedly as I would any of the others.
"Shit," Jerry laughed, now also standing in front of the two of us.
"Mama?" Keisha asked, surprised.
"Yes honey, I want to be your slave too," I said, getting a rush of adrenaline from saying it.
"Oh, Mama!" Keisha gushed, twisting sideways and kissing me.
I kissed her back, and Missy said, "Holy shit!"
"Wow!" Jamie said.
"My niggers never stop surprising me," Amber bragged, as my daughter's tongue explored my mouth.
"Yeah, yeah, but these dicks aren't going to suck themselves," Charlie pointed out after a minute or so of my daughter's and my intimate kissing.
"Sorry, Massa," Keisha apologized, after breaking the kiss. "Now open wide, Mama."
"Yes, Mistress," I repeated, as Keisha took the enormous white dick in her dark hand... I found the contrast in colours captivating.
Keisha placed her other hand on the back of my head, and she guided the horse dick into my mouth.
"Oh, yeah," Charlie groaned, as I wrapped my dick-sucking lips around his fat monster.
"Get sucking, Mama," Keisha ordered.
"And you get sucking me," Jerry said, still hard, even after dropping his first load all over my face.
And I began sucking.
Taking half of his dick in my mouth with each slow, forward bob.
"That's it, nigger. Nigger-lip it nice and slow for your new master."
"Mmmmmmmm," I responded, as I did just that.
No way was I taking a foot long sausage through my mouth and beyond, but I was determined to take as much of it as I possibly could.
"Your daughter can swallow all of it," Charlie told me.
"Although fuck, did she gag the first time you face fucked those big, fat lips," Jerry chuckled.
"But now I can chug down that monster dick as easily as breathing," my daughter added.
"Plus in your pussy and ass," Charlie added.
"Of course," Keisha agreed. "Any good nigger is a three-hole nigger."
"So true," Jerry said.
The entire time they were talking, I was sucking. I now had over seven inches in my mouth... which meant two or three inches were down my throat... but I still wasn't close to swallowing that entire monster, and I wasn't sure I could even handle all of it in my pussy...never mind in my ass!
"Let's spit-roast these bitches," Missy said.
"Get onto all fours, but don't let my cock leave your mouth," Charlie ordered me.
It wasn't easy, and I wobbled a bit as I did as I was told. Once I was on all fours, I felt cold hands on my hips, and then a fake dick sliding into my pussy, while I resumed bobbing.
"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned, my pot infused pussy tingling with pulsating pleasure the moment that dick slid into me.
"Nothing like seeing a black slut taking our dicks from both ends," Jerry moaned.
"I don't mind a black slut munching my pussy either," Jamie added.
"Or double penetrating a black slave," Charlie added.
"Or even triple teaming one," Missy added.
As they discussed options for our visual appeal as if we weren't there, I began rocking my body back and forth, taking more and more of Charlie's huge dick in my mouth, and then taking the entire plastic dick... I assume wielded by Missy, since her voice sounded closer... into my pussy... fire burning inside me from the THC-enhanced pleasure of her dick, as well as my task at mouth.
"She's quite the eager MILF nigger," Charlie said, while I was now taking almost nine of his inches into my mouth... although I was almost gagging while doing it.
"And she'll keep practicing until she can take your entire horse cock in all three of her holes," Amber said... which made me wonder what she was doing during all of this.
"Oh fuck," Keisha moaned; I could hear her getting hammered from behind.
"Remember boys, every load ends up either inside or on the outside of our new house nigger," Amber reminded them.
"My next load is going up her pussy," Charlie said, as he grabbed my head and thrust his entire dick in my mouth. I gagged as the extra three and a half inches entered my esophagus... making my eyes water.
"Oh yeah, face fuck the bitch," Missy said, slapping my ass hard, proving my deductions about who was fucking me correct.
"Make her gag on that dick," Jamie added.
As Mr. Horse Dick furiously and roughly face fucked me, his balls now consistently bouncing on my chin, the seemingly impossible having become possible, I just focused on breathing through my nose and doing my best not to gag... which I nonetheless did at least a dozen times.
"Keep those big lips wrapped around my cock, nigger," he barked as he fucked my mouth as if it were a pussy.
I obeyed, and after a few more thrusts and a couple more smaller gags, I began taking all of it smoothly, without any gagging at all.
"Shit, she's mastering it the very first time," Missy gasped, sounding very impressed.
"What a nigger!" Jamie said.
"Yeah, she's a keeper," Charlie said, and then he pulled out, and then I was soon looking at Jerry's hard, up-curved dick... dripping with my daughter's saliva.
"Girls, come spit-roast me," Keisha demanded, as Missy pulled out and Charlie went behind me.
"I don't think your dick will even fit," I said doubtfully, looking back at Charlie.
"Oh, it'll definitely fit," he disagreed, and he slammed his entire twelve-inch-plus monster into my pussy with a single hard, deep thrust.
"Fuuuuuuuuuck!!" I screamed, intense pain coursing through me, but also great pleasure, as my pussy was filled in a fashion I seriously hadn't thought possible.
"Suck, slut," Jerry ordered, slapping my cheek with his smaller, but still impressive dick.
"Yes, Massa," I replied, by now loving the way that derogatory historical word flowed out of my mouth. I then opened wide and welcomed in his dick... while Charlie remained motionless, but still balls deep in my pussy.
"Lookin' good! Now spit-roast my Mama," Keisha said. "Show us niggas the power of big white dick."
"Yes, destroy my holes with your fucking huge white dicks," I said, briefly pulling Jerry's dick out of my mouth to speak.
"Because we're your what?" Jerry demanded, once again slapping my face with his moderately big, hard dick. I mean eight inches is nothing to apologise for, but with Charlie's in play, it only seemed moderately large.
"You're both, my owners, and my big-dicked white studs," I listed, wanting his dick back inside my mouth ASAP, and wanting Charlie's dick to begin fucking me... since his doing no more than lingering inside me was the ultimate tease... even with the pot-infused lubrication stimulating me.
"Nastiest nigger ever," Jerry said as he slid his dick back in my mouth... and then taking the initiative, I resumed my rocking horse eagerness... taking his sweet, curved eight-inch dick all the way inside my mouth... deep throating his dick almost without any effort... and then thrusting my big black booty back to ram Charlie's python of a dick up my pussy.
"Shit, she's taking that dick easily," Missy exclaimed.
"Even a bigger slut than her daughter," Jamie chimed in.
"The best mother and daughter niggers ever," Charlie agreed, as I bounced back to take his amazing dick all the way inside my pussy... the pot lube making it doable, but also creating waves of pure ecstasy with each and every deep filling... deeper than should have been humanly possible.
As I rocked back and forth, I felt such a rush from devouring an eight-inch dick in my mouth, and then twelve-plus inches in my pussy.
"Oh yeah, take it all, nigger," Charlie cheered, slapping my ass while I rode his dick.
I moaned in response... another orgasm quickly rising through me ... the pot lube enhancing my already pleasure-happy pussy.
"Look at those niggers," Jamie said. "They're moving in perfect unison."
I couldn't turn my head to see what Keisha was doing, but I assumed she was getting a tamer version of being spit-roasted, since two living dicks definitely trumped plastic ones.
"Yeah, they are," Missy laughed.
"Oh fuck," I moaned a dozen or so backs and forths later, as another orgasm was about to burst.
"Don't you dare come yet, nigger," Charlie warned. "Don't come until you feel my load filling that sloppy cunt of yours."
"Then please hurry up and come in your nigger, Massa," I begged, slipping Jerry's dick out of my mouth and desperately needing to come.
"You begging for your Master's cum to breed your nigger hole?" he taunted, grabbing my hips and roughly pounding me.
"Yesssss," I moaned loudly. "Breed your nigger slut... give me your big load..."
Jerry slid his dick back into my mouth and began face fucking me, as I remained on all fours, taking over eighteen inches of dick into my mouth and pussy.
"Come inside her," Missy demanded.
"Yes, breed the bitch," Jamie added.
"Just like I bred you," Charlie shot back.
"Yes, but this time, actually knock the nigger up," Jamie returned another salvo.
Huh?! I hadn't considered I could get knocked up tonight... I wasn't on the pill or anything... and Jeremy had always worn a condom.
"Do you want a white baby?" Charlie asked.
Jerry pulled out and I replied, no thought of long-term consequences, just my desire to come, "Yes, go for it! I'll be your baby carrying nigger. Just fill my pussy and let me come."
"All right," he said, continuing to hammer me from behind.
"I'm done talking for now. Face fuck me, Massa," I demanded.
Jerry obliged, and in another thirty seconds I felt his load flowing down my throat... the salty seed tasting and feeling so fucking satisfying.
"Swallow it all, bitch," he grunted, even though I had no hesitation in doing just that.
"Get ready, my baby carrying nigger," Charlie said, and then he grunted and filled my pussy with his dominant seed.
I screamed the moment he unloaded in me, my own orgasm triggered, "Yes, Massssssssssaaaahhh!"
I collapsed forward, my face between Jerry's feet, and Charlie didn't slow down as he unloaded his sperm inside me.
"Fuck," I groaned weakly while the orgasm ripped through my very being.
"Yeah, this white baby batter is deep inside your womb, nigger," Charlie gloated, continuing to fuck me.
"Yes, Massa," I moaned, unable to do anything but pray my aging body would repel the big load attacking my hopefully not very vulnerable eggs.
"Oh, God yes, Mistress," Keisha screamed as her own orgasm slammed into her a minute or so after mine. I glanced over to see Jamie pounding her from behind while Missy stood before her with a strap-on, not needing to move a muscle to plunge over and over into her throat.
"You'd better go and suck Charlie's cum out of your Mama's pussy before you have yourself a baby sibling," Amber said, having been largely quiet this entire time.
It was only when I looked up at her as Charlie pulled out of my pussy, that I saw that she was filming me... had she been filming this entire sexual debauchery? Probably.
Yet, like all those sperms assaulting my eggs and the terrifying reality I could end up pregnant, I had no power to prevent Amber from filming me. I was her pet... her toy... her slave... her nigger.
"Oh Mama," Keisha said, as I felt her flip me onto my back, spread my still trembling legs, and dive into my pussy, which was still ultra-sensitive.
"Ooooooh, baby," I moaned, as I felt her tongue part my pussy lips and do its best to suck all the cum out of my pussy.
"Fucking hot," Missy said, perving on our incestuous act.
"Sixty-nine, niggers," Jamie ordered, as she rubbed her distended tummy while standing in front of me.
Keisha kept licking as obediently, she swung her body around to straddle my face.
I, still only living in this endless moment of sexual submission and mindless obedience, leaned up and licked my daughter's very wet pussy lips.
"Fucking delicious," Jerry said.
"Yes, it is," both Keisha and I responded in perfect unison, and then we both laughed.
"I love licking your pussy, Mama," Keisha said, as she really probed my sensitive hole.
"I love being my sweet daughter's nigger Mama," I replied wickedly. The nastier I was degraded, the more it stimulated my pleasure, as I hungrily licked my daughter's pussy.
"Fuck, this is hot," Jerry said, assumedly watching our incestuous act.
"Yeah, there's nothing better than mindless bimbo nigger sluts," Charlie agreed.
"You like watching me eat my daughter's pussy, Massa, suh?" I asked.
"Yeah, slut," Charlie agreed.
"Come and eat me, Charlie," Jamie ordered.
"Get one of the niggers to do it," he retorted.
"They're fucking busy!" Jamie snapped. "You're the one who knocked me up, so you get to fucking eat me whenever I fucking tell you to."
There wasn't any response, while yet another orgasm was rising thanks to my daughter's amazing tongue, and my head started getting light, before Jerry made the whipped sound.
"Oh really, Jerry," Missy asked. "Get over here and eat my asshole."
"I don't think so," he replied.
"Do you think I'm fucking asking your opinion?" Missy snapped. "Do as your fucking told, or you won't get any more of my pussy... and tonight you won't get the house nigger's asshole."
He emitted a heavy sigh, and I smiled at the strong will of these two cute white women. It was good to see women in charge of men.
"Want to come, Mama?" Keisha asked, as I felt her fingers slide inside me.
"Yes please, Mistress," I replied. "Finger bang your pet Mama."
"Oh, I'll do more than that," she said, and then she flipped me onto my side and slid two fingers in, found my g-spot, and tapped away while simultaneously sucking my clit between her lips.
"Oh fuuuuuuck," I screamed, the intensity of the pleasure inside and outside of my pussy igniting instant euphoria through my entire body.
"Come, Mama pet; come, Mama slave," Keisha ordered, as she slapped my clit with one hand while finger banging my pussy and putting pressure on my g-spot with the other.
"Yes Mistress, yes Mistress; oh, fuck yes, Mistress," I babbled while I tried to lick her, but was unable to do anything at all while my newest orgasm ripped through me.
"No one compels a g-spot orgasm like Keisha," Missy said.
"Oh yeah; now get over here Keisha, and show Charlie how to eat a girl," Jamie ordered, as I lay on the carpet, a leaking, trembling mess.
"Yes Mistress," Keisha said, giving my pussy one, deep, farewell-for-now kiss, tapping my g-spot one final time, and getting up.
"And you have another white pussy to munch as well," Missy said, suddenly standing over me.
Obediently I rolled onto my back, and she lowered her pretty pink pussy onto my face.
"Oh, yes slut, lick that pussy," Missy moaned.
"And G-spot slut, I need to come all over your pretty black face," Jamie said.
"Yes Mistress," Keisha repeated, as I licked the delicious pussy sitting on my face, as she began slapping my pussy... making my body twitch each time.
"You like that, nigger?" Missy asked.
"Yes Mistress, I love it," I replied, each slap zinging a wave of pleasure directly through my sensitive pussy and to my very core.
"Once you're done with this pussy, the boys are really going to destroy your holes," Missy informed me.
"Can't wait," I replied mindlessly, focused on the pussy my face was currently engaged with, and also pleased with her promise of even more dick.
"I get her asshole," Charlie said, which made my eyes go wide. My mouth, throat and pussy had already succeeded in the seemingly insurmountable task of hosting that monster dick, but could my asshole? Before this evening, nobody had ever been in there!
"Think she can take it?" Missy asked.
"Like I care," Charlie replied callously. "Her holes are mine to fuck however I want."
"Those holes belong to all of us," Jamie corrected.
"Semantics," Charlie said dismissively, as Missy began to grind her hips back and forth, thus giving me a pussy juice face wash... and I started to feel a little bit high... so I guessed Amber or my daughter had used some pot lotion on her pussy.
"Think you can take Charlie's horse cock up your butt?" Jamie asked me.
"I really don't know," I answered truthfully. Then after a brief pause, I added, "But there's only one way to find out."
"Then hurry up, slut," Charlie barked at me impatiently.
"Ohhhhhh fuck, you nasty nigger," Jamie screamed; she must have just gotten my pride and joy daughter's special g-spot orgasm.
"I'm not going to rush such a good thing, so fuck you," Missy moaned, as she used my face for her pleasure.
"Deal. Right after I'm done with the house nigger's ass," Charlie replied.
"Yeah, whatever," Missy tossed back.
"The women are staying overnight," Amber announced. "We're going to have a lezzie slumber party."
"Mmmmmmm," Missy moaned. "Sounds delicious!"
"Exactly, because my pussy isn't going to eat itself," Amber replied.
"I am getting rather hungry," Missy said... Amber had just reminded everyone who was ultimately in charge.
"Me first," Jamie said.
"No, me," Missy protested as she rapidly rode my face. Then she suddenly cried, "Noooooo!"
"You'll get your turn too," Amber said; I assumed Jamie had just crawled between Mistress Amber's legs for her ultimate taste treat.
"You didn't get me off fast enough, nigga!" Missy complained, pinching my nipples hard as she really rode my face.
I thought that was unfair, since she'd just indicated her preference for leisurely, but I was in no position to complain. So, "Sooooorrrrrry," I replied, as the pain of the nipple pinching battled against my earlier pussy pleasure.
"Get my dick ready for your mom's ass," Charlie said.
"Yes Massa. You're really going to destroy Mama's asshole with your horse dick," Keisha said.
"I'll be gentle," he said.
"Shuuuuure, you'll be," Jerry said sarcastically.
"Well, at least at first," Charlie chuckled.
"Oh, fuck nigger, fuck, fuck, fucking fuckety fuck," Missy babbled, not the most profound nasty talk of all time, as she came all over my face.
I lapped up her sweet pussy juices as they oozed out of her and into my hungry mouth.
"All right, it's DP time," Charlie declared.
"You ready Mama?" Keisha asked.
"I'm a little nervous," I admitted, as Missy rolled off me.
"The pot lube will make it lots easier to take," Keisha said, bending down and kissing me.
"Lie down Jerry," Charlie said. "Dick-side up."
"Why don't I get her ass first?" Jerry whined.
"Because you don't," Charlie said.
"Whatever," he said, and he lay down beside me.
"Straddle him, nigger," Charlie ordered.
"Okay," I said, rolling off my back very slowly. My body had already been really used today, so exhaustion was beginning to take over. I was also in a haze because I was clearly quite high... both mentally and physically.
I straddled him, excited to feel his fat, nicely curved dick in my pussy. Keisha caringly held my hand as I lowered myself onto his dick. I moaned loudly as it filled my wanton pussy. It too was quite high, as was my rectum.
"Oh yeah, such a wet, warm cunt," Jerry said.
"A wet, warm nigger cunt," I corrected, looking down on him after swallowing all eight inches into my needy pussy.



"She's such a fucking slut," Charlie said, as I looked back and saw Amber generously lubing the huge dick that was about to penetrate my asshole.
"I'm such a fucking submissive nigger slut," I again corrected, the 'N' word now feeling like an old friend happy to leave my lips so smoothly, while somehow enhancing its unique wicked taboo even more.
"Yes, you're a filthy nigger slut," he agreed, as he got behind me.
"Please go slowly," I requested. "I'm not sure I can take all of that monster in a hurry."
"Oh Mama, your ass was made for big white dicks just like this one," Keisha encouraged me, tenderly caressing my back.
"Come here and put my dick in your Mama's asshole," Charlie ordered.
"Mmmmmmmm," Keisha smiled as she reached over and took the huge dick in her petite hand. "You want me to stick this big white dick inside your asshole, Mama?"
"Please, baby girl," I agreed, bracing myself for whatever level of pain was imminent, "Stick that big fucking dick up your Mama's asshole."
"You heard her," Charlie said.
"Yeah, fill that black asshole," Missy said. She was the only one in the room not engaged in any action at the moment, except for her hand between her legs, and her eyes riveted onto Charlie's dick.
"Get back to my pussy, Jamie," Amber ordered.
"Okay," Jamie said reluctantly. It appeared that she too wanted to watch me getting equinely sodomized.
"Very well. First you can watch the house nigger take all of Charlie's cock in her ass if you want," Amber relented generously.
"Thank you, Mistress," Jamie said far more brightly, now watching eagerly.
"Here it comes, Mama," Keisha warned.
"Actually it's not coming," Charlie joked. "At least not yet."
"Oooooooh," I moaned, as I felt his dick head push at my anal entrance and slowly slide inside. At first there was just a subtle burn as his dick stretched my asshole wide... but as it went deeper... and deeper... and even deeper, pain coursed through me more intensely, as his dick began intruding into places nothing had ever explored before.
"Don't forget to breathe, Mama," Keisha said, her hand soothing my lower back again, as that dick kept going ever deeper into me.
"Kkkkkkk," I replied, trying to breathe, and to deal with the sharp pain inside me.
"Yeah, she's taking it all," Jamie said.
"Like a good nigger," Missy added.
"Oh fuck," I whimpered, my head already light from the pot, and getting even lighter from this anal violation.
"All of it's inside," Keisha declared, as finally I felt Charlie's body resting against mine.
"I think I'm going to die," I groaned, which took about fifteen seconds for me to utter.
I then screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!" as Charlie bucked his hips, piledriving even deeper into my ass than had ever seemed possible... creating yet more pain... although perhaps because of the pot lotion, or my mental high from eating Missy's pot infused pussy, or just my natural horny slut self, I could also feel some pleasure pulsing gently through me.
"You like that, nigger?" Charlie asked.
"It hurts," I whined, as Amber snapped her fingers, and Jamie returned to servicing her pussy.
My head was spinning, and when Charlie held firmly onto my hips and bucked three times, I whimpered across the room in desperation, "Oh, Mistress, please! It's too much!"
"Too much what, slut?" Amber asked, her hand resting on top of Jamie's head while she licked her.
"Too much white dick in my nigger ass," I answered.
"You don't like it?" she asked quizzically.
"I'm just too full," I said, not saying I didn't like it. "Please have mercy on me, Mistress Ambeeeer," I pleaded, as Charlie bucked his hips again.
"I'll do no such fucking thing," Amber said firmly. "After all, you're my nigger slave, aren't you?"
"Aaaaaah fuck," I moaned, as Charlie pulled out and slammed back in, fully invoking that confusing pleasure-pain principal. "Yes, Mistress, I'm now your nigger slave first and foremost," I declared, completely throwing myself upon her mercy for good or ill.
"Good answer. Charlie," Amber said, her tone softening slightly, "take it easy on my nigger for now."
"How so?" he asked.
"Give her a few gentle minutes to become accustomed to having an enormous white dick rammed up her nigger ass," she instructed.
"All right," he agreed, as he slowly pulled out and slowly slid back in, "I'll take it easy on her... for now."
"Thank you, Mistress," I smiled weakly at her. "And thank you, Massa Charlie," I said, looking back at him.
"Yeah, sure," he said, as he fucked me slowly.
The pain lingered... the pleasure teased... going to war with each other inside my asshole.
As I got used to a footlong white fuck-stick in my ass, Missy offered, "Want to get your ass fucked like your Mama's?"
"Yes please, Mistress Missy," Keisha agreed eagerly, getting on all fours while facing me.
"Hey you," she smiled, as Missy fastened a strap-on back onto her young, petite body.
"Hey yourself, Mistress," I said back.
"It gets better," she said.
"I sure hope so," I smiled back a little awkwardly.
"You look so hot with those two white dicks fucking you," she said, as Missy went behind her.
"You look hot getting fucked, eating pussy, and everything else," I said back.
"I love you, Mama," she said with a moan, as Missy entered her.
"I love you too, baby girl," I replied, as she bit her lip.
"A dick in the ass always takes a few moments to get used to," she said.
"That I can believe," I smiled, thinking this was just one more surreal conversation with my daughter, among an abundance of them since I'd arrived here.
"Oh yes," she moaned, as Missy began to fuck her ass hard, unlike the slow fucking I was receiving.
Her facial expressions and her moans turned me on, and they made me wonder what getting my ass hammered like that would be like. Yet because I estimated Missy's strap-on was only about eight inches, and Charlie's actual dick was over twelve, I wasn't ready to shift into getting my ass gloriously reamed quite yet.
"Mama, it feels so good to be a nigger ass slut for white dick," she moaned.
"Yes, yes, it really does," I agreed, while slowly, ever so slowly, the pleasure inside me began to win, and Jerry reached up and squeezed my big tits. The dick in my ass was so distracting, I'd literally forgotten I had eight inches of dick in my pussy as well.
"And dicks in both your pussy and your ass are even more amazing," Keisha said.
"It's definitely something else," I agreed, as I really began to enjoy that huge dick in my ass.
"Ready to really get that ass of yours railed, Mama?" Keisha asked, as Missy hammered her from behind.
"Yes baby, I believe I am," I agreed.
"Then tell that to our white masters, Keisha said with a moan.
"Oh fuck," I moaned. "Massa, I'm ready to go for broke. Please give it to me."
"You saying you want me to really pound your asshole?" he asked, pausing with his dick buried deep inside me.
"Yes Massa, fuck yo nigga as hard as you want, sir," I said, both of my holes on fire and desperately wanting to feel his footlong dick destroying my asshole.
"Oh yes, fuck my asshole Mistress, while my Mama gets her asshole destroyed," Keisha moaned.
"Ready?" Charlie asked.
"Yes Massa," I said with anticipation, and then repeating some words I'd been told by Amber a few times during my mental manipulation, "I was born to be a nigger cum dump!"
"Yes you were," he agreed, as he began to fuck me.
Hard!
"Oh fuck!" I moaned loudly... more of a scream... instant intense pleasure coursing through me as I stared straight ahead into my daughter's lovely black face.
"Take that big white dick, Mama," Keisha cheered me on as I did just that. Twelve plus inches powerfully filling my ass... with deep, furious thrusts.
"Yeah, baaaaaby," I moaned as the intensity increased, and the pain dissipated completely, and my body was consumed with euphoria... plus pure, unbridled pleasure.
"This nigger can really take it," Charlie said, sounding impressed at how well I was taking his footlong dick.
"She's been waiting more than forty years for this moment," Amber said.
"Better... late... than... never," I struggled to gasp out, as Charlie drilled my asshole.
"And this is just the start, Mama," Keisha said.
"I hope so," I replied, as I closed my eyes and just allowed pleasure to consume me, and the young white man to use me.
"Enough of this shit," Jerry said, having remained rather stoic as my ass was slowly fucked and being prepared for the hard drilling I was now taking.
He bucked up his hips, and I felt like those two white dicks were colliding in the middle of my body.
"Oh fuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, as my body started getting bounced around like a Raggedy Ann doll, while Jerry and Charlie somehow managed to fuck me in smooth unison.
My big tits flew all over the place.
The pleasure became more intense.
My head went light again.
I babbled like a fucking nasty bimbo nigger over the next couple minutes of intense double penetration! "Oh yes... fuck yo nigga... my pussy... my ass... Jesus... oh fuck yo slut... fuck... so full!"
"Come, nigger," Charlie ordered, as I felt his cum exploding way up in my asshole.
"Yes Massa, yes, yes, yeeeeeesss!" I obeyed his order, his cum triggering yet another orgasm inside me.
"Yes, fill my Mama with your big load," Keisha cheered, as I looked up and saw she too was now getting double penetrated by Missy, who was now down on the floor facing up, and Jamie, now in her ass.
"So good," I moaned with pulsating breaths, since both dicks had yet to slow down.
A few strokes later, with Charlie's load deep in my bowels, Jerry asserted himself, saying, "My turn."
"Yeah, you can have my sloppy seconds," Charlie laughed as he pulled out.
I rolled off Jerry, who pulled me onto all fours and slammed his dick in my ass... and although his dick was smaller... his curve felt so good.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass, Massa," I moaned, even as my orgasm was still coursing through me.
"Oh yeah, want another load in your nigger asshole?" Jerry asked after not even a dozen strokes.
"Yes Massa, fill my asshole with your dominant load," I moaned, unable to do anything but allow myself to be sodomized as pleasure still consumed me from the anal orgasm.
He grunted a couple strokes later, so I was actually a little disappointed he came so quickly, as a second load filled my ass.
When he pulled out, I collapsed onto the floor, and listened to my daughter screaming as her orgasm hit too.
She collapsed beside me, and Amber said, "Boys, it's time for you to leave."
"That's okay, I'm spent," Charlie said.
"It's girls' night now," Amber said.
"I think you broke me," I said weakly.
"I broke you the day you walked in on us," Amber said, spinning the word 'broke' away from my initial meaning.
"I guess you must have," I agreed. "You really got my attention, and from there it was all downhill."
Girls, take the niggers to my bedroom," Amber ordered.
"Yes Mistress," Jamie said, as she fastened the leash back onto my 'Nigger Slave' collar, and I began crawling.
"The night is just getting started, nigger," Jamie told me.
"I can't fathom," I said, having already reached so many orgasms and done so many sick and twisted things.
But as I crawled to my daughter's bedroom, I felt at ease.
This was what I was born to be.
This was what I had been missing in my life.
This was who I was.
.....
.....
.....
Epilogue
That night I ate all four women to multiple orgasms... I took strap-ons in both holes, and I even discovered the unexpected pleasure of golden showers.
When Amber, Keisha and I returned to what had become my former home to collect my stuff so I could move in with Mistress Amber and my daughter permanently, we spent a wild night with Mrs. Walker. And after Amber had declared her an honorary nigger for the night, it included her eighteen-year-old daughter discovering the joys of dominating not only Keisha and me... but her 'nigger' mother as well. Amber even required her to lick my unworthy asshole while I called her names, which the 'dirty albino nigger slut' really seemed to enjoy.
I also did some pegging when I went to pick up some items of mine at Jeremy's house... with Amber calling the shots as I really fucked his asshole raw with a twelve-inch strap-on cock that was fat as fuck... he whimpered like a complete bitch convincing me without a doubt he wasn't the man for me... the moment being the ultimate aspect of closure.
Back home, I became the fulltime house nigger... while still doing my job online.
In short, I ate pussy... I sucked dick... I got sodomized regularly... I serviced the odd glory hole... I was used all night at a sorority house... and when my sister Ebony came to visit, I did nothing to interfere with her becoming another pet for Amber... and when my own Mama came to visit, I was instrumental in her too succumbing to her inevitable position as a nigger slave.
But those are stories for another day... because right now I have a Mistress who's summoning me to eat her while she's on a zoom call with her mother (who I've serviced on multiple occasions, as well as her tasty grandma, two sisters and a brother... although her dad is out of the picture)... oh... and did I mention I'm eight months pregnant. I have no idea who the daddy is... I can narrow it down to around 30 men... a night at a frat house really increased the possible number of daddies... the only thing I know for sure is the daddy is white... and young.
The end
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My Son's Lap: A Wicked 4-Some
Summary: Mom and son have foursome with younger couple.
This is part three of the My Son's Lap series.
In part 1, a mother sits on her son's lap while he's playing Santa for her company's Christmas party, and she's astonished to find herself with his big cock in her pussy. They slyly fuck in a room full of people... then do round two in the office... where he shows her a letter that verifies his claim that her deceased husband had set up the incestuous encounter, and she also learns that he'd requested his son to take over as both the man and the cock of their household. Given her longstanding submissive nature and the love she has for her son, she gratefully agrees to the exciting new arrangement.
In part two, mom and son take an Uber ride home, where because it's crowded, she needs to sit in his lap again, which leads to a lap-fucking sequel... this time with strangers in the car, two of whom eventually join in... with an obnoxious prude in the front seat, plus a supportive and bemused driver.
And now the story continues.
My Son's Lap: A Wicked 4-Some
I hurried into our new friends' house, slipped out of my heels, my feet quite sore, and proceeded into the living room, somewhat expecting some three-way action to have already started without me.
And I was right.
Amanda was already out of her dress, wearing only a bra, panties and pantyhose, on her knees with both cocks out... and with my son's in her mouth so she could clean my pussy cum off of it while she stroked her boyfriend.
I went over and offered, dropping to my knees in front of Derek and right beside Amanda, "Let me lend a hand."
Amanda released her hand and directed her complete focus to my son's dick. She briefly took it out of her mouth to say, "Your pussy tastes pretty good on your young man's dick."
"Only pretty good?" I asked with a cute little pout.
"I don't want to sound like I love how you taste," Amanda said, as I began to stroke her boyfriend's hard dick.
"What a shame! Because a bit later, I'm sure you'll have to suffer through tasting even more of it, directly from the source," I warned her playfully.
"Actually I can't wait," she grinned, and she took my son's cock back in her mouth.
As I stroked Derek's cock and licked his thick shaft, I smiled, "And perhaps you'd enjoy a mouth? Mine happens to be empty at the moment."
"I'd love that," he replied, and he pointed his cock towards my mouth.
"If you insist," I said, opening wide and taking his seven-inch member between my lips, I began sucking; and of course I could taste Amanda's pussy on it... just one more kinky and fun addition to one more kinky act tonight.
"Oh fuck," he groaned. "Do you two do things like this often?"
"Maybe in the future, but this evening is a first for us," Cody answered for us both, since my mouth was full. Then while both of us women bobbed on each other's significant other, he added. "Actually tonight was the first time we ever hooked up at all!"
"No way," Derek said.
"Yeah, it just kind of happened at our company Christmas party," Cody explained, which was true.
"How?" Derek asked curiously.
"Well, I was the Santa for the staff party this year, and a moment before she sat on my lap, I whipped out my cock and she sat down right on it," Cody said. "She found it quite a surprise!"
"No way," Derek said, and as I deep throated his cock and held it there tickling my tonsils, he groaned as he asked, "Wasn't she wearing any panties?"
"Nope," Cody said.
"And you knew that beforehand? How?" Derek asked, as I resumed my deep throat cock bobbing.
"Her husband had told me she always went commando at these parties," he said, so far telling the absolute truth... just not all of it.
"No way," Derek repeated, his shorthand response to his obvious shock at what he was hearing.
"Yeah, because of an illness, he's no longer able take care of her sexually, so he asked me to step in for him," Cody continued spinning his wild absolutely truthful but misleading tale.
I took his cock out of my mouth and added, "Which means going forward, Cody will be the one giving me dick whenever I want it."
"Although she may be impossible to keep up with," Cody laughed.
"She does seem insatiable," Derek observed as I swirled my tongue around his cock.
"You don't know the half of it," I embellished, before swallowing his cock back into my eager, experienced mouth.
"Shit," Derek moaned.
"Yeah, she can really suck a cock," Cody complimented me.
"Hey! What about me?" Amanda asked.
"You're a great cock sucker too," Cody said. Then showing his sexy dominant side, he ordered, "Now get back to sucking, woman, while we menfolk talk."
"I've never let anyone talk to me like that," Amanda objected.
So Cody stood up and demanded, "No? Do you want my dick or not?"
I quit sucking Derek to watch my son work his dominant magic... which I found particularly fascinating, because he was so much like his father! (We too had occasionally played with other people as a couple.)
"Yes," Amanda said.
Cody then slapped her cheek with his hard cock and ordered, "Then beg me for it." He next slid his cock all the way into her mouth and held it there until she gagged a little, and he then pulled out so she could start begging.
Amanda was clearly not used to a dominant man, yet like the submissive she may have been behind her surprise, she responded with a lust similar to mine, "Please Sir, let me suck your big cock!"
"Depends. Will you let me fuck your face?" Cody asked, and then didn't wait for a response, but just slid his cock into her open mouth, grabbed her head, and began face fucking her.
"That looks exciting! Want to do that to me?" I asked Derek.
"Uh, fuck yeah," he said, and he stood up, while watching his girlfriend getting used in a way she normally probably wasn't.
As he slid his cock into my mouth, timidly grabbed my skull and began tentatively face fucking me, Cody said breezily to him, "You see, all women behind their prim and proper exteriors are sluts. They just need a bit of encouragement at first."
"I don't know if I agree," Derek said.
"Trust me," Cody said. "Your hot piece of ass here is a nasty slut. And don't get offended, because I mean that as a compliment." He pulled his dick out of her mouth and asked, "Aren't you, Amanda?"
"I've never let anyone treat me this way," she replied.
"But you love it, don't you?" Cody asked.
"Kind of," Amanda answered, her tone indicating that she did, but she couldn't figure out why she did.
I pushed Kevin away from me and whispered to him, "Pay attention to how he's handling this; you'll learn a few useful things about your girlfriend." I then settled down on my heels so I could watch my masterful son work his magic.
"No one can 'kind of' like it," Cody said, sliding his dick back into her mouth and back out again. Just once.
"Fine then, I like it," Amanda said, frustrated.
"Get on the couch and bend over for me," Cody ordered.
Amanda looked over at me, and then up to Derek.
We just watched, waiting to see what she'd do. The decision to cross this line should really be up to her, after all. Although if Derek objected he could speak up; and if she went ahead without his objecting, he could hardly accuse her of cheating behind his back.
"Do it now, slut," Cody said. "I bet your pussy is soaked just from the thought of getting fucked by an eighteen-year-old stud."
"I'm sorry, honey," Amanda said to Derek, as she got up from her knees and onto the couch on her hands and knees.
I stood up, stripped off my dress and said to Derek, "You don't look like you mind what they're about to do, and neither do I. But if my man is fucking your girlfriend, then you're fucking me. How does that sound?"
"Hell yeah," Derek said, in a bit of a daze, as he watched my son rip a hole in his girlfriend's pantyhose, pull her panties to the side, and slide right in.
"She's fucking soaked," Cody reported, as I crouched on the couch beside Amanda.
"Oh fuck," Amanda moaned. "I can't believe I'm doing this."
"What? Getting fucked?" I asked, as I bent over and wiggled my ass at Derek, who was still in a daze. All he could do was watch while Cody drilled his girlfriend. He didn't appear to mind, far from it, but he was stunned.
"Fucked by another man," she moaned, while my son had his hands on her hips and was really pounding her.
"I think your man is absolutely entranced by what you're doing," I said.
Amanda looked back to see the expression on Derek's face... which did indeed look entranced, but also horny. She urged him through a moan, "Fuck the MILF for me, sweetheart. I don't want to be the only one of us cheating."
"Yeah get that dick inside me," I demanded.
"Yeah right, sorry, this is all a little crazy," Derek said, as he got behind me, twitched my panties aside and slid right in. "But you're not cheating; you're magnificent!"
"She is, isn't she? And it isn't cheating if you're both doing it together. Plus, you're both even in the same room!" I pointed out. "That's called sharing, or swapping, or better yet, swinging."
"I guess," Amanda responded, as Cody was fucking her as hard as he could... his body slamming into her each time and making sounds that anyone in the world would recognize as fucking.
"Do me like my man is doing your girl," I demanded, since Derek was only slowly fucking me while he watched his girlfriend getting really railed.
"Uh, yeah, okay," Derek said, and he grabbed my hips and started pounding me better, but I still wouldn't call it really good.
"Oh fuck," Amanda moaned, my son's big dick slamming in her pussy, getting her really revved up.
"Do you like being my slut?" Cody asked her, and he reached up, grabbed her hair and pulled on it, not remotely slowing down.
Derek let out a little gasp that told me that wasn't something he'd ever call her. And then he gasped considerably louder when he heard her response!
"Oh yes, I love being your fucking slut," Amanda belted out, as euphoria overwhelmed her and the natural submissive side she might not have even known she had consumed her.
"Shit," Derek said, and he pounded into me while we both watched Cody fucking Amanda.
"So good," Amanda moaned, as she looked at me.
"He's fucking amazing, isn't he?" I asked her rhetorically, and I leaned over and kissed her.
And as we both got pounded from behind, we shared passionate kisses... it wasn't easy while we were being hammered... but we managed, if only haphazardly.
"Oh fuck," she moaned, looking at Derek with a lustful vulnerability, but obviously addressing Cody. "Don't stop!"
"Don't you dare come without my permission, slut," Cody ordered.
I found this dominant side of him so fucking hot. And in case it needs saying, I didn't feel the slightest bit of jealousy or possessiveness because of what he was doing. I didn't own him, and I looked forward to seeing him in action with the other three pet sluts he'd corralled before adding me to his stable tonight. On the other hand, he absolutely definitely positively owned me!
"But I'm about to burst!" she declared, so Cody instantly froze deep inside her. "Nooooooo," she whined with a desperation only a woman nearing orgasm could utter.
"Tell me what you are," Cody ordered, and he bucked his hips, but only once, piledriving himself even deeper inside her.
"Hey, you! Don't slow down," I demanded, since Derek had once again gotten distracted by what was happening to his girlfriend... I would have felt insulted if I didn't know how powerfully this unforeseen experience must be affecting both him and his woman.
"Oops! Sorry," he apologized.
"I'm a slut, and I'm your slut," Amanda declared, desperate for Cody to resume his hard fucking... desperate to achieve the orgasm that was lingering just out of her reach.
Cody bucked his hips three times, making her scream... and making me wish he was fucking me instead of Derek... who didn't understand the needs of his women, not even the woman his dick was inside of right now. Cody then began really hammering her.
"Yes, fuck me, please fuck me, give me that big young dick," Amanda bellowed, beginning to bounce back, meeting his deep thrusts.
Deciding to take matters into my own hands, or more accurately into my own honeypot, I began bouncing back on Derek, so I too could get off... his lack of any smooth fucking really frustrating me, and it wasn't getting me any closer to my own much-needed orgasm... while I watched the hottest sex I'd ever seen, from just foot or so away.
"You're now allowed to come, slut, so come all over my dick," Cody ordered a minute or so later.
"Oh yes, fuck, fuck, yes, yes, fuck!" she babbled out her imminent orgasm, obviously about to erupt.
"Now slut, come right fucking now," Cody ordered, giving her hair a ferocious yank as he slammed into her.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" she screamed in both pain and ecstasy as her orgasm ripped through her... this one appearing to be a lot more intense than the one Derek had brought her to back in the Uber.
Watching Cody dominate her, watching her come... plus bouncing back on Derek's dick... was bringing me close to my own orgasm.
Cody kept drilling her throughout her orgasm, before he pulled out and ordered, "Spin around and get ready for my load all over your face."
"Good luck with that, she doesn't do facials," Derek scoffed, a moment before she whirled around and took his cock in her mouth. Derek gasped, "Well, fuck me!"
"No, remember?" I rebutted. "You're supposed to be fucking me!"
"Oh yeah, suck your pussy cum off my dick," Cody groaned.
Amanda bobbed like a starving Linda Lovelace, while I kept bouncing back to meet Derek's lack of constantly paced strokes.
Thirty seconds of frenetic porn queen cock sucking was all it took, before Cody pulled out and splattered a massive load all over the pretty woman's face.
"Holy shit," Derek blurted out, clearly shocked at the sight of his woman getting her face painted. Willingly!
"Yes," Amanda moaned as she felt the warm cream flooding her face.
"Come inside me," I demanded. "Fill me up."
"Really?" Derek asked.
"Yeah, I can't have kids anymore," I said. "So just dump your load in my pussy."
"All right," he said, finally focussing on me, while his woman took Cody's cock back in her mouth to retrieve any slow swimmers she could find... her face now lavishly coated with Cody's cum.
"Oh yeah, that's it, fuck me, fuck me harder," I demanded, as Derek was finally slamming into me, and I was gratefully bouncing back to drill his dick as deep as I possibly could.
Amanda, cum dripping down her face, looked across and urged, "Fill her pussy, baby."
"Oh yeah," he groaned, clearly close... while I wasn't as close.
Then I felt his cock twitching and his load filling me... the third load to go inside my greedy pussy tonight.
"Fuck!" grunted Derek.
I just let him fill my pussy and bided my time, knowing his lack of aggressiveness wasn't going to get me off.
Once he was spent, I gently pushed him away, grabbed Amanda, who was still on the couch and just arising upright, still on her knees, and tumbled backwards on the sofa while bringing her along for the ride and ordered, "Eat my cream pie, sexy girl."
Before she could say anything, although her eyes went a little wide again, I shoved her cum-coated face into my wet pussy.
There was a brief hesitation, before I felt her begin to lick.
"Oh yeah, eat that pussy," I moaned, as both of our men rose to their feet and watched... and Derek's eyes were even bigger than Amanda's had been a moment ago.
"Eat that MILF pussy, slut," Cody ordered... which provoked to a change in her approach.
At first she'd been tentative... timid... slow... but after a minute or so, once Cody had given her that order, she began licking faster... more aggressively... spearing her tongue as deep inside me as she could.
Derek turned to Cody and said, "I can't believe she didn't rip your balls right off when you called her a slut!"
Cody shrugged, "I have a knack for bringing out a woman's inner slut."
"How do you do it?" Derek asked.
"It's just a gift," he said, looking fondly down at me. "I can see through the façade."
"What façade?" Derek asked.
Amanda was really licking me now!
"Every woman needs a man who'll treat her like a lady in public and a slut in the bedroom," Cody explained. "A steady diet of either approach is unsatisfactory... treat her like a slut all the time and that's how people will see her, which is horrible; but a steady diet of 'whatever you want dear' in the bedroom and you're just a wuss."
"That hasn't been my experience," Derek said.
"You have to get past the exterior persona," Cody said. "Past the rigid stereotypes religion and society have dictated to both men and women. Harmful ideas like 'Always stand up for yourself right or wrong, or you're not a real man.' Or 'If you ever stand up for yourself, you're not a proper woman, you're just a bossy bitch'."
"I don't even know where I'd begin," Derek said.
"Finger me while you suck on my clit, my lesbian pet," I ordered, a term I often enjoyed in the erotica I read. Although I was almost always submissive with a man (but not tonight with Derek), during most of my lesbian encounters, I was in charge.
Amanda both fingered and sucked me while Cody continued his dissertation, "You need to keep your eyes open, and then push a woman hard as soon as she's in the heat of passion. That's when you'll learn if she's submissive."
"I see," Derek said, although I'm not sure he did.
"And most women are submissive," Cody added. "Especially older women."
"Oh, fuck yes, finger bang me, slut," I moaned, my orgasm finally rising in the wake of Derek's disappointing fuck.
"For example, you treated Debbie way too gently just now, when it was clear she wanted you to fuck the shit out of her," Cody said.
"I certainly did," I agreed.
"I was just so overwhelmed by Amanda allowing you to do things she'd never allowed me to do, that I couldn't focus on Debbie."
"I can understand that," Cody acknowledged. "What that was, is that she really needed the kind of slam dunk fucking you've always been too timid to give her."
"Yes Amanda, suck on my clit," I moaned loudly, my hand now on the back of her head and my orgasm imminent.
Her finger, or two of them actually, were pumping in and out of me furiously, as her lips sucked on my clit, and she even shook her head a bit.
"Oh fuck, your slut can really eat a pussy," I moaned.
"Come, slut," Cody said, slapping my tits. "Come all over our new slut."
"Our?" I asked.
"Yes. After tonight, she'll be delighted to come over to get fucked or to eat your pussy whenever we want," he said with complete confidence.
"Is that true, Amanda?" I asked, and even though I was so close to coming, I wanted to hear her response, so I raised her head just enough to see her cum-coated face.
"Yes Mistress, I'll be your slut anytime you like," she said through her lustful daze, before diving back into my pussy, and continuing to finger bang me while sucking on my clit.
"Oh yes! Eat me, fuck me, bitch!" I moaned, looking first at my son, and then at her stunned boyfriend as I grabbed the back of her head, and held her face planted against my pussy while I came. "Fuuuuuuuck!"
She pulled out her fingers, and hungrily lapped up my pussy juice while it gushed out of me, to coat her pretty face even more, and to flow into her hungry mouth.



"69, sluts," Cody ordered, even though I was still enjoying the pleasant aftershocks of my orgasm.
"Mmmmm, and next would you like to watch Amanda and me eating each other's pussies?" I asked Derek, who still looked stunned.
"Yeah," he nodded, sitting down on the couch. Cody sat down beside him, and I pulled Amanda onto the carpet.
"Let's put on a show for our men," I said. And then I kissed her, tasting my own pussy cum on her lips.
Amanda melted into me, and our hands roamed all over each other's bodies, and our tongues explored each other's mouths.
"Shit," Derek said, in a constant state of shock.
"You've just got to treat them the way they really want to be treated deep down, beyond their façade of propriety," Cody explained.
"I wouldn't ever believe this if I wasn't seeing it with my own eyes," Derek said, as we girls squeezed each other's asses.
"Alcohol helps to loosen their inhibitions," Cody explained. "But once they break the chains of social expectations and allow their libidos and the many dark fantasies they've hidden inside for all these years to come out to play, there's no turning back for them. Isn't that right, my slut?"
"Yes, my baby," I agreed. I then pushed Amanda onto her back, spun around, and dove my face into her pussy.
"So hot," Derek said.
"Do you like watching me eating pussy and lezzing out?" Amanda asked, as I began probing her pussy lips with my tongue.
"Yeah, umm... slut," Derek said, his tone lacking Cody's confidence.
"Don't say it so tentatively," Cody said. Say it more like, "'Yeah slut, I fucking love watching you eat that bitch's pussy.' We're doing the nasty here, not dining in some fancy restaurant with our pinkie fingers in the air."
"I can't believe I'm this okay with being called a slut," Amanda said, before she leaned up and licked my pussy again.
"That's because you are a slut," Cody said. "You're our slut."
"Fuck yes, I am," Amanda moaned, both from my tongue probing her pussy, and from my son declaring she was our slut. Take it from me, sometimes it's really nice to be owned.
"Yeah, and you'll be eating this slut's pussy regularly," I added as she licked it.
"Any time," Amanda said, clearly enjoying dining on my pussy as much as I was enjoying dining on hers.
"Like I said," Cody said, "a woman wants a man who knows what he wants, and who knows what she needs."
A moment later I felt hands on my hips, and a cock slide into my pussy. "Oh yes, baby," I moaned, and even though I was plonked face down in Amanda's pussy, I knew from its size it was Cody filling me up. I was also certain that from her vantage point, Amanda was getting a great view of the penetration.
"Who owns this pussy?" he asked as he bucked into me hard... while Amanda flicked my clit.
"Yoooooooou do," I moaned loudly, his deep thrust, combined with the pressure on my clit, intensifying my pleasure like crazy.
"Come and fuck me, baby," Amanda demanded.
"You heard her," Cody added.
A moment later, as Cody began fucking me... hard and deep... Derek got between Amanda's legs, raised her ass, spread her legs, and slid inside her... thus repositioning her pelvis so she was even easier to lick.
"Oh yes, fuck me and fuck me hard," Amanda begged. She kept licking me, and I assumed she was now including Cody's cock in her ministrations as well.
"Give her the fucking she both wants and needs," Cody said, "and don't hold back this time," and for the next few minutes, both men thoroughly fucked their respective women.
Deep!
Hard!
Rough!
Both Amanda's and my moans increased and echoed through the living room... as did the sounds of Cody's body slamming into mine and Derek's into Amanda's.
We girls also kept licking, although our efforts were rather haphazard as the intense fucking consumed our very beings, which had us flailing around helplessly.
Amanda came first... then I followed... while both men continued fucking us.
Sensing Derek was close, I ordered, "When you come, shoot it onto my face, Derek."
"You sure?" he asked.
"Yes, I want that big, messy load all over my face," I demanded, wanting the thrill of feeling a warm facial to cap off this wicked night of sexual debauchery.
Cody asked, "How about you? Do you want my load all over your face again, slut?"
"Yes, shoot that wet, sticky load all over my face too," Amanda gasped out through her orgasmic bliss.
"Shit, she's never allowed me to do that," Derek said, and just then Cody suddenly pulled out of me and splattered his load downwards all over Amanda's pretty face.
"Fuck," Derek grunted a minute later, pulling out of Amanda, and immediately squirting a load of his warm cum up and onto my face.
As both men retreated, I spun around, looked down at Amanda and said, "You look so hot with my man's cum all over your face!"
"Before tonight, I've never allowed a guy to come on my face," Amanda said.
"Then why now?" I asked.
"I don't know," she said. "I was just consumed by desire."
"I know the feeling," I said, and I lowered my head and kissed her again. Especially wetly this time due to the state of our respective faces.
A few minutes later we were dressed, cum still all over the girls' faces, with Cody and I getting ready to leave. I swapped numbers with Amanda, and as we were leaving, Cody mentioned, slapping Amanda's ass, "Next time I'm fucking your hot ass."
"Oh my," Amanda said demurely, assuredly an ass virgin... just like I was. During the time of our courtship and marriage I'd allowed Jake to do many things to me, but anal wasn't one of them... I'd just never considered it erotic... and he'd never seemed inclined to do it either. It had just been an unspoken agreement between my dom and his sub... fuck me and use me however you want... but no anal.
As we walked the couple blocks home... it was well past midnight by now... Cody asked me, "Do you take it in the ass, Mom?"
"I never have," I answered, as we strolled along the sidewalk hand in hand, not like mother and son, but as lovers returning home to share an actual bed for the first time.
"Then that's going to change," he said in a confident, no-nonsense tone... as he squeezed my hand.
I didn't say a word... I just kept walking, still holding hands, wondering if that was something I was willing to do for my son... for the new Man of the House.
The end!
NEXT (at some point) if enough people want to hear more of their adventures:
My Son's Lap: Anal Mommy
Son takes his Mom's virgin asshole.
My Son's Lap: And Sneaky Sex
Mom and Son sneakily fuck each other with other members of their family nearby.
My Son's Lap: First Threesome
Son helps Mom explore same sex fun with one of his other pets.
My Son's Lap: New Years Family Threesome
Daughter comes home from college and joins in on the family fuck fest.
My Son's Lap: Valentine's Day
Son takes Mom on a romantic holiday. (Where? Any suggestions?)
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Summary: Mom teaches daughter how to masturbate.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Larry, who requested the story.
Note 2: This is part seven in the MOM'S MOTIVATION series.
In Part 1, Mom's Motivation, Stephanie uses her sexual prowess to motivate the younger of her two grown sons into finally getting a job.
In Part 2, Mom's Motivation: A 2nd Son, after a few fun and exciting encounters with her younger son, she invites him over for another all-nighter (while her high school senior daughter is away at a sleepover), and they're caught in the act by her elder son, which leads to a very hot threesome. (Which only happens once Andrew, the elder son, convinces his Mom that he too can and will get a job.)
In Part 3: Mom's Motivation: Anal Mommy, the next day the boys double penetrate their Mommy.
In Part 4: Mom's Motivation: Daughter's BF, Stephanie, upon discovering her daughter's fear of losing her boyfriend Joel, decides to take matters into her own hands (for 'matters' read Joel's cock), and into her mouth and pussy... willing to do anything to protect her daughter.
In Part 5, Mom's Motivation, Daughter's Prom, Stephanie drains Joel before Haley's prom, ends up making sure he has a good prom when Haley doesn't follow through and gets caught sucking his cock in the car by his roommates.
In Part 6, Mom's Motivation: Dorm Blackmail, Joel's two roommates don't quite mention blackmail when they tell Joel they want to meet Stephanie, but not wishing to take any chances (and also happy to get laid), she goes over late the next morning and takes all three of them on for a few hours, including a hot interlude while she's plugged completely airtight.
Now....
Part 7: Mom's Motivation: Hot Masturbation
Stephanie arrived home after her triple-teaming, six-load-taking, gangbang, feeling oddly refreshed.
Haley wasn't home.
So Stephanie took a long, warm shower to cleanse away any cum remaining on herself, having noticed she had a bit of a 'There's Something About Mary' hairdo from the abundance of cum that had landed in her hair.
She then did some baking.
She did a load of laundry.
She started getting antsy.
Ever since she'd crossed the invisible line of propriety a while ago to begin having sex with her younger son, her libido had been on a constant overdrive setting. She just couldn't get enough dick... and she just couldn't get enough orgasms, even though her escapades had been constantly escalating from 'only' fucking one of her sons, to doing both of them, to doing anal and double penetration with them, to fucking a couple of thugs who'd been harassing her sons (only once, mind you), to then also offering herself as a three-hole slut to her daughter's boyfriend on a regular basis (in addition to her sons, remember we're describing escalation here), to culminating (for now) earlier today with a gangbang that included the boyfriend and his two roommates. And the point being made here is that she felt she still wasn't getting enough!
Or in immediate terms, Stephanie replayed today's earlier gangbang in her mind, and even though she'd been thoroughly fucked throughout a three-cock triple-team gangbang (including a fair amount of airtight), she was once again feeling horny... although in all fairness I mean this ironically), it had been 'only' three hours of action... give or take.
Haley had texted her a couple hours ago to say she was going to a movie, her boys were both working, alas (which was actually a good thing, since back at the beginning, the point of her initiating all this sexual activity had been to motivate her two layabout grown sons into getting those jobs).
So Stephanie resigned herself to grabbing her vibrator, which had been her only intimate friend during a few years prior to her seducing her younger son, then she also grabbed her laptop, and she settled herself into her bedroom to get herself off a time or two before she needed to head off to work at Hooters in a couple of hours.
Already wearing her Hooters pantyhose, (standard issue except for certain discrete hole she'd snipped and hemmed into the crotch for easy access to her two Mommy fuck holes), plus only a t-shirt for a top, that barely held her big tits in place and didn't remotely conceal her hard nipples... she began playing one of her favourite gangbang videos from the subfile on her drive that was simply marked 'gangbang'. The video was about a female teacher who motivates not one, or two, or three, or even four, but five struggling, slightly disobedient male students into a much fuller appreciation of the benefits of a higher education. She achieved this goal of course, in the normal fashion (normal for porn, that is). Becoming impatient with her t-shirt, Stephanie stripped it off and tossed it carelessly onto the floor before she began touching herself.
Stephanie had amassed a rather large collection of porn... which was well-organized in a number of nesting folders and subfolders.
There was gangbang of course, but also faux incest... where stepmothers fucked their stepsons, and stepmoms did their stepdaughters, plus many other men, women and children (of legal age, sometimes barely) fucked other people in every combination of step-relations imaginable. There were lots of websites out there catering to this kink, including Bratty Sis, Family Strokes and others...
There was also sneaky sex porn, which always turned her on... for instance a mother being fucked in the kitchen while her kids were nearby in the living room with no idea of what was going on was a major turn-on, as was someone hiding under a table and sucking a cock or eating a pussy, while various other people were eating breakfast or dinner with nobody except the recipient of the oral sex being aware it was occurring.
There was also of course, lesbian porn. The majority of that was a MILF with a younger girl... where sometimes the MILF was seduced by a girl much younger than herself, or was even nastily dominated; or at other times the MILF was the perpetrator, and she turned a sweet, innocent girl into a lesbian.
Although this next one wasn't something she watched very often since Stephanie seldom wanted to be ass fucked (unless there also a dick in her pussy, in which case bring it on), was anal. This folder wasn't too large, but it did contain a few hot scenes where a woman was simply ass fucked into submission.
One of her other favourites but only when she was in the mood for it, was humiliation porn. A woman being totally dominated, degraded, insulted, humiliated and used by a man or a woman or even an entire group of people could be so cunt-drippingly exciting!
Lastly, and this niche was quite new, she'd recently happened across a 'freeuse' fetish... which she was pretty sure had been pioneered by a video called 'Just Ignore Him'. These clips were very original and surreal... where a woman (aged from barely eighteen on up, and always female) was used either by a man or two (or occasionally by another woman) whenever and however the other person felt like it. These were hot because unlike sneaky sex, the action was right out in the open but not particularly acknowledged, such as a stepdaughter bent over the kitchen table being fucked by her stepdad while she chatted casually with her mother; or a stepson 'just happened' to show up and stuck his dick in his stepmother's mouth while she and her daughter continued watching television (the daughter not unaware of what was happening right next to her, but apparently not thinking it worthy of her notice, either).
It was only while Stephanie was sorting through her porn just for something to do a few days ago, that she realized she herself had become somewhat of a living, breathing freeuse Mom. Recently her two sons had been fucking her whenever they wanted to, and ever since she'd seduced him, Joel too was having sex with her whenever he felt like meeting with her and dumping a load... the only difference being that none of this was happening out in the open, because of her need to keep it all a complete secret from her daughter. She wondered if perhaps one day she might be able to become a true freeuse Mommy, by coming completely out in the open to her daughter and beginning to fulfill all of her needs as well.
For fifteen minutes she watched, while on the video the teacher gradually progressed her way towards servicing all of those students... fucking and sucking all five of their cocks to completion... an expanded version of what Stephanie herself had had done just a few hours ago. It felt ironic that her three guys earlier today were also students; they just weren't her students.
Whenever she watched porn... she often took her sweet time... starting with her vibrator on low... totally unlike when she was getting hammered by her sons, Joel, or any of the others. When she was alone, she enjoyed a slow burn leading up to an orgasm.
Oblivious to her surroundings while she watched the video, imagining herself as the teacher, the profession she'd aspired to until she'd carelessly gotten herself knocked up at such a young age back in high school, Haley had just entered the house, and she called upstairs, "Mom!"
Stephanie was deeply immersed in the video, watching the teacher in action with cocks in all three of her holes while she was also impressively stroking two more... something Stephanie had never done herself so far, which seemed the most impressive example of multi-tasking ever. Which was why she didn't notice her daughter calling out to her, even though her bedroom door was halfway open.
"Mom?" Haley called out again, looking into the kitchen. Her Mom's car was in the driveway, so she had to be in the house somewhere.
Stephanie was intensely watching the three luckiest of the five cocks working in smooth unison, which she hadn't managed to achieve during her airtight experience earlier today, so she still didn't notice her daughter calling her.
Haley went upstairs and was approaching her Mom's room, when she heard some moaning. She paused. Did her Mom have a man in her bedroom? Given their recent overly frank (in Haley's estimation) conversations together, that wouldn't be a complete surprise.
"Oh yeah, fuck all my holes," Stephanie moaned, beginning to fuck herself faster since her orgasm was rising, and she also slid a finger inside her well-fucked butt.
Haley froze in place only a couple feet from her mother's half-open bedroom door.
"Oh God do I need a dick in my ass!" the mother moaned as she fingered her ass... while she pumped the vibrator... now running on high... in and out of her pussy.
Haley's eyes went wide. Her Mom was apparently voicing some fantasy she was indulging, and it included people fucking all of her holes? Including someone's dick in her ass? She considered turning around to tiptoe back downstairs and completely out of the house and driving away for an hour or so. But curiosity got the better of her, so she stayed where she was, and continued listening.
"Oh fuck, give me those cocks, give me all your cum," Stephanie moaned, lost in the video, where all those big cocks were giving that lucky teacher exactly what Stephanie too so desperately wanted right now... even though she'd already been triple-teamed only a few hours ago... so what an insatiable slut she'd become!
Haley was quietly tiptoeing towards the open doorway when she heard another woman's voice moan, "Oh yes, give it to me!"
Haley froze just inches from the doorway. Her Mom was having sex with another woman? Unbelievable!
Stephanie was imagining herself in this wicked five-guy one-girl gangbang, wishing she could have those five cocks, even after she'd made full use of three of them earlier in the day... the expression 'The more the merrier' never seeming more true. "Oh fuck, I'm going to come!" Stephanie moaned, as she furiously fucked herself in both holes.
Haley felt something tugging her forward, and she took a deep breath, paused for a moment, and then stumbled into her mother's bedroom... feeling like she'd just been lassoed by an invisible lariat and hauled in there! And then when she saw what she saw... which was her Mom wearing her suntan-coloured Hooters pantyhose with an oval hole in the crotch, her legs wide open, and with a buzzing vibrator in her vagina and a finger in her rectum... she gasped out, "Mom!"
Stephanie's orgasm was imminent, when she finally heard her daughter's voice. Just like a sudden cold shower would do to a guy (she supposed), her orgasm deflated immediately right down to nothing! She redirected her attention away from the nasty porn scene to her daughter... who was standing in her doorway staring right at her! Her eyes were so big.
"Haley!" she gasped, pulling the toy, still vibrating, out of her very wet pussy... with her legs parted wide enough to allow her daughter a very good view of her very wet pussy. And then as an afterthought, she also pulled her finger out of her ass.
Haley had no idea what to say next, and she was paralyzed both physically and mentally because of what she'd just stumbled into witnessing.
Stephanie, looking... pretty much like she'd looked a moment ago, except now with the vibrator buzzing in her hand instead of in her, cunt and her finger no longer in her ass... with the porn clip still playing... shrieked, "What are you doing home?!"
"The movie was sold out," Haley said numbly.
Her mother shut off the loud toy. "I see," Stephanie said, trying to figure out the best way to play this... and amazingly, very shortly after the initial shock of being caught... I guess you could say 'wet-handed' by her daughter... she was already back in control of herself.
"I-I-I guess I should go," Haley said, now with the visual of her mother... not only masturbating, but also fingering her ass... likely forever implanted in her head.
"Oh yes, fuck my holes!" the teacher demanded from the laptop, and although Haley couldn't see the video itself... she could definitely hear it. What on earth was her mother watching?
Stephanie, deciding it was time to resume the brief discussion she'd briefly had with her daughter about masturbation (if you could even call it a discussion, since Haley had only told her Mom she'd never masturbated 'cause it was a sin, and Stephanie had expressed her astonishment, before their conversation had returned to Haley's concerns about her boyfriend Joel), patted a spot beside her on the bed while she set the toy down on her nightstand.
"Come over here, Haley," she said, already back to calm and rational, even after getting caught in such a compromising situation... which was beginning to become a trend. First she'd been caught by her elder son while she was fucking her younger one, then last night she'd been caught giving her daughter's boyfriend head in a car parked right outside his dorm by one of his roommates, and now this surprise. Either Fate was a crazy mother fucker (pun intended) or like an insistent traffic cop, She was handing out a series of warnings that she should stop... stop... stop. Stephanie, of course, chose the first interpretation. And just like she'd accomplished the other two times, she refused to allow this incident to flower into a disaster.
"I don't know," Haley said, now questioning what she should think about this woman she'd idolized throughout her entire life.
"Oh yeah, you studs! double-team my cunt and my aaaaasshole!" the woman on the laptop screamed with urgent desperation.
Stephanie, acting as if she didn't notice all that sexual nastiness spewing from her computer even though she could see how it was rattling her daughter said, "You're eighteen. It's time we began speaking with each other honestly and as two adults, and not just as a mother and her daughter."
"Can you at least put some clothes on first?" Haley asked, finding herself oddly distracted by having her mother's shaved and swollen pussy displayed right in front of her.
"Right, sorry," Stephanie laughed, "but actually..." although she didn't make any effort to put on any clothes, since none of them were handy on the bed. She did however bring her long, nylon-clad legs together. "...is this better? Although you have seen me naked many times in the past," she pointed out, their having worked out at the gym together and seen each other in the shower many times.
"I guess," Haley said. "But this is different."
"Different how?" Stephanie asked, "and I'm not being stupid, I'm asking because I want your take on what you just witnessed." She hadn't yet decided exactly where to take this conversation... although she did want to take it to an adult level... and if possible to talk her prudish daughter into being... well... a little less prudish.
"I just walked in on you masturbating to porn, while you were fingering your butt," Haley summarized succinctly.
"Gotcha. Well first, watching porn is completely natural," Stephanie defended... a fact she believed 100%. "Second, the anal cavity contains many erogenous zones capable of triggering pleasure."
"That's gross," Haley said.
"That isn't very Christian of you," the mother said, knowing that questioning her daughter's faith would trigger a response.
"What isn't?"
"Judging someone's behaviour based upon a narrow-minded and ignorant viewpoint," Stephanie pointed out.
"Okay, that's a good point. I apologize," Haley acknowledged, realizing she'd just been doing what she hated to encounter when other Christians did it... judging other people without giving them any benefit of the doubt.
"Plus, it's never wise to judge something until you've tried it," the mother added. "Do you remember back when you were thirteen, how hard you argued against trying a bite of sushi before you discovered how much you actually liked it?" She was attempting to plant some seeds in her daughter's head for future possibilities... which with luck, could grow endlessly.
"Yes I do, and point taken. I'm sorry for judging you," Haley repeated, although she avoided responding directly to her mother's 'don't knock it until you try it' philosophy. There was a major difference between someone's food preferences and their morality.
"So, come and sit down," Stephanie repeated, again patting the bed.
"Oh, God, your cocks are all so fucking big!" the teacher moaned.
"This situation is really weird," Haley said, still not taking so much as a step towards her Mom, nor did she step away. Her confusion and shock were balanced against some bizarre perverse curiosity or confusion, or both.
"No, it's actually quite natural, honey," Stephanie said, her placid tone of voice completely at odds with the lustful caterwauling of the teacher..
"It feels so fucking good," the teacher moaned electronically, Stephanie glancing over to see her being double penetrated while flailing around like a rag doll, while she swung her head around not overly effectively to suck each of the other three cocks now immediately available to her.
"I'm not ashamed that I masturbate," Stephanie continued. "I mean, you understand that I have needs, right?"
"I'm not judging you," Haley said, wanting to make it crystal clear she really wasn't, even though deep down she really was. "I was just surprised at first."
"I understand," Stephanie nodded. "I imagine the sight of your mother double fucking herself must have been a shocking thing to walk in on."
"It was," Haley nodded, quietly astonished to hear her mother speaking so frankly but easily about such a private act.



"You understand I trust that masturbation, besides being soothing and feeling really good, is also healthy," Stephanie continued. "It's also therapeutic and good for you, both physically and mentally." She spoke as if of course everyone knew these things, even though she was aware that Haley likely didn't.
"Healthy?"
"And of course you also know that almost everyone masturbates, both men and women," Stephanie said. "Your brothers do, and Joel does."
"Gross!" Haley objected.
"What's gross?"
"Thinking about my brothers that way."
"Oh? Then I won't mention that they likely fuck girls too," Stephanie said wickedly.
"Mom!"
"Sorry, just saying," the mother said. There was still a divide between the two women as Haley remained in place, now leaning against the doorframe. "Orgasms release oxytocin into the body, which instills a sense of wellbeing. And according to some doctor, I don't remember which one, an orgasm produces the largest non-drug blast of dopamine that's possible."
"So you're saying I'll be less stressed out if I start jilling off?" Haley asked with a perplexed look on her face.
"Yes, and you'll also sleep better if you come just before dropping off, since your body also releases vasopressin and melatonin, the latter which, as you know, controls your sleep. If your body is relaxed and satisfied, that can lead to some lengthy and deep REM sleeping," Stephanie explained, having read that too in some article somewhere... finding it super interesting at the time.
"So I'll also sleep better if I masturbate?" Haley asked, always having a terrible time falling asleep, her head always spinning endlessly with a dozen things at once.
"Yes, masturbation calms your mind, and I know how you can be a little high strung."
"Maybe just a little high strung," Haley smiled, knowing she always stressed about everything... including lots of things she had no control over.
"Yeah, maybe only a little," Stephanie smiled back, happy with the way this conversation was slowly evolving. "Plus, a good orgasm is good for your heart, and it can even boost your immune system."
"Gotcha, Doctor Mom," Haley said with another grin.
"Yes, you damn stud, fill my asshole with your big load!" the recorded teacher screamed.
"Sorry, I know this may shock you, but your single, lonely, Dr. Ruth of a mother also loves watching porn," the mother pointed out to her daughter, and she stood up and walked towards her. "Particularly gangbang porn, which is what you're listening to."
"Isn't pornography, and especially gang... umm... that kind of porn degrading to women?" Haley asked as her half-naked mother came towards her.
"Honey, do you know that just by saying that, you yourself are degrading women?" Stephanie asked, now standing right in front of her.
"What do you mean?"
"Just give me all your loads!" the teacher begged frenziedly, the bukkake grand finish about to occur. Stephanie didn't really need to be watching this to know exactly what was happening since she'd already seen it so many times.
"Without coming right out and saying so, the idea you just put forward supports the idea that no proper woman would ever enjoy being objectified, which is another way of describing her being desired sexually. When the fact is the women actually performing in porn don't consider themselves as being degraded at all. On the contrary, it's their job, and by doing that job, they're not only creating fantasies for other people to enjoy... both men and women... but their audience is pretty much seeing them as sex goddesses, which is pretty heady stuff," the mother explained, looking into her daughter's eyes from close range. "And another point is that in essence, they're giving the viewer pleasure, and since most people pleasure themselves while watching porn like I was doing just now, the actresses starring in porn are actually promoting healthy living, kind of like a bunch of Ross Dickersons, but with tits instead of those hunky muscles."
"I guess," Haley said.
"We as women should never judge... or degrade... other women for loving sex, since sex is something God gave to all of us, and it's as natural as breathing," the mother concluded her gentle diatribe.
"I guess," Haley repeated, this being a lot to process. It pretty much turned the 'politically correct' way of talking about women and sex upside down.
"Do you trust me?" The mother asked.
"Of course," Haley nodded.
"Then come and sit on the bed with me," Stephanie urged gently, taking her daughter's now compliant hand, and leading her back to the bed.
Haley was both confused and curious. She recalled witnessing her mother's earlier astonishment that she didn't masturbate, and she'd even tried touching herself under the covers a little in her bed since then... but she'd found it awkward, because it stirred feelings in herself she'd always thought were sinful even to feel.
"I've always wanted to be a teacher," the mother shrugged, since now her daughter was also able to see the teacher surrounded by her five students, all shooting their loads onto her.
"I've never met a teacher like that one," Haley joked awkwardly, looking at a very pretty woman who was naked except thigh highs, and had gobs of cum all over her face.
"Yeah," Stephanie laughed as she grabbed her laptop. "But let me show you something a little less raunchy. I'm guessing you haven't watched much porn."
"Except for this past ten seconds, none at all," Haley admitted, while thinking it a bit strange that she felt she was 'admitting' to something she'd always considered a virtue, and was also feeling her pussy tingling a bit, which confused her.
"Then let me show you some of a more lowkey, but still erotic variety of porn," Stephanie said, tapping out of the video just after the teacher had scooped some cum off her face and stuck it in her mouth.
The mother backed out of her thirty-plus gangbang videos, and up to her general porn folder.
"How much porn to you have?" Haley gasped, noticing around a dozen folders.
"Don't ask questions you don't want answers to," the mother said as she clicked on her 'Best Of' folder.
"You have a Lesbian folder?" Haley asked, also spotting Hypnosis, Anal and Interracial.
"Honey, since whether you like it or not this time, we're engaged in a brutally frank adult conversation," Stephanie said, deciding to plant some more seeds for a future that she wasn't sure what looked like. "Your mother is bi."
"You're a lesbian?" Haley gasped.
"I didn't say that," Stephanie denied. "But to be blunt, I like pussy just as much as I like cock."
"This is all a little overwhelming."
"I understand how it would be," Stephanie said, deciding to drill down to her lesbian videos to find one in particular: an amazing lesbian scene that starred the super cute Charlotte Stokely and MILF Courtney Taylor, entitled 'Call to Pussy Worship'. "But I believe Fate has led us to this very moment."
"Fate?"
"Yes, the series of facts that first your movie was sold out, then you chose to come straight home instead of doing something else, and then you caught me pleasuring myself, all add up to, in my opinion, Fate's... or if you prefer, the good Lord's... intervention," Stephanie said, figuring if she slyly threw in some religion to support her position, it might help encourage her daughter to stick around and consider a new point of view.
"Well, I think 'God deliberately led us by our noses to this very moment' may be a stretch," Haley said, "but I see your point."
Stephanie pressed Play while saying, "Now I want you to watch this video silently for a little while. Don't speak. Don't judge. Just watch."
"Okay, but this is a little weird," Haley said, as she saw a pretty blonde girl walking down a suburban street. It looked completely ordinary.
"Just hush up and trust me," Stephanie said. "If you don't watch porn, you're in a tiny minority."
"I'm in the minority in many things," Haley agreed with a slight edge. "Such as being a straight A student."
"Fair enough, but hush," Stephanie said, as the blonde walked up to a house and knocked on the door.
As Haley watched on the laptop, the mother took her iPad and retrieved an article she recalled reading not that long ago about the growing impact of Pornhub on women. Finding it, she said, as the shy-looking girl, who was dressed like she might have just come from church but not necessarily, had been welcomed into the house by an older woman (but not all that old, since she too was very attractive), and the girl was now sitting down on a couch,
"Did you know that the number of women who visit Pornhub has grown every year recently, and now 35% of the people watching porn on that site are women?"
"What's Pornhub?"
"Somehow you've lived a very sheltered life around here," Stephanie sighed. "I haven't been a very good mother."
"What? You've been an amazing mother," Haley insisted, just before her eyes went wide upon seeing the older woman in the video inexplicably taking off her dress. "Oh my, why would that woman just take off her dress like that?"
"It's a porn video, honey," the Mom said. "They often have plots so simplistic that they're stupid."
Haley was becoming immersed in the video. The video was absurd and unrealistic... normal people wouldn't ever behave that way... yet she was being drawn in by it.
The mother monitored her daughter's reactions while she read out the following statement: "According to sex educator Niki Davis-Fainbloom, 'We as a society are moving towards embracing female sexuality, and women are feeling more deserving of pleasure. As a result, women are more open to exploring their sexuality, and there is less of a stigma about watching porn. More women are feeling empowered... and as a result, it seems there is more porn being produced that targets a female audience."
"Is this one targeted for women?" Haley asked, absorbing her mother's words, and yet not able to take her eyes off the screen.
"Actually, I read this thing about that somewhere," the Mom said, wanting to stretch this conversation out as long as she could manage while her daughter responded to the video, "now where was it?" She scrolled down until she found Gender Preferences. "Oh yes, here it is. Did you know that when women google porn, they search for lesbian porn the most?"
"They do?" Haley asked, not deaf to what her Mom saying, but with most of her attention on watching the surreal scene unfolding on the screen.
"Yeah, and they're also 160% as likely to search for pussy licking videos as men, 126% as much for fingering, and 130% as much for romantic sex," the mother continued, happy to see her daughter becoming captivated by the video like she'd anticipated she'd be, as the MILF began rubbing her own pussy while the girl tried unsuccessfully not to stare.
"Why's that?" Haley asked, her eyes glued to the screen, but also doing her best to pay attention to her mother.
"Funny you should ask: that's what they explain next," Stephanie said, having read this article a while ago, and had found it an interesting read. "It says, 'Largely due to the more permissive focus on female pleasure,' the expert explains, 'It makes sense that women would enjoy viewing pussy licking, scissoring and fingering more than men do, because all of us are turned on by watching whichever variety of porn focuses on the pleasurable activities that we enjoy the most. So if the focus is on female pleasure and that's what we are, it's easy to place ourselves in the position of the ladies on the screen, who are clearly having a good time. In addition, the majority of women cannot orgasm from penetration unless we're also receiving clitoral stimulation, and so it's often during so-called "foreplay", when we're being fingered and receiving oral sex, that we orgasm. So it makes sense we'd enjoy watching porn that reflects our own favourite pleasures.'"
"Is that true?" Haley asked.
"Is which part true?" Stephanie asked, as the shy church-ish girl, who could easily be Haley, watched and listened with nervousness and silent intrigue while the older woman touched her pussy and quietly moaned right in front of her.
"Is clitoral stimulation commonly necessary for us to orgasm?" the daughter asked, watching the pretty woman rubbing herself while the church girl continued struggling to ignore the wicked sin being performed right in front of her, but was unable not to look... and it was obvious the act was having a stimulating impact upon the allegedly innocent girl. ('Allegedly', since the actress playing the girl must have done things like this lots of times and paid well for it.)
"Oh yes, usually," the Mom nodded. "Unlike a man, who normally needs very little stimulation to come and exciting his private part isn't complex at all, a pussy is very complex, and every woman's is different. But one thing is common among almost all women."
"And what's that?" Haley asked, as the pretty older woman, now completely naked except for her nylons, approached the girl.
"That a woman's clit will be one key to any orgasm," Stephanie said, "whether it's with a man repeatedly slamming into it, a finger rubbing it, or a tongue stimulating it."
As the mother said that, the woman reached her hands under the girl's short skirt and flipped it up (thus giving the camera and Haley a good view), and went directly to her panties.
Haley watched in shock at seeing a woman do that to another female, yet she also felt her own pussy getting excited... and she even felt a little dampness leak into her panties.
"Watch how this woman helps her young friend to discover the joys of masturbation," Stephanie said, happy this visual introduction to what Haley too would soon experience, was going even better than she could have hoped for.
"I can't believe that woman is doing that to her," Haley said as she watched intensely.
"Well, you must understand that no one can understand the complexity of a woman's pussy and how to stimulate it better than another woman," Stephanie explained.
"Why's that?" Haley asked, as the girl looked so nervous, and yet she allowed it to happen, and she was beginning to moan while her pussy was rubbed from the outside of her panties. Oddly, for the first time ever, Haley found herself wanting to see another girl's pussy.
"This may sound silly, but it's because every woman has a pussy, and every woman shares the desire to cum," Stephanie answered. "Plus, what works well for one pussy will work well for another one, although that statement is only approximately true, since there are subtle differences between all pussies."
"I guess that makes sense," Haley said, her own pussy becoming very wet, and the activities she was watching were becoming more and more stimulating to her.
"Is your pussy tingling?" Stephanie asked, still topless, her long, nylon-clad legs stretched out... together, not spread apart... while her daughter was sitting tailor-style on the bed in her jeans.
"Mom!" Haley objected to such a personal question as she watched the woman reach her hand inside the girl's panties via the waistband.
"Honey, I can see by the redness of your cheeks and your focus on this video, that you're stimulated," Stephanie pointed out.
"Mom, I just cannot have this conversation with you," Haley complained insistently.
"Honey," Stephanie said with equal but gentle insistence, placing a hand on her daughter's leg, "look. It's obvious you're repressing your feelings, and you've been doing it for a long time. But now you just need to let it out. Or to be blunt, you need an orgasm or two."
"Mom, I-I-I just," Haley stuttered, watching the woman rubbing the girl, listening to the girl's moans and generally taking in the girl's growing acceptance that she seemed to need this just as much as Haley's Mom was telling her she did as well, which was yet another thread pulling her in.
Stephanie got off the bed and walked around to face and kneel before her daughter, and she offered, "Let me help you, honey."
"Mom, I don't know," Haley said, not refusing the offer, but still finding this entire encounter weird as she continued watching the woman pleasure the girl with her hand.
"Trust me, honey, you need this," Stephanie said, "you really do," as she gently pushed her daughter onto her back, straightened her legs and unbuttoned her jeans. She then reiterated, "You really do need this."
"And you're sure about that?" Haley asked, at this point not putting up any resistance while she continued watching... was lost in... the scene on the computer. The woman had joined the girl on the couch and had turned her sideways so the woman was now sitting behind the girl with her legs straddling her, the girl leaning back against her while her elder kissed her neck, with her hand once again inside her junior's panties.
"I'm absolutely certain," Stephanie asserted confidently just before she pulled her daughter's jeans down and off.
"I can't believe this is happening," Haley said, suddenly wearing just her underwear below the waist.
"I can't believe I've allowed you to neglect exploring your very own body for this long," the mother returned, tossing the jeans aside, and then reaching back to pull down her daughter's pink cotton panties, which she noticed were very wet... her own pussy getting excited again too.
Haley now couldn't believe she was suddenly totally naked from the waist down in her mother's bedroom while she was watching porn... and feeling hornier than she'd ever been before. (It wasn't that she'd never felt horny in her life, she'd just never done anything about it when she did.)
Stephanie stood up, and then sat back down on the bed next to her daughter and instructed, "Do as I do."
Haley just nodded while she watched the woman instructing the girl in how to rub herself. Just like the actress was portraying, she too felt overwhelmed with lust. She glanced at her mother, who looked back and brought her hand to her pussy. Haley followed her lead, her hand trembling slightly.
"Good girl," Stephanie said, actually in unison with the MILF on the screen. She was very familiar with this video. "Now slowly rub yourself in a circular motion."
"Okay," Haley agreed, looking closely at what her Mom was doing, and trying to replicate it. "Ooooooooh."
"Are you wet?" the mother asked. "And please be open and forthcoming with me going forward, so I can coach you effectively."
"Yes, I am," Haley admitted, the pleasure in her pussy instantly rushing through her entire body as she touched herself and continued touching herself for the first time.
"Just relax and stay in touch with your feelings, and let your body tell you what to do," Stephanie whispered, really loving the sight of her pretty daughter, a younger replica of herself (except for her much smaller tits), touching herself.
"What do you mean?" Haley asked, glancing back to the computer to see the young blonde was now moaning loudly as she rubbed herself, while her elder continued kissing her neck, and otherwise left her junior to it, while observing the self-ministrations over her shoulder.
"Here, let me help you," Stephanie offered, seeing her daughter was still being very tentative.
"Help me?" Haley asked, confused and suddenly a bit panicked.
"Don't worry, you'll still be doing all the touching." The mother moved closer to her daughter, brought her hand to her daughter's hand and guided it as she rubbed herself.
"Ohhhh, Mom," Haley moaned, trying to make sense of what she was feeling. This activity was weird. This was wrong... and yet her body was reacting very positively. She couldn't explain how or why, but it felt like she being cocooned in pleasure, and it might even be a bit transformative, although she certainly wasn't becoming a butterfly. Her head was going a little light, her nipples were hard underneath her t-shirt, her body was numb, and her pussy was wet and desperately begging for more.



"Just relax," Stephanie said, her hot breath on her daughter's neck. "Let Mommy help you."
"Oh God, Mom," Haley moaned, as her Mom continued guiding her own hand to help her masturbate.
"Just relax and let the pleasure consume you," the mother instructed, as she applied more pressure to her daughter's hand, and thus effectively onto her daughter's pussy.
"Oh Mom!" Haley moaned loudly, the pressure and stimulation really driving her wild, while feelings she'd never felt before were consuming her.
"Let Mommy help get you off," Stephanie purred, making sure her hot breath went directly into her daughter's ear... something that always drove her nuts... and she guided two of her daughter's fingers inside her pussy, ever so slightly.
"Oh, Mommy, this feels so good," Haley whimpered, as she closed her eyes and simply allowed the pleasure growing inside her to continue rising.
"Come for me, baby," Stephanie urged, as she kept moving her daughter's hand with her own hand. She resisted the temptation to bend down and lick her clit, but she did bring two fingers of her free hand to her daughter's clit, and began rubbing.
"Oh my God Mommy, don't stop!" Haley gasped/moaned as she felt fingers that weren't hers on her clit, which wildly increased the intensity of the pleasure swarming through her!
"Now, baby, come," Stephanie whispered intimately into her ear, now using both of her hands to really stimulate her daughter's pussy and clit.
"Yes, Mommy, yes, yes, yes, AAAAAAHHHH!!" Haley screamed, unable to control her primal scream, while the most intense sensations of pleasure ever cascaded through her over and over, making her legs twitch... her body quake... her head go light... and her pussy flood.
"Good girl!" Stephanie whispered, as she watched her daughter reaching her first ever orgasm.
She slowed down her rubbing, and hoping to plant some seeds to possibly escalate this lovely progress to something more down the road, she took hold of her daughter's fingers again, carried them up to Haley's lips and said, still utilizing that intimate whisper, "Now taste yourself."
Haley, in a complete orgasmic daze, opened her mouth obediently and sucked the wetness off her fingers... her own wetness. She'd never put even a moment of thought into what she might taste like... down there... so she had no expectations of what her (or any) pussy might taste like... so she was pleasantly intrigued by the sweet subtle taste.
"Do you taste good?" Stephanie asked.
"I do," Haley answered, still lingering in her complete pleasure daze.
"I bet you do," Stephanie breathed, offering just an ever so subtle hint of what she wouldn't mind learning for herself first hand. But not, alas, quite this soon.
A minute later, the Mom asked, "So, how do you feel now?"
"Strange."
"Strange good?"
"Yes, definitely."
"Good," Stephanie said. "I'd love to show you what a penetration orgasm is like next, but I have to go to work now."
"Oh," Haley said, still not completely recovered from her orgasm or what just had transpired.
"In case you want to watch the rest of the video," Stephanie said, noticing the oral section was about to start, "I'll send you the file."
"You don't have to do that," Haley said hurriedly, although secretly she did want to see the rest.
"Oh, you say that now..." the mother smiled, "...but trust me, next time you're horny, likely tonight, as soon as you're alone in your bedroom, you'll want to watch it again, or to watch something else. And no worries about parental locks, I've never subjected you to them."
"I don't know about that," Haley said.
"I do," Stephanie said. "Once I discovered what an orgasm felt like, I was masturbating all the time. Like two or three times a day, at least."
"Really?" Haley asked.
"Yep," the Mom nodded, standing up and stretching, and thus displaying her large breasts to great effect.
So in order to deflect her attention from them Haley asked, "Don't you hate having to wear pantyhose to work?" her feminist side returning... although based on her Mom's theory... giving self-pleasure was an act of feminism... and as she thought about it, it made sense... she was giving herself permission to enjoy some pleasure, no matter what anyone thought... and she wasn't receiving it from a man, or giving anything to a man.
"On the contrary, I love them," Stephanie said. "They showcase my legs, they're sensual, and they feel really soft."
"But they were invented by a man, and he only did it so they could give pleasure to other men," Haley parroted something she thought was common knowledge, having almost never worn them except for funerals out of respect for the dead... but never for weddings, which were supposed to be joyous occasions.
Stephanie, deciding to address this fiction head on, since it could perhaps add to where this afternoon's surprise activities might eventually take them... to where she hoped they might progress... stood up and turned to face her daughter, lifted her foot onto the bed, her pussy now also directly in front of her daughter, and ordered, "Feel them."
"No thanks," Haley refused, having worn pantyhose before, and knowing they were itchy and annoying... although she couldn't help but give a bit of a stare at her Mom's pussy.
"Trust me, these are not your normal bargain basement, itchy pantyhose," Stephanie said, grabbing her daughter's hand and placing it on her leg just above the knee.
"Oh my," Haley said, surprised to feel they were super soft.
"Told you," the mother said.
"They really are soft to the touch."
"I know," Stephanie said, watching her daughter rubbing her hand up and down a bit, before she brought her leg back down and asked, "And don't you think they accentuate how my legs look?"
"I guess they do," Haley said, never having paid attention any until now.
"And how about my ass?" Stephanie asked, pushing the envelope a little more, as she turned around and posed.
"Your ass looks great, Mom," Haley laughed a little.
"Pantyhose are a great accessory for every woman," Stephanie said. "They come in many different colours to enhance any outfit, in different styles, and of course you can even buy stockings, which can be just as nice."
"I never thought of pantyhose as benefitting anyone except dermatologists," Haley said.
Stephanie went to her dresser drawer, selected a pair of her most expensive pantyhose, returned to hand them to Haley and said, "Here; put these on."
"I will."
"No, right now," the mother insisted.
"Now?"
"Yes, I want to see your reaction when you first put them on," Stephanie said. "These ones are imported from France."
"Really?" Haley asked, examining the package.
"Yes, you can't even buy them here, unless you order them online from Paris like I do," Stephanie said. "Now put them on; I don't have a lot of time."
"Okay, okay," Haley said, curious about what they would feel like on her.
"And be careful with them; they're fifty bucks a pair," the mother added, as she went to fetch the rest of her Hooters outfit.
"You paid fifty dollars for a pair of pantyhose?" Haley asked, shocked while she opened the package.
"Almost; I paid five hundred for ten pairs, but then they gave me two more for free," Stephanie said, not mentioning that half of that order had been thigh high stockings... that detail, along with the phrase 'easy access' would come at a later time.
"Crazy," Haley said.
"You pay for quality," the mother said, something she believed.
Haley put the pantyhose on... ever so carefully... as her mother got dressed.
Once on, she joked, "Mine don't have a hole in the crotch."
"That's for quick access, and I snipped and hemmed mine for myself," Stephanie said before adding, "although I do have some pairs of crotchless pantyhose that came that way as well."
"Do I even know you?" Haley asked, looking down at her legs, in awe of the shiny gloss that really did change the look of her pale white legs.
"There are lots of things you don't know about your mother," Stephanie smiled. "Now touch your legs."
Haley slid her hands up and down her own nylon-clad legs, and she actually gasped. "This is the softest thing I've ever felt."
"Yeah, they're a lot nicer than what I am wearing," Stephanie pointed out. "But mine only cost five dollars from the vending machine at Hooters."
"They feel so sexy and classy," Haley said.
"You look super hot in them," Stephanie said.
"I do?"
"Yeah, turn around."
Haley did.
"And your ass, wow, just wow," Stephanie said, hoping one day, perhaps soon, to eat that ass.
"This is still so crazy," Haley said.
"I hope we can have conversations about anything you wish from now on, honey," Stephanie said, a little disappointed she had to go to work. "And I'll keep my laptop open for you, in case you decide to watch anything later."
"That isn't necessary."
"Maybe not, but just in case," Stephanie said. "I may have awakened something inside you that I hope you won't ignore anymore."
"Okay, good," she replied absently, still gliding her hands over the nylons... which were just as soft as her bamboo sheets, which she loved to touch.
"Come and check yourself out in the mirror," Stephanie suggested.
Haley did, and she was in awe of how much this pair of pantyhose was changing the look of her legs. Her pale complexion had always bugged her and made her a little self-conscious, which was why she seldom wore skirts in the first place. But now they were suddenly sexy... the ultra shine also really adding to their look. "Wow!"
"I know, you look very sexy," the mother said.
"Before today, that would have been weird for me to hear from you," Haley said.
"Well now I'm freely saying you're a hot young thing," the mother said. "Plus, you look a lot like me."
"So you're calling yourself sexy," Haley smiled.
"I guess I am," Stephanie said, walking up to her daughter, giving her a hug and saying, "have a good night."
"You too," Haley said.
....
Five hours later... her pussy tingling... Haley went into her Mom's room and tapped on her laptop. It came on, but she needed a password. She sighed in defeat.
But an hour later, her pussy was still tingling, and wanting to watch the rest of that video, which her Mom had neglected to send before she'd dashed out the door, she texted her Mom: What is your password?
Stephanie didn't respond right away, even though she felt her phone buzz, since she had a mouthful of her son Andrew's cock inside her, in his car, while Alex stood watch, having already deposited his load in her mouth while Andrew had been the lookout.
"Do you need to get that?" Andrew asked.
Stephanie responded by bobbing faster, wishing she had enough time actually to get fucked by her sons, since she was still horny from this afternoon's masturbation exploration with her daughter. God, did she need to get fucked. Then deciding just to go for it, she backed away from him, rolled down the window, stuck her head out of it for more room and ordered, "Fuck Mommy, Andrew. Fuck her right now."
"Oh yeah," he said, as he quickly moved behind his Mom, lifted her skirt, and slid inside her pussy.
"Oh yes, hammer me," Stephanie moaned, as she pulled out her phone and saw the message from her daughter.
She smiled and texted back, although it was a little challenging while her son was really hammering her pussy: HootersNHose.
Haley, who'd been staring at her phone while she begged it for a response 'Anytime now, please', her pussy on fire, finally saw the reply and texted back: Thanks.
As Stephanie's orgasm rose quickly, she ordered her elder son, "Harder, fuck Mommy harder!"
Alex was a little jealous as he kept watch, since he'd only gotten a blow job... even though, as always, it had been an amazing one.
"God, you're a good Mommy-slut," Andrew said, really hammering his Mom... his balls about to erupt.
The Mom texted back just moments before her orgasm erupted: Have fun!
Haley, still wearing her new and luxurious pantyhose, since she couldn't compel herself to take them off, slipped out of her robe, typed in the password, and then immediately pressed Play on the video as she replied, knowing her Mom knew what she was about to do, and following this afternoon's activities, feeling like a different girl... or maybe even a different woman: I will. And thanks for everything!
"Oh fuck, you nasty mother fucker!" Stephanie screamed, as her orgasm hit her.
"Someone's coming," Alex warned.
"No, she just did," the mother said, and she collapsed back onto her son and rolled up the window, while she felt her elder son's load filling her pussy.
Haley slid her hand inside her pantyhose while she watched the onscreen woman lay herself down along the length of the couch, before the girl, also on the couch, straddled her face nervously, and knelt down.
Haley, who'd never considered what a pussy might taste like until she'd tasted hers a few hours ago... had, obviously, never imagined tasting another girl's pussy, or having her pussy eaten by another girl... yet finding this scene incredibly stimulating, began to rub herself slowly.
Haley watched intently... the look on the girl's face the first moment her pussy was licked was amazing... such shock, and yet such pleasure.
As she watched, confusing curiosities popped into her head. What would it feel like to get licked by a girl? What would it feel like to lick a girl? (Oddly, Joel licking her wasn't among the thoughts that popped into her head.)
She watched the video for a few minutes, and when the woman placed a toy against the girl's pussy, Haley glanced over to the sex toy her Mom had left on her side table. She paused for a moment before she picked it up, figured out how to turn it on, placed it against her pantyhose, and closed her legs around it. "Oh, God!" she moaned aloud, just like the girl in the video... the intensity of these vibrations substantially more intense than her fingers.
Stephanie returned to work... cum leaking out of her... content for now following the quickie... but the idea of seducing her daughter into further intimacies between them had her pussy burning with possibilities.
In mere seconds... no more than ten... Haley was having her second orgasm of her life... and of the day... this one even more intense than the first, as the vibrations sent powerful waves of pleasure right through her.
As she opened her legs, her wetness staining the crotch of her brand new and very expensive pantyhose, she saw the onscreen girl experiencing spasm after spasm of pure pleasure.
"Shit," Haley said to herself a few minutes later when she attempted to stir herself, but she needed to remain lying on the bed to recover for a while longer, the orgasm having literally usurped all the energy in her body.
She was however able to move her head (without lifting it) enough to see that the girl was now licking the woman, her elder holding her head deep between her legs while moaning loudly. Haley wondered once more... what would it be like for her to lick a pussy? What would it be like to be intimate with a girl? Which was something she'd never considered before even remotely... since only a few hours ago, she'd considered doing that was a sinful line she'd never ever cross... but now... well... at the very least, it warranted further thought.
Haley closed her Mom's laptop and shook her head in confusion and a little dismay... what was coming over her? One orgasm... well two, now... and she was entertaining some very naughty thoughts. Somewhat recovered from her most recent orgasm by now, she climbed somewhat shakily out of her Mom's bed, determined to resist the temptation to give herself yet another orgasm right away... no, she had to be strong. She had to be a good Christian.
Meanwhile, Stephanie was formulating a plan to really turn her daughter into a woman. Christianity was highly overrated, after all.
THE END OF CHAPTER 7.
Up next:
Mom's Motivation: either Lesbian Seduction.
Haley continues being a bad Christian, while her mother teaches her the pleasures of vaginal insertion and the power of a tongue.
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1950s: Pregnant Slut
Summary: Pregnant wife gets used excessively.
Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca, the famous artist whose artwork continues to inspire and to be used for this series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series.
Note 2: This is the ninth chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades, and through several generations of family members.
In part 1, 1950s: 1 st Time With a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given the gift of a scrapbook from her recently deceased great grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great grandmother's sexual adventures in the 1950s...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe about Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once she's done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction: her nerdy science partner Zelda.
In part 2, 1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society, our protagonist reads the next chapter in her great grandmother's scrapbook. Rebecca is caught masturbating while babysitting and has a sexual encounter with a MILF. Rebecca learns of a secret lesbian society that is many years old, and she is offered the opportunity to become the newest submissive pet to many local housewives. To earn the privilege of being the housewife pet during her senior year of high school, she must meet the head Mistress and service her. Lastly, present-day Kimmy, horny from the idea of a sex club for housewives, envisions herself dominating one of her neighbours.
In part 3: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training, our protagonist learns about her great grandmother's training to become a pet to a community of housewife lesbians. Rebecca is forced to suck cock for the first time (and the second time, and...), she witnesses a massive housewife lesbian orgy, then gets fisted and spanked before being ordered to seduce her best friend. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off after a long night, by imagining many different MILFs she would like to seduce.
In part 4: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's seduction of her best friend. Rebecca becomes more brazen at high school and must fulfill the task of seducing her best friend, Eleanor. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off with a pop bottle as she fantasizes about making her good friend Camree serve as her public slut.
In part 5: 1950s: Moms & Daughters, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother Rebecca's further sexual adventures as she: submits to her best friend's mother to get her permission for Eleanor also to become a community pet; seduces Eleanor again, this time so her mother can catch them in the act; gets Eleanor's mother off in front of Eleanor; at an initiation/training for Rebecca and Eleanor, learns how her own mother had been recently seduced into the housewife lesbian community; has sex with her mother: oral, vaginal and anal, both giving and receiving; establishes a domme/sub relationship with her mother - taking turns for who's in charge. Lastly, Kimmy fantasizes about dominating and seducing her unpleasant Aunt Beth as she masturbates with a bratwurst.
In part 6: 1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's senior year as she questions her fading relationship with her best friend, tries to handle all her commitments (school, boyfriend and being a housewives' pet) and even spends a night with three popular cheerleaders. Lastly, this leads to Kimmy realizing she needs to spend more time with her best friend Julia.
In part 7: 1950s: Naughty Bride-to-Be, our protagonist, now pregnant, must repent as she prepares for her wedding... although her tasks to repent tend to include a lot of pussy and some cock.
In part 8: 1950s: On Her Wedding Day, our protagonist learns of her great grandmother's actual wedding day, which is an amazing sex-filled day, including rendezvous with a wide variety of women and a couple of lucky men. Her great grandmother then orders Kimmy to help herself to a major gift she will cherish greatly... which Kimmy interprets as helping herself to Mrs. Walker, which takes us to part 9.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
Note 4: Normal text font is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters, or fantasizing about one; italics is the scrapbook story of our heroine Rebecca.
Note 5: Also, please note that although I've tried to make the main characters look the same as far as possible in the illustrations, the drawings were selected from a massive collection on Rebecca's website. Thus, there will often be subtle differences (freckles, breast size, etc.). That said, I don't believe it should hinder your enjoyment of the story.
Note 6: Of course all characters in the story are 18 years of age or older.
1950s: Pregnant Slut
I woke up the next morning filled with determination.
My great grandmother Rebecca had instructed me to help myself to a major gift, and since her description of that gift gave me plenty of leeway, I took it as a clear sign from above that I needed to seduce and pettify (if that's a word) my math teacher Mrs. Walker, post haste.
I'd already been seriously considering her as a possible acquisition... and whenever I obsess about (which is stating it more honestly than 'seriously consider') acquiring something or someone, it's usually only a matter of time before I formulate a plan to make that into a reality.
It felt like the Gods of Lesbianism (I was beginning to think there really were such entities), were guiding me to this course of action.
And sure enough, I'd already come up with a plan.
I arrived at school early, snuck into Mrs. Walker's room, and placed this drawing on her desk picture side down where she couldn't miss finding it, having written a notation on the back in longhand: I bet you wish this could be you!

Although to throw her off track, I'd included Miss Collins' name on the blackboard... the younger gym teacher having more than a passing resemblance to Mrs. Walker.
I slipped out and allowed the effect of her imminent find to marinate. Truth be told, I had no idea what she'd think about the picture, or about the other ones I'd be arranging for her to find during the rest of the day... but hopefully they would stir something attention-getting in her loins.
She wouldn't be teaching a class I was in until just before lunch, so I wouldn't be able to witness her reaction, but I sensed that her continuing to find similar drawings throughout the day would help to make her increasingly suggestable to what I eventually had in store for her.
Inside an envelope with only her name on the outside, I unobtrusively slid a second drawing under her door during her second period spare.
This one was a picture of her with the caption: This is how I imagine you whenever you're teaching me in class.

Then I sauntered into her class totally innocently, and saw she wasn't in the room.
Perfect.
I slipped a third picture onto her desk... underneath her laptop... but with about a quarter of it showing... nothing that would stand out, unless she lifted her laptop and looked beneath it.
This time I wrote: Or do you sometimes imagine yourself fucking one of your students right on your desk? Perhaps Mary-Beth? Mary-Beth Porter was a student highly placed on the Honours Roll, and she'd recently come out.

I sat down in my desk... conveniently in the middle of the front row... and simply waited.
Mrs. Walker arrived a few minutes late, looking a bit flustered... her cheeks noticeably red... which made me wonder if she was tardy because she'd felt the need to slip into the teacher's lounge bathroom to rub one out... and in my head, that was exactly the reason.
She apologized for being late without giving a reason... not that the class would expect her to... and sat down to take attendance.
She immediately noticed the artwork I'd left for her.
Her eyes went wide.
She quickly looked up at the class who, just like I was, were all looking back at her. So she just as quickly looked back down. I smiled, not that anyone noticed. Although she was clearly rattled, she took attendance, and then she stood up and taught the class. I have to admit I was impressed by her ability to appear confident to everyone else, when to my knowledgeable eyes she was clearly stressed.
When class was finished and almost all the other students had left, I asked from my desk, "Are you okay, Mrs. Walker? You seem distracted."
"Oh, I'm fine," she said, although I could tell her mental gears were processing who she was having this conversation with.
"I want to thank you for not saying anything at prom," I said.
"Not to worry, girls will be girls," she replied, which gave me more confidence.
"Isn't that is the truth," I smiled.
There was a pause while maybe she was trying to decide whether to ask if I was the one leaving smutty artwork for her to find, before I said, "Well, thanks again, and I hope you have a great rest of your day."
"You too, Kimmy," she said, giving me a contemplative look... perhaps putting two and two together.
At lunchtime, once I'd seen her going into the staff lounge, I snuck back into her classroom and dropped off picture number four with the caption: Or perhaps you want to become a fuck toy for the entire school.

I then headed for lunch... hoping I'd be enjoying a delicious snack later on today... patience not being one of my virtues... I needed to expedite this seduction, pronto. I still don't know what it was, but I felt it was both divine intervention and destiny that I should seduce my sexy teacher. I also needed to do it for my great grandmother up in heaven, and I sensed Mrs. Walker needed it too.
Yes, I definitely sensed that.
I attended my afternoon classes... and arranged for my last dirty picture of the day to be delivered to her by the school secretary (simply by paper clipping a note to it saying to deliver it to Mrs. Walker ASAP and slipping it into the secretary's in box; and of course this one was inside a sealed envelope).
The caption said: I've often imagined you doing this to me... or me doing it to you.

Then when the school day ended, I simply showed up in Mrs. Walker's classroom and asked, "Can we talk, Mrs. Walker?"
"I believe we should," she said, as I closed and locked the door behind me.
I walked up to her desk where she was seated, and handed her one last envelope. "This is addressed to you."
"Kimmy," she said. "What you're doing is very inappropriate."
"What is?" I asked innocently.
"This," she waved her hands around vaguely, unsure of what to actually say.
"This what?" I continued playing dumb.
"I know your penmanship," Mrs. Walker said.
"Okay," I said.
"And I asked Mrs. Mills to show me some of your artwork," she continued.
"Okay. So?"
"So why have I been finding these pictures all day?" she asked.
"I think you know why," I said as I took the unopened envelope back from her and opened it. "Maybe you should punish me, if I've been such a bad girl."

I showed her the picture, and her eyes went wide. "Kimmy!"
"I look better from the front," I said.
"Kimmy!" she repeated, her cheeks getting very flushed.
"But I'm at my very best in the flesh," I grinned wickedly, undoing a button on my blouse.
"Kimmy!" she said once again... completely overwhelmed.
"I want you, Mrs. Walker," I said, walking around her desk to stand right next to the bewildered MILF, whereupon she was unable to keep herself from swiveling her chair, so she'd be facing me again. "And I think you want me, too." I added.
"Kimmy, this is so wrong," Mrs. Walker said, although she didn't move away... nor did she even when I reached a hand under her dress and felt that her panties were wet.
"And this is so disappointing," I retorted mildly.
"W-w-what is?" she asked, as my finger traced her pussy lips over her soiled panties.
"That you're wearing panties," I said. "In all my fantasies you're commando."
"Sometimes I go commando," she admitted, while I lightly rubbed her pussy.
"Mmmmmm," I smiled. "Why are you so wet, Mrs. Walker?"
"Oh God, Kimmy," she moaned. "Please stop doing... this." She did the vague hand-waving thing again.
"Do you really want me to stop?" I asked, sliding a finger inside her panties and inside her pussy.
"Yes," she moaned loudly.
"Yes you want me to stop?" I asked as I fingered her. "Or yes please finger bang me, Kimmy?"
"Mrs. Walker to the office, please," the secretary announced over the intercom.
I pulled my finger out of her pussy and brought it to my lips... then sucked her wetness off of it. "Mmmmmm, you taste as heavenly as I've been imagining."
"I-I-I've got to go," she stammered, completely flustered as she dashed out of her classroom, leaving her door wide open in her urgency.
"Fuck!" I cursed once I was alone. I was that fucking close to turning her into my pet. I sighed, sensing she wouldn't be coming back until tomorrow morning, so I headed home. This was a setback, but the end result was inevitable... soon I would take possession of Mrs. Walker and make three of us... my great grandmother, myself, and Mrs. Walker herself... very happy.
So there I was at home... horny as fuck... and although I hadn't completely accomplished my task, I felt I'd made enough progress to justify continuing reading some more about my great grandmother's sexual journey sixty or so years ago.
.....
Well Kimmy, I hope you accomplished your goal. If not, I know you will. You have that indomitable instinct inside you... I've always seen it in you.
Just so you know, being pregnant really sucks... especially the closer you get to your due date. Your back hurts; you have to pee all the time; you feel bloated all the time; your husband has no sexual interest in you... at least Steve didn't... he thought he was going to hurt the baby! These days we know that's ridiculous, but back then people thought it was a serious and rational concern.
That said, none of the women in the community found my pregnancy an inconvenience at all.
Now that I'd graduated from high school... and was literally a stay at home wife whenever I was home... my only purpose in life (apart from being careful not to miscarry) became pleasing every last woman in the community who belonged to the secret society. I ate pussy three or four times a day... got fucked at least once a day (usually by a strap-on, but sometimes by a guy one of my superiors required me to fuck).
I was used by my doctor's wife to teach her daughter about sex.

Sometimes I was the brunch for a sexy MILF or two:

Occasionally I served as the afternoon's entertainment for some of the women, by getting fucked and given facials by a guy, or two, or three.

Mom and I were often the featured submissive attractions at wild lesbian orgies.

Then as I began to show, they focused more on fucking me... women both young and old seeming particularly to enjoy pounding a pregnant woman.

Anyway (I really like that word), all of that leads to the crazy way I went into labour, gave birth, and what followed.
I was at home... already a day past due... feeling like a bloated whale... and oddly, for the first time in over a year not feeling remotely horny... and for the past few days I'd been left strictly alone by the women and by my husband for a lot longer than that... when there was a knock at the door.
It was my elder sister Cathy! I hadn't seen or heard from her ever since she'd gotten married and moved away with her new husband!
She gave me a big hug and joked, "Nice to see you again, but I can't even wrap my arms around you, fatty!"
"Hey!" I said, very self-conscious about my beach ball belly.
"Just saying," she said, walking into my house as if she were the hostess and I was her guest instead of the other way around.
I closed the door and she asked, after I poured a couple glasses of iced tea for us, "So when are you due?"
"Anytime... Thank goodness," I said, handing her one of the glasses.

"I'm like a typical library book: overdue," I joked.
"Then I guess I arrived right on time," she said.
"Yeah, pretty soon I'll need help just getting out of a chair," I joked. "I have to be careful how I bend... sorry about sticking my ass in your face."

"Th-that's okay," she stammered, as I presented her with a very good look at my ass... although it wasn't on purpose.
"Don't ever get pregnant," I advised her.
"Not planning on it," she said.
"I wasn't either,' I said.
"As you know, I prefer pussy to cock," she smiled.
"So do I," I said, rubbing my big belly. "But one indiscretion, and well... you know."
"So I see," she laughed. "You're fucking huge!"
"Thanks," I sighed. "I sure needed that."
"I mean you've always been so slender," she said.
"Yeah, but I don't even remember what being slender is like anymore," I sighed yet again.



"Bright side, your breasts are huge," she said.
"Yeah, and they're killing my back," I said.
"I can imagine," she said, checking out my enormous rack.
"My breasts have been so sore lately... and so swollen," I said, the bra keeping them in check, but not helping at all with the pain, so I reached around my back and unclasped it... which wasn't all that easy... at nine months plus pregnant, nothing is easy. "Ahhhh... that's better."

"Jesus," she joked. "Those cannonballs should be registered as dangerous weapons."
"You're so silly," I laughed.
"I'm serious," she said.
"I hate to say this dear sister, but I'm exhausted and I need a nap," I said. "But I'm so glad you came."
"No worries, I knew I should be here for you," she said. "May I stay here?"
"Of course you'll stay with me," I said. "We'll have such fun."

"Oh, I can't wait," she said in a tone I was used to hearing.
I laughed, "Trust me, I won't ever make you wait if I can help it."
"If you say so," she said.
"I say so." I said. I then went and took a nap. The only perk to being a beached whale was the way I could fall alseep instantly (although only for an hour at a time... I couldn't remember the last time I'd had a good, deep sleep). And not having an orgasm in four weeks... the women leaving me strictly alone once I hit thirty-six weeks... had me a muddled mess.
I had a pretty crazy dream where I was naked with both of my holes stuffed, and I was bound to a street sign.

The dream seemed so real... and girl after girl kept walking up to me and licking me.
I felt my pussy getting wet... the dream seeming so real... as if I was really getting my pussy licked.

The dream got so intense that I felt myself cumming in my dream while some pretty coed licked me... completely unaware from within my slumber that my sister was dining on my pussy for real.

I felt such intensity as I slowly began to wake up, and I was confused... feeling wetness leaking out of me.
Had my water broken?
I was still lingering somewhere in the transition from asleep to awake, when I heard my sister say, "Time to wake up. I hope you've got room enough for me in there, too."
I babbled incoherently, trying to process her words, as I felt my being legs spread wide apart. "Open wide, baby sister."

I shot 100% percent awake a few seconds later, when I felt a cock sliding into my pussy.
I stammered, trying to sit up, "C-Cathy! Wh-what... what are you doing?"
As she began fucking me (did she really bring a strap-on with her for the visit?) she replied, "Now that's a silly question, don't you think?"

"Cathy, ooooooh." I began trying to tell her we shouldn't be doing this, since I could go into labour at any time, but the pleasure consumed me, so I couldn't.
"Oh yes, this is just what you need, baby sister," she said as she slammed into me.
"I'm not supposed to have any more sex until after the baby comes," I blurted out between moans... my body giving into the pleasure... not that I was strong enough to to stop her anyway.
"Nonsense," Cathy said. "This is the best thing for you. It may even trigger your labour."
"I don't know," I moaned, unable to think straight while my first orgasm in weeks rose inside me.
"Oh, I've missed fucking you," Cathy said.
"Oh fuck, I haven't been fucked in weeks," I moaned.
"That's inexcusable, your husband's a real jerk," she said, slamming into me.
"Everyone keeps telling me it could harm the baby," I said.
Nonsense," she said, shaking her head.
After another dozen deeps thrusts, she asked, "Now... are you going to cum for me?"
I babbled incoherently for the most part as my orgasm rose, but somewhere in there were the words, "I don't have much choice... do I?"
"Good girl!" she purred, a term that always made a chill go up my spine... nothing made me happier than pleasing someone, or being called a good girl.

As my orgasm rose, Cathy somehow managed to lift my entire body off the bed to reach even new depths inside my pussy as she really pounded me, and she laughed, "Baby's first fuck."
A couple strokes later I felt myself coming, and also something weird, and I was pretty sure my water had just broken, "Uh... C-Cathy?"

As she pulled out and wetness gushed out of me, way more than could possibly be just cum, I gasped through my orgasmic daze, "I think the baby's coming, too."

Cathy laughed as she looked down at me, wetness continuing to flood out of me soaking the sheets, "Guess I got in a little deep, slut."
"Please, I need to go to the hospital now," I said.
"Of course," she agreed instantly, and she flung the strap-on harness away and assisted me... thus in an instant she'd gone from dominant sister fucking me into labour, to caring sister here only to help me in my time of need.
Twenty agonising hours later, I'd given birth to a baby girl.
Steve arrived in time... although back then he wasn't allowed to join me in the delivery room.
The next morning Steve was back at work (back then you stayed in the hospital for a few days; not like today's 'Gotcher baby? Yer outta here' shit), when my sister came to check on me.
"Your baby girl is beautiful," she said.
"I know, I'm so blessed," I said, topless because I'd just finished nursing my new baby girl, and my tits were still sore.
"Your tits are fucking huge," Cathy said.
"I think they might be too full of milk... all of this is so new to me. What should I do? Do we need to call the doctor?" I said, my tits leaking.
"Heavens no!" Cathy said. "I can help you with that. Here now!"

Tears streamed down my body at the discomfort and the humiliation, "P-please Cath... I'm so weak...I just had a baby... oww..."

"Mmm..." she moaned as she manhandled and squeezed my tits. "I know, sis. Look how full your tits are... yummy yum."
"This is wrong," I protested, but just like last night, my body had no energy to do much more than protest verbally.
"I sure do love milk," Cathy said, literally sucking it out of my leaking tits.
"This milk isn't for you," I objected.
"But you've got enough to feed the entire baby ward," Cathy purred, switching to my other tit.
"Please Cathy, this is going too far," I pleaded, so tired that I just wanted to go back to sleep.
"Hey! I'm just helping you get used to having lips on your nips," Cathy said smoothly, as she sucked on my nipple... which I had to admit did feel pretty nice.
I felt so helpless! But then I thought I was about to get saved, when a nurse appeared just inside the door and bellowed, "Hey! What's going on?"
I pleaded, "Nurse! Thank goodness. Help me, please."
"Uh, oh," Cathy said, caught red-handed in her twisted act.
\
Cathy, always able to adapt to an unexpected turn of events without freaking out, explained even though milk was dripping off of her chin, "Uh, hi. I was just... ahh... um... helping my sister get used to the idea of nursing."
Tears were streaming from my eyes as I sobbed, "Please."

And in a world... or at least a town... where all the women were secret lesbians, I should have known this quandary wouldn't go in my favour, sure enough, the nurse began unzipping her blouse and said, "Well... you really should have the help of a trained professional."

"You can't be serious!," I gasped in shock.
"It's my job to make sure you're 100% able to breast feed before you leave here," she explained, as she hopped onto the bed to join my sister.
I couldn't believe it! Instead of protecting me, this nurse was joining Cathy in taking advantage of my weakened state!
"You have to pull a little on the nipple first..." the nurse began explaining as she bit down, sucked on my nipple and tugged.
I whimpered, "Oww... ngf... sore..."
"...then hold it between your teeth while you suck... mff... ullmf," she continued.
"Ouch!" I yelped, pain coursing through me.
"Mff... I see... ulmm... slorp... mllffm..." my sister said extremely sloppily, as she replicated the nurse's rough treatment on my other swollen nipple.

For a couple minutes they double teamed my tits... with a surreal mixture of pleasure and pain... so intense!
"Yeah, there you are," Cathy said, bringing her hand to my hairy pussy (during the past month or so I'd totally neglected my grooming) and slid a finger inside... inside a pussy that just yesterday had pushed out a fucking watermelon-sized baby... fuck! She was so twisted... and I was so mortified... and yet my up for anything pussy was soaked!
"Yeah... there you are," my sister crowed.
"Ngh... oww... Cathy... don't," I mumbled weakly as she fingered me.
She pulled her fingers out and slapped my pussy three times, making my entire body quake, and I moaned incoherently.
"Stop it!" she scolded. "You know you want me to. Little slut...."
I shook my head in frustrated negation as she slid her finger back into my pussy and furiously finger banged me.
"...Now, cum for me," Cathy ordered, while she stimulated me in my pussy and both of my tits.

I was being completely subjected to the whims of my sister and the nurse... as I moaned in a long, incoherent babble... as they made me cum.
The two aggressive women didn't even pause in their assault on my tits while my orgasm erupted through me!

Pausing only briefly from nursing on my right tit, the nurse purred, as I was still coming uncontrollably and still babbling, "Mmmmm, she's hot."
Cathy offered on my behalf, "Want her to eat your pussy?"
"N-no Cathy," I stammered, overwhelmed and helpless. "Don't make me... please... Why are you doing this to me? Why?"
Cathy looked at me, my baby's milk all over her face, her response so wicked, but frustratingly true, "Because I can, cunt loving queer. That's why... and I want to."
Her words sent a chill up my spine, and I couldn't help sobbing and whimpering. I hated how much I loved such nasty talk... and such humiliation.
I was a tearful mess as the nurse ordered with a sadistic smile, "Eat me. Eat me."

"Lie back down, sister slut," Cathy ordered.
"Cathy..." I began as she pushed me back down.
"Just sit on her face," Cathy offered.
Just like always in the past year or so, I had no say in the matter even though Cathy was family! A blood relative! At least my Mom and I took turns ordering each other around!
"Actually, let's have her get onto all fours like the slut she is, and she can dine on me that way," the nurse said, whipping off her skirt.
"You heard her, slut," Cathy said, snapping her fingers at me.
"But I'm too weak," I protested.
"No, nobody... and especially you... is ever too weak to eat pussy," Cathy disagreed, as she helped me down to the floor.
Truth was, she was right. I loved eating pussy, and even though I was in pain and completely exhausted... this was something I could do... even in my current state.
I crawled between the nurse's legs as she parted them wide and smiled, "You look so hungry."
"Actually I am," I admitted, realizing I hadn't eaten anything in many hours. I'd assumed the hospital scheduled regular mealtimes for its patients, but apparently in my case it was the other way around... the postpartum mothers were required to feed their caregivers.
"Then you need to get more liquids into you," she grinned wickedly.
Okay, now that I'd fed her, she was at least showing some concern about my hydration. That was likely as good as I'd get, so I'd take it. I leaned forward and licked her hairy pussy.
"That's it, slut sister," Cathy urged from behind me. "Eat that pussy."
"Ooh, yeahhh... feels so good." the nurse moaned, as she reached for the back of my head and guided me deeper into her wetness.
As I licked her delicious pussy, she moaned, "Mmm... eat it, slut... oooo..."
Her calling me a slut enhanced my own lust... ridiculous, but true... as I hungrily licked her pussy.
"Eat my juicy pussy," the nurse moaned. "Ahhhhh..."

And indeed it was a juicy pussy... her fragrant scent was consuming me....
As I was bent over my libation with my naked ass in plain sight of my sister, I heard her saying, "Hmm... I hate to let those holes go to waste."

Then I felt her fingers in both my pussy and my ass as I continued licking the nurse's pussy. (It may seem strange that I was eating out someone whose name I didn't even know, but during the past year or so, I'd grown very accustomed to dining on the twats of strangers.)
"Oh yes, fuck that bitch's holes," the nurse told her, and my sister did just that.
"Oh yes, finger fuck my holes," I moaned, pleasure growing inside me, thus advancing my long-term conditioning just a tiny bit more into becoming a perfect slut, existing only to please and to be pleased.
"I can use these holes whenever I want, can't I, slut sister?" Cathy asked ritually.
"Yes you may, big sister, my holes are yours," I declared... my station in life so wickedly perverse that it actually made my entire body quake in anticipation of whatever she decided to do with me.
As her fingers banged both my holes... I kept licking the nurse... and both of us came almost simultaneously.

"Oh yes, get ready for my cum, you nasty bitch," the nurse gasped, as her cum flooded out of her and into my wanting mouth. Hydration! Yummy!
I lapped up as much of her sweet cum as I could reach while my own orgasm ripped through me.
Once the nurse was content, she stood up and said, "Well, that was fun!"
"Yeah, so it's definitely my turn now," Cathy staked her (next) claim, pulling her fingers out of my two holes, and sitting down to replace the nurse in the chair.
"I'm so tired," I said weakly, both from giving birth recently, and my subsequent multiple orgasms.
"Shut up and eat me," she ordered, parting her pussy lips with her fingers.
"Okay," I said. Her pussy now in my face, my need to please and eat her took control, overriding any objections my weak body might have attempted.
"Oh, yes sis, you really are a great pussy licker," she moaned.
"Thank you," I replied absurdly as I licked her pussy.
After a couple minutes she moaned, reiterating her compliment, "Ooooohh... ohhh... what a good pussy eater you are... nn."

"For you, always," I moaned, loving the sinister sensation of being a sister submissive slut sincerely serving her.
"I'll keep you to that," she promised, grabbing my head and shoving it roughly into her pussy.
I licked and licked until I provoked my sister's sweet cum and it coated my face.
"Oh fuck, you nasty slut," she moaned.
Once she was finished with me, I collapsed onto the floor, completely spent.
"So who owns you?" my sister asked, as I lay there.
"You do," I said weakly, only half conscious.
"And I can use you however I wish?" she asked.
I could only lie on the floor and groan, "Uhhhh... oooh... unnhh... Do whatever you want to me, Cathy... please... ohhhh..." My words and other utterances dwindled away, and I'm not certain, but I may even have started snoring at that point. I was completely humiliated... thoroughly exhausted... yet still wanting more... although you couldn't' tell that from my weak and pathetic position collapsed on the floor. I'm guessing I gave her a last gasp: "Anything." I drifted off for a brief nap, Cathy's sardonic laughter lingering in my ears.




When I awakened a while later, I heard the nurse I hadn't realized was still in the room saying, "If you want to make some quick money Mommy, I have a wicked idea."
"Do tell," Cathy said, still offering me for whatever no matter how I felt about it.
"There's a men's bathroom where you can make ten bucks a blow job," the nurse said.
"No!" I gasped. I just wasn't up for it! All I wanted was to go back to sleep.
"You promised me anything, slut," Cathy reminded me tersely.
"Oh, that's right, now I remember. Anything for you," I agreed weakly.
"You'll be making me some money," she pointed out. "So that's definitely for me."
"Let's go right now," the nurse said. "There are usually lots of doctors looking to drop their loads at six o'clock... some of them preparing to leave, some others arriving for their shifts, and some on a break."
"Get up, sis," Cathy said chipperly, muscling me to my feet. "It's time for your supper. They have some nice tasty protein drinks on the menu. Probably lots of them!" She sounded like a peppy and irritating Richard Simmons, except he was only seven or so years old at the time.
"But I'm so tired," I groaned.
"Then I'm sure you'll sleep well tonight," Cathy rationalised, unfazed and still chipper.
A couple minutes later I was led into a men's bathroom only a few doors down from my room (weren't they supposed to wheel us patients around in wheelchairs? Oh well) where three men were already standing there... stroking their dicks.
"About time," one said as if I was late for an appointment, as he walked over to me... then pushed me down to my knees and shoved his cock in my mouth.
With a cock in my mouth, I automatically began sucking.... impressed by the size of all three cocks I'd caught glimpses of.
As he face fucked me, I couldn't help but think, 'Boy... these guys are huge. Certainly a lot bigger than my....' I needed to stop thinking like this. I was cheating on Steve... just hours after delivering his baby! It was one thing to eat pussy after pussy... he didn't have one of those for me to eat... but sucking cock after cock was an entirely different matter. On the other hand, this wouldn't be the first time I'd hosted a cock... not even since we'd gotten married. So with all of those considerations thought through, I just reverted to being the core slut that I was, and obeyed my sister... just like I obeyed all of my Mommy mistresses.

The first guy spewed his load into my mouth in under two minutes.
The next two didn't last much longer... easily three loads in under ten minutes... each load gliding past my throat and warming my belly... as I was no more than just a cock sucker for every cock offered to me.

Oh yes, and then three more cocks. And then lots more.

By the time the nurse and Cathy returned to collect me from the men's room... a good twenty or thirty minutes into my cock sucking humiliation... I'd sucked between ten and fifteen cocks or so... I'd literally lost count, since often I'd been doing two or three at a time... some of them shooting cum... sorry, I mean protein drinks... down my throat... others squirting cum... um, moisturizing lotion... all over my face....
"So how much money did you make, slut?" Cathy asked as I sat on my heels with wads of money clutched in my hands... cum... or lotion...still dripping down my face following one final facial.
"I-I think around $100 or $150," I answered... this being the first time I'd ever made this much money for myself... or more accurately, for my sister. "I lost count... there was so much cum... so much."
The nurse, indicating I wasn't done yet, said, "Well, get used to it, whore... you're just getting started."

Seven or eight more doctors then walked in, including the one who'd delivered my baby.
"I see you want to thank me in person for delivering your baby," he said.
"Dr. Burnhart," I greeted, as Cathy took the money I'd earned and guided me onto my back.
Soon I was being spit-roasted in a very uncomfortable position, while Dr. Burnhart manhandled my leaking tits.
"Wow! Her tits are really full. Look at all this milk," Dr. Burnhart exclaimed.
"Well, I know one thing," the other doctor replied. "I'm going to fill her up with some 'milk' of my own."

The 'milk' doctor spewed a load deep inside my pussy a couple minutes later, and then Dr. Burnhart got between my legs and said, with a smirk on his face, I being lost in a pleasure daze, "Well, well... it seems like I was just here a few hours ago..."
Seeing his big cock and still feeling horny as fuck, I stammered deliriously, "Dr. Burnhart... p-please."
"Please what?" he asked, stroking his big member.
"P-Please... please fuck me," I mumbled, still delirious, but still wanting that dick inside me right fucking now... since at the moment I was just a vessel of pleasure... a cum rag... a cock slut... wanting more cock... more cum... endlessly...

"As you wish, young lady," he said, sliding his cock into my well-gaped pussy hole.
"Oh, yes doctor, fuck me, fuck me with that big cock," I moaned, wrapping my legs around him.
"I'm going to stuff you full, baby girl," the older man said.
"Oh fuck, doctor," I moaned as he slammed into me hard, a few other men standing around me stroking their cocks and watching me get pounded.
Another dozen deep strokes, and he unleashed his load deep in my pussy. "Take it all, baby girl."
"Fill me up, doctor," I moaned.
"Our turn," someone said, so I was then lifted flipped over like a Raggedy Ann doll, and was suddenly on all fours, and a moment later had new dicks stuck in both ends of me.
"Suck it slut," yet another new voice moaned as I bobbed on his dick.
"She's a little sloppy... but who cares?" the guy fucking my pussy from behind said conversationally... and since I'd already had two loads dropped in there recently, that was likely true... not to mention an entire baby had squeezed her way out of this same hole less than eight hours ago!

For the next twenty minutes I remained on all fours as countless men (at least I couldn't count them) rotated through my two holes... another load filled my pussy... another two loads were deposited in my mouth just before I received four more loads... all at once... all over my face.

Just when I thought I was done, Dr. Burnhart asked, "Ready for one more load, slut?"
"Yes doctor," I said, his huge cock one I couldn't possibly say no to.
Ten minutes later... yet one more load was deposited into my well-fucked pussy.
As everyone left, I was collapsed against the wall, completely exhausted, the doctor said, "Thank you for the... uh... entertainment. Although as your doctor I really can't endorse such behavior."

I was beyond help by then, and all I could do was remain collapsed against that wall for I don't know how long. Cathy had the nurse (still unnamed) between her legs, and it wasn't until she got off on the young woman's pretty face did she help me up. She scooped some cum off my chest and fed it to me.
I mindlessly swallowed the sticky goo.
"You made me over two hundred dollars; thanks," she said, leaning in and kissing me.
"I'm so sticky," I said.
"Yeah, that was a lot of cum you took from all those doctors," she said as I felt cum leaking down both of my legs.
"Please help me back to my room," I asked. "I really need to crash."
"You sure do," she smiled. The nurse gave me a fresh robe to wear and to cover up the excessive cum smeared all over me. Although anyone who caught sight of me from the neck up would probably draw some accurate conclusions.
Back in my room... finally left alone... I got the chance to catch some sleep.
And although I didn't know it yet... today I'd discovered a new kink for me to embrace... which is having my tits nursed... I know that's wicked, Kimmy... but it's true... but anything more about that will have to wait until later.
.....
My pussy was on fire from the wicked story... all of it so fucking kinky....
I closed my eyes and imagined turning Mrs. Walker into my willing teacher pet.
Having her go down on me at school....

Or making her fist herself in front of her class:

I was in the middle of rubbing myself to an orgasm, when I decided... no... no... no... it was time to do this!
I closed the scrapbook... and drove myself straight to Mrs. Walker's house. I knew her husband was out of town... she'd mentioned to the class yesterday he was traveling all week. No idea if her daughters were home... but I didn't care... I wanted Mrs. Walker right now. And with fresh inspiration from my great grandmother, I was about to turn another fantasy into a reality!
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Trans Sister
"Jesus Christ, Steven," Mike sighed, encountering his brother in their living room wearing a dress.
"Mike, please don't tell Mom and Dad about this," Steven pleaded, totally mortified to be caught in his Mom's dress, which thankfully didn't reveal he was also wearing her bra and panties.
"Why the fuck are you wearing a stupid dress?" Mike asked, staring at his brother, his polar opposite in almost every conceivable way, wearing a pink flowery dress... fuck, he was even wearing pantyhose... or at least some sort of hosiery!
"I just wanted to see what I looked like in it," Steven said.
"What you look like is a cross dresser," the older brother said, "and so long as you're wearing that outfit, you actually are one," having now encountered yet one more reason to be embarrassed by his younger brother.
Mike was a senior in high school, and Steven a junior.
Mike was an athlete who played football, basketball and track; while Steven was a 'math-lete' (an actual term that made Mike want to vomit).
Mike was six foot two and built with muscles everywhere, just like their father; while Steven took after their mother and was skinny, with a shapely ass, athletic legs and full lips.
While their father was an influential sports agent whose clients included many of the top athletes in the NFL and NBA, as well as a few MLB and NHL ones, their mother was a former Ms. South Carolina, who owned (and ran) a yoga studio.
"I guess I was just being silly," Steven said, secretly pretty sure he was gay, and even more certain he'd been born as the wrong gender. Although he unmistakably had a penis, he'd always felt more feminine than masculine. He frequently wanted to wear girlie things and do girlie things.
"And are those Mom's pantyhose?" Mike asked, secretly having a thing for pantyhose (gawking at, not wearing), which was likely his mother's fault, since she wore them regularly, and was considered the hottest MILF around by his friends.
"Y-y-yeah," Steven stammered, embarrassed by the disgusted look on his older brother's face. He idolized his brother, but there was no way he could emulate him, and he feared this confrontation could drive an even deeper wedge between them.
"Just get out of that girly outfit and store it somewhere discrete before they get home," Mike said, shaking his head as he stalked out of the room mumbling, "Fucking sissy faggot!"
Yes, it was a disaster! Ashamed, Steven changed out of his mother's clothing, swore 'never again' to himself, and for the next year he managed to suppress all of his desires to be more feminine.
But once Mike left for college, Steven could no longer set aside his temptations or deny who he truly was, and he began wearing panties all the time... pantyhose sometimes. He watched YouTube tutorials on applying make-up, and practiced in the privacy of his bedroom.
So when he reached eighteen, Steven officially came out of the closet as gay, but still not revealing his cravings to be more feminine, since that extreme would be too shameful for anyone to accept. Neither his mother nor father were surprised about his being gay, although his father didn't approve of it at all. Although he was well aware of his father's homophobic views, he'd long been struggling with who he was, and had finally decided not to deny his inner truth just to appease his father. But this struggle turned out to be both tragic and ironic, since shortly after he came out, his father died in a plane crash, incidentally leaving the family very well off.
And shortly thereafter it was his mother who insisted he stop denying his inner self. One day a couple weeks after his father's passing, she sat him down next to her on the living room couch for a 'serious talk', and immediately asked flat out, "Steven, are you just gay, or is it more? In your heart are you actually trans?"
"Mom?" Steven asked, shocked by the question. It had come right out of the blue!
"Honey, I know you've been wearing panties and nylons for a few years, and it's obvious to me that you wish you were a woman," she explained.
Steven broke down in tears. He'd thought he'd always been so discreet!
"It's okay, honey," the mother said, compassionately grasping her son's hands, the son who might soon become the daughter she'd always wished she had, and comforted him (or her, she wasn't quite sure about which pronouns to use yet), "I told you this would be a serious talk, so here's the serious part. I want you to think long and hard about whether you want to go through life as a man or a woman. The decision is entirely yours, and I'll love you with all my heart no matter what you decide. But it will be my honour to pay for the drugs and operations if you decide you do want to transition into being a female."
"Y-y-you will?" Steven stammered, as he wiped tears of joy and growing comprehension from his face. "And you'd still love me?"
"Yes, honey, always and no matter what," she assured him. "It's time you started living as the real you... whoever you decide that should be."
"Oh Mom..." Steven began, but then got all emotional and couldn't continue speaking, as his mother wrapped her arms around him.
"I know, honey, I know," she said.
"Thank you," Steven was able to muster... having been depressed for a while, and had even had the odd suicidal thought because of not being able to be who he felt he/she was.
After two or three minutes, perhaps more, he finally responded. "If you'll support me, and I don't mean just financially, there's no question: I'd love to become a woman."
There was another long silence before the Mom asked, "Then the next question is what should we name my daughter?"
"Oh, Mom," Steven broke down again, this time in a combination of tears and giggles. He'd secretly called himself Stacy whenever he did the odd online roleplaying or left online comments for an author he followed on Literotica... a website where he'd found some erotica that spoke to him.
That had been three years ago.
Steven was now Stacy. The seemingly endless transition had been expensive and time consuming... but now at twenty-one, Stacy was all female... well... except for the seven-inch penis she retained. She had perky B cup breasts, long blonde hair, shapely legs, and an ass that was to die for. Unless you knew Stacy back when she was Steven, there was no way you'd have a clue she used to be a male... other than the Adam's apple.
While Steven had been quiet, reserved and an introvert, Stacy was outgoing, wild and an extreme extrovert.
While Steven had been a wallflower who avoided attention at all costs, Stacy basked in the excessive attention she received whenever she went anywhere. She was beautiful, had a great body, and she flaunted it well. Tight dresses that showcased her ass and tits, and she almost always wore nylons... something she'd learned from her mother.
In short, back when she was presenting herself to the world as a guy, she'd felt that in order to hide her inner self from the world, she had to do her best to hide herself (or himself, if you want to be literal) completely. But now that she was presenting the beautiful woman that she really was to everyone, what was the point in hiding at all? So now she was open and gregarious and having the time of her life!
It's probably worth mentioning that she was also bi. Or at least she was in theory, since she was still a virgin, according to all definitions of the word.
Of course Mike was aware that his brother was now technically his sister, and although he hardly talked to her at all, He struggled to think of his brother as a she... he hadn't seen her since Christmas over six months ago, and while his brother had been obviously turning into a female, and a pretty one at that, he still couldn't wrap his head around the idea that any self-respecting guy could ever decide to become a girl.
Steven had been a virgin. Stacy was still a virgin.
Both Steven back when he was a male, and Stacy once she became who she now was, wanted to lose her virginities. She also wanted to be fucked... and as twisted as this may seem, it was always Mike, her brother, who popped into her head as she stroked her cock. She knew it was wrong, although she also knew incest was a lot more common than most people would think... and that many boys and men fantasized about having sex with a family member... usually the mother (who she also fantasized about). She never thought that would actually happen, since she knew Mike was still disgusted by her decision to become a woman. So she did her best to push those fantasies of getting fucked by her brother and fucking her mother out of her head, and instead she focused on attempting to lose both of her virginities.
While Steven had lacked enough confidence to make it happen, Stacy knew she had the aura to make it happen pretty easily... she knew that both men and women now tended to drool over her. She knew she could get fucked in a heartbeat... but her one remaining insecurity was about what might happen when her sex partner discovered she had a dick. This concern had stopped her from doing anything more than flirting and teasing... until the summer of 2022.
Mike was less than thrilled when his mother told him that his sister (Mom always referred to Stacy with a feminine pronoun, which Mike still couldn't manage), would be coming to stay with him for the summer in Florida... Mike was going to be a senior this fall at FSU. Although Mike tried to protest, his parents (before his father passed) had rented for his use (and for a couple of his teammates) a plush beach house right on the ocean near Tallahassee (actually in a small coastal town called St. Marks)... so it really wasn't his house, and therefore it was his Mom's decision to make, not his.
Mike had lots of concerns about this extended visit.
One: his brother (sorry... sister) would almost certainly cramp his and his roommates' lifestyle. All three were ladies' men, and they often brought women to the beach house for orgies, gangbangs and so forth. Sometimes they were students, often they were MILFs, and occasionally even faculty... all of them mightily attracted to three big-dicked studs with massive reputations. While Mike was a star running back, his roommates were also studs. Malik Green was the team's starting quarterback, and Ricky Denton the team's all-star defensive back.
Two: he had no idea how to talk to his 'sister'. For starters, could he call him/her Stacy without barfing?
Three: if the truth about her transgender status came out, it would be super embarrassing... so it was likely better just to reveal that detail to his roommates up front, and say nothing to anyone else.
Four: his roommates would likely not appreciate having a trans living in the house all summer. Would they need to rent a hotel room every time they wanted to host a party?
Mike spent a couple days warning his roommates about the situation, and they both expected the worst... until she arrived... a few hours early... Stacy wanting to surprise her big brother.
When Stacy knocked on their door, it was Malik who opened the door and gasped. "H-h-hello, h-h-how may I help you?" He stammered as he stared at this beautiful white woman wearing a red dress and black nylons... nylons not something he saw much of in the Florida heat.
"I think you might invite me in, silly," Stacy responded with a broad smile in a sexy voice. "I'm Mike's sister, Stacy."
"You're Mike's sister?" Malik asked, taking in this stunning beauty, and finding it impossible to believe this sexy bombshell used to be a guy.
"In the flesh," Stacy smiled, loving the look of lust and admiration she was receiving now and had been receiving for the entire day. At the airport, on the airplane, leaving the airport, and in the Uber that brought her here.
"Well, come on in then," Malik said, still a little stunned at the living, breathing sex appeal standing right before him.
"Thanks, darlin'," Stacy said, leaning in and kissing his cheek, allowing her sensuous perfume to swarm around him while briefly allowing her small but very firm breasts to rest against his muscled chest... this black guy was fucking hot!
"Yeah, no problem," Malik said, realizing his dick was rock hard. She's a guy. She's a guy! She's a guy, he kept reminding himself as she sauntered past him and he checked out her booty ... her ass was utterly amazing too... no way had that ass used to be on a guy, as the short dress floated up just high enough to give him a quick glimpse of it.
"Holy shit," Ricky said, wearing just trunks, heading for a dip in the ocean.
"Likewise," Stacy shot back, ogling the perfect sixpack.
"Who is this beauty?" Ricky asked, his dick instantly hard, as he admired this blonde bombshell.
"My brother, I'm afraid," Mike sighed as he walked out into the common area, also wearing just a pair of swimming trunks... although he too was shocked by the pulchritude he was encountering. His sister wasn't just hot... she looked exactly like their mother... the only MILF he could never have... and the one he fantasized about the most.
"This is your brother?" Ricky gasped, the babe standing before him looking 100% woman.
"Yeah, he is," Mike said, trying to hide his astonishment at how much she resembled their mother, and he managed to sustain his disdain at him (damn it!) for transitioning. "Yours is the last room on the right."
"Thanks," Stacy said, loving the reaction she was getting from the two roommates, but she'd been hoping for a much warmer greeting from her brother.
"Yeah, whatever," Mike said. "I'm going for a swim. Are you two coming?"
"Uh, yeah, okay," Ricky said, still trying to process that this hot chick, perhaps the hottest he'd ever seen in person, and he'd fucked a lot of hot chicks, was a guy, and he probably had a dick.
"Nice meeting you," Stacy said, as the two hot men followed her brother out the door... although each of them checked her out one last time.
Over the next few days, Stacy was always dressed in sexy attire. Miniskirts, tube tops, nylons... the two roommates were constantly checking her out, as did anyone she encountered nearby... but she was dissatisfied... desperate to get some positive attention from her brother. She couldn't explain why, but she still needed the approval she'd never gotten from him... both as a sibling when they were much younger, but more recently, also as a sexual being.
Mike, on the other hand, could barely look at her. You know that tension you feel when someone is so attractive that you struggle not to stare at them? And then that other feeling when they're so repulsive that you can't stand to look at them at all, but you don't want to be overly rude? Well, Mike kept going back and forth between both of them.
Mike also always called her either Steven or bro. He did this for a couple of reasons. First, he still struggled with his brother being a woman... and although he wasn't against trans people or the LGBTQ+ community in general, and although he'd been vaguely aware of hints throughout almost his entire life that his brother was different (and thus embarrassing), it just felt weird when it was his own brother.
Second, and very confusingly, his brother was hot... like ridiculously hot. He (definitely he) had a tight body, perky tits, a great ass, and long legs... often in nylons. Although very few girls wore them in Florida, the MILFs at the bars often did, and he gravitated to them. There was just something about a woman in nylons.
Third, he couldn't help seeing how much he/she looked like their Mom.
Fourth, during the past two nights he'd had dreams about fucking his brother... with his woman's body... waking up rock hard, and mortified by his own sick, twisted thoughts.
On Friday, Ricky and Malik were chatting about a party they were going to that night, and Stacy asked, "May I come?"
"I don't see why not," Malik shrugged.
Ricky added, "It's at another beach house."
"Cool," Stacy said. "So it's bikini attire?"
"Definitely," Malik nodded, surveying the hot blonde... the one he'd jerked off to every night since she arrived.
"I bet you boys can't wait to see me in a bikini," she flirted.
"Ya got that right," Ricky agreed. Neither of his roommates knew he was bi. He didn't find men particularly attractive, but he loved the look of a well-hung cock. Loved it in his mouth, loved one in his ass. This was his well kept secret... but the secrecy was becoming more fragile with the trans Stacy sauntering around the house in those cute, lightweight dresses. He was dying to know how big her cock was. Although he liked sucking dick and getting fucked by guys (usually older bears, but a couple of twinks had really fucked him good too), and for him the idea of a trans was a real turn on.
"Wait here," Stacy said, really enjoying the attention she'd been receiving from her brother's two hot roommates, and although Mike would deny it, she knew her brother had also checked her out more than once... especially her legs in nylons, which she'd worn every day since she'd arrived... since she knew he had a nylon fetish.
Five minutes later, Stacy returned in a pink bikini, and she asked, turning sideways to offer the boys a good look at her cock, that couldn't be totally hidden inside the bikini bottom in its hardened state, "What do you think?"
"Jesus!" Ricky said, his eyes going directly to the hard cock peeking out of the bikini bottom... a cock that looked incredibly impressive and inviting.
"Shit," Malik said, admiring her perfect breasts... not too big... not too small.
"Is that good 'Jesus shit' or bad 'Jesus shit'?" Stacy asked, although from their tone of voice and the look in their eyes, she knew the answer.
"You look amazing," Malik said, just before his eyes headed further down, and he too caught sight of her cock.
"Yeah, there's no way I'd know you used to be a guy," Ricky said, as he imagined that seven-inch cock inside his mouth or his ass.
"Yeah, except for that huge dick you're packing," Malik said, thinking it so surreal to see a massive hard-on tenting out the pink bikini, but attached to a body he'd love to fuck.
"I have a skirt to help conceal my bottom half," Stacy said. Only my good friends are allowed to see my dick."
"Jesus Christ," Mike said, walking in and seeing his brother's dick poking against the bikini.
"Hi, big brother," Stacy said, going to him and pulling him in for a close, flamboyant hug.
"Get off of me," Mike said, pushing her away, even as he felt his dick hardening.
"Sorry," Stacy said, hurt by the rejection. Yes, as has been said, she loved the attention she received from the two roommates and from other people in the area, but what she really wanted was approval from her big brother... even just a little of it would help.
"I'm sorry too," Mike said, seeing the hurt in Stacy's eyes.
"Why do you hate me so much? Is it because I'm no longer a man, or because I never really was one?" Stacy asked, with tears forming.
"No," Mike said, realizing his poor treatment of her was unfair. It was 2022 after all, and unbeknownst to his buddies, he'd been with a trans woman once. He'd even sucked her cock for a while, and found it stimulating, even though it made him feel like less of a man. He stopped after just a couple of minutes, and then he fucked her good, in part to compensate for his lapse. He finished by depositing a load deep in her ass, which triggered the trans woman to come all over the sheets.



"Mike, she's your own flesh and blood," Malik rebuked him. "Brother, sister, whatever... she's your family!"
"I know, I know," Mike said. "Look bro, I'm at a total loss here; I just don't know how to talk to you. It's not like I don't want to be nice to you, but I can't think of any way I can!"
"Just talk to me like you talk to other girls," Stacy advised, wiping away the tears that luckily didn't fully form.
"Trust me, you don't want that to happen," Mike joked.
"Maybe I do," Stacy smiled, shifting back to her usual flirtatious persona.
"She's coming with us to the party," Ricky said.
"Not dressed like that, she isn't," Mike forbade, looking down to take a good look at his sister's dick... which was as big as his... his brother protector persona striding to the fore.
"It's a beach party," Stacy pointed out.
"Look, I'm beginning to come to grips with having a sister," Mike said, "if I diss you anymore, please point it out, and I'll try to do better. But I'm not ready for all my friends and teammates to know my sister has a dick."
"And it's a big dick," Ricky said, "one to be proud of," staring at it a little too much... which Stacy couldn't help but take pride in noticing. While Malik was checking out her tits, Ricky was checking out her dick full time... and then he was slightly embarrassed he'd said that.
"Jesus, Ricky," Mike said.
"Well, she does," Ricky insisted.
"Great little titties, too," Malik added.
"Whatever," Mike said, glancing down once again at his sister's dick. "Okay, I don't care what you wear, but I don't want anyone except us to get the slightest hint that you have a dick."
"Okay, deal," Stacy agreed. "I was already planning to wear a skirt over my bikini bottoms."
"Good," Mike said. "And please don't do anything to embarrass me."
"I won't," Stacy said. Although she wasn't sure if this conversation had made things better or worse.
An hour later, Stacy had gone with a wild mix. It was sexy, provocative, impractical, and yet so much her. She'd kept the pink bikini top and bottoms on, then added white thigh high stockings, a skirt that ended just above her knees, and a pair of strappy bamboo sandals. The stockings made no sense whatsoever for a beach party, but she wore them anyway... to tease her brother she hoped, and also to stand out amidst all the other assumedly hot girls that would be there.
"Well, that is something," Mike said, when he saw his sister as they got ready to leave.
"You like?" Stacy asked, dying to receive a compliment from her brother.
"I like that your dick is completely hidden," he said, his cock frustratingly hardening as he admired her legs in nylons, and her newly painted pink toenails.
"What do you think of the nylons?" she asked.
"They're hot," Malik said. "But impractical."
"I'm an impractical girl," she said.
"That's an understatement," Mike said, unable not to admire his sister's legs.
Stacy smiled as she watched her brother slyly checking her out.
An hour later, they were at the party. The three guys wasted no time in finding some hot girls to dance with... although they were more like grinding than dancing...while Stacy found no shortage of men checking her out, freshening her drinks, and chatting her up.
Stacy, who wasn't much of a drinker, got tipsy pretty quickly, and she'd already made out with three different guys, when Mike finally caught sight of a guy kissing his brother and squeezing his ass.
Mike wasn't sure if it was his inner big brother coming out, or some unwarranted possessiveness emerging. He couldn't help admiring his bro... okay, sister's amazing body... which frustrated him immensely... but in any case, he found himself storming over there and pulling the guy off of her.
He growled menacingly, "Hey shithead, get your hands off my sister!"
The guy, named Dave, stormed to his feet to confront whomever was pulling him off of this hot bitch. That is until he realized this was Mike Miller, at which point he mellowed instantly, saying, "Hey, sorry man, I didn't even know you had a sister."
"Well, now you do," Mike said.
"My bad, then," Dave said, skulking away... no way was he going to fuck with Mike!
Stacy, who'd only kissed one guy before today, pouted in her tipsy state, "But I was just having fun!"
"Yeah, a little too much fun," Mike said. He then turned around and bellowed loudly, "Hey everyone, listen up! If anyone else touches my sister, you'll have to deal with me. Is that clear?"
"Yeah, got it, Mike," a few guys said, including two who'd already made out with her... unaware of who she was... and now feeling very lucky they'd gotten away with it..
"But Mike," Stacy whined.
"I am not letting anyone take advantage of you while you're in this state," Mike said, taking her hand and leading her away. This would be one of the rare times when he didn't get laid at a party, or at the very least get a blow job. Shit, last weekend he got blow jobs from two coeds, and then had fucked the Mom of the guy hosting the party in the ass, while her husband watched and jerked off.
"What state?" Stacy asked, her dick throbbing from all that kissing and ass caressing.
"You're drunk," Mike said. "And you're acting like a slut."
"I thought you liked sluts," Stacy objected. "I know you bang lots of them."
"That's different," Mike said, although he wasn't sure how it was different, except for the stereotype that a guy who fucks a lot of women is a stud, while a woman who fucks lots of guys is a slut... unfair, but still the way the world worked.
"Different how?" Stacy demanded.
"It just is," Mike sighed, leading her by the hand through the busy house.
Stacy reluctantly followed, frustrated to have to leave, but also feeling a little rush that her brother was protecting her.
Once they were in the car, Stacy started crying.
"What's wrong?" Mike asked, irritated that his brother, now his sister, had unknowingly cock blocked him tonight.
"You called me your sister," Stacy hiccupped through her tears.
"And?" Mike asked, while he glanced down at her nylon-clad legs, which as ridiculous as nylons with a bikini were... it was a fucking hot look.
Stacy wiped tears from her eyes, not even sure why she was crying so much, "Up until now you've just been calling me Steven or bro. But now you're calling me your sister and acknowledging who I am, so I'm touched."
Mike realized he'd definitely been too hard on her; truth was he had no issue with trans people, except when one of them was his sibling, and where's the sense in that? He placed his hand on his sister's leg and gave it a squeeze, I'm sorry, sis. That kind of cruelty is ending right now."
"It is?" Stacy asked, loving the warmth of her brother's hand on her leg.
"Yes, immediately," Mike confirmed, unable to resist stroking his hand up and down ever so slowly, to appreciate the sheer, silky nylon.
"Thank you, bro," Stacy said slightly teasingly.
"That's right, you're welcome to call me 'bro' as much as you like, but I mustn't call you that ever again. And you're welcome, sis," Mike said. Then for reasons he didn't completely understand, he kept his hand on her leg.
"I'm wearing these for you," Stacy said after a lengthy pause, while she enjoyed his hand moving ever so slowly along her nylon-clad leg.
"Wearing what for me?" Mike asked.
"Nylons," Stacy said. "I know you like them, so I've been wearing them everyday for you."
"You do?" Mike asked. "Why?" a little confused.
"I want to look sexy for you," Stacy said cautiously, knowing this was a risky conversation. She grasped her brother's hand and meandered it over her leg ever so slowly.
"Why?" Mike asked.
"Because you were my first crush, and you're still sexy as hell," Stacy said, and she leaned over and kissed his cheek while they idled at a red light.
Mike wasn't sure what to say as the light changed to green and he resumed driving. But then a few seconds later Stacy, suddenly feeling quite sick, gasped, "Hurry! Pull over!"
Mike recognized that urgent tone, and so he quickly pulled over just in time, as Stacy opened the door and puked all over the gutter.
Mike, like a gentleman, got out and used his handkerchief to help clean her face.
Back on the road, Stacy fell asleep, and Mike tried to process everything that had just happened. Why had he put his hand on her leg? And kept it there? Why was he rock hard right now? What did she mean by he was her first crush? These questions and others swirled around in his head as he arrived home, carried his unconscious sister into the house, put her in bed, and just stood there, looking down at her.
She was so pretty.
She looked just like their Mom.
But... she was his sister.
Incest wasn't only wrong, but illegal.
However, she didn't have a womb but a dick, so there was no way he could ever plant a baby inside her...
.....
Stacy woke up the next morning feeling horrible.
Why had she drunk so much?
Then her eyes went wide. Had she really told her brother he was her first crush? Shit! Then she remembered her brother's hand caressing her leg. It had felt so nice. It had felt intimate. And he'd promised not to treat her like 'that brother with those embarrassing tits' anymore.
She showered, and feeling more confidence as she replayed last night, she put on a black bikini top and silky sheer black pantyhose and vamped into the living room... her entire completely shaved cock and balls in view and showcased... not at all concealed... by the hosiery.
"Morning, boys," she said, dramatically taking a full-body stretch in front of the two roommates.
"It's afternoon," Malik pointed out, as he looked up and admired her wearing yet another sexy, revealing outfit... but never before as revealing as this one.
"Jesus," Ricky said, as his eyes went to the hard cock right next to him.
"How you feeling?" Malik asked, also noticing her big dick. He'd seen lots of dicks in his life, countless ones in locker rooms, some hard ones during a few foursomes, and he'd never once given any importance to them... yet there was something about Stacy's dick that intrigued him.
"A little rough," Stacy admitted, as she basked in both Ricky and Malik staring at her cock.
"Well, you look good," Ricky said.
"Sorry for my lack of clothing," Stacy said, "but it's really hot in here."
"Outside it's over a hundred and five already," Malik said.
"That explains it," Stacy said, still standing in front of the two guys... tacitly inviting them to stare at her body... or specifically, at her cock. She'd read lots of erotica, and had found some recurring truisms... the most common one being that many men would suck a cock if it was attached to a woman. She hadn't been able to test that theory yet, but she hoped to do so very, very soon.
"There are pancakes on the kitchen table," Malik offered, unable to avoid staring at this hot girl's big dick.
"Yeah, and your brother is still asleep," Ricky said, not even attempting to conceal his fascination with her dick.
Stacy, wanting to see their reaction to her next tease, reached her hand inside her pantyhose to adjust her hard dick to a vertical position, "Sorry, it was a little stuck down there."
"It'll be stuck all day in that pantyhose," Malik said, wiping some sweat from his forehead as his own dick hardened in response to the surprisingly erotic act... resenting that the air conditioning was currently non-functional.
"When's the air conditioning going to be fixed?" Stacy asked.
"Monday," Ricky said, wanting to adjust his hard-on too, but trying to resist, so it wouldn't become obvious she was making him hard.
"We may all be dead from dehydration by then," Stacy said, still adjusting her dick... now just for show, really.
"Yeah, it's likely nicer outside than in here," Malik said, his cock raging.
"Well, I'm going to take my brother some brunch, and then I think we should all hit the beach," Stacy suggested.
"Sure," Malik agreed.
"Yeah, for sure," Ricky agreed.
Stacy turned and walked away, both guys turning to watch the succulent motions of her very feminine pantyhose-clad ass.
Stacy poured some orange juice, gathered some cutlery, put a couple pancakes and sausages on a plate, poured on some syrup, nuked the plate for a minute and a half, then loaded everything onto a tray and headed into her brother's room with her offering.
She walked in and was pleasantly surprised to see that he slept completely in the buff. And better yet, he'd kicked all his covers to the floor. Fuck, was he a perfect specimen! His cock was completely hard... and she wondered what he was dreaming about. Then after admiring his seven-inch cock (same size as hers) for a while... a couple minutes... she took his nakedness and his hardness as a sign.
Stacy set the breakfast tray on the bedside table, and after a brief hesitation, she just went with it. She said, in a sultry, sexy, voice, an authentic feminine one she'd practiced for long hours to master, "Wakey, wakey. Pancakes and bakey." She also licked her hand until it was nice and wet, then brought it to his hard cock and began slowly stroking it, loving its slippery hardness in her hand,
Mike groggily began emerging from his slumber, summoned from a dream where he was fucking his sister from behind as she begged him to breed her... a recurring dream he'd been having for the past three days... although this one was more raw, intense and realistic than the others.
"Who're you dreaming about, big brother?" Stacy asked, hoping her guess... herself... was right, as she traced her fingers over his cock head. She hadn't ever given a hand job before... but she'd read lots about it... LOTS... and had watched lots of videos.
Mike's eyes went wide as the connection that his sister was in his room and his cock was being stroked coalesced into a single image. Mike, never lacking confidence on the field, the court, or the bedroom, stammered, "W-w-what are you doing, sis?"
Stacy kept her hand moving on his cock as she answered, her voice still dripping with sensuality, "I'm just waking up my big brother so he can enjoy his breakfast, silly."
He'd had many hand jobs in his life, and he wasn't a big fan of them, since women usually stroked too hard, or he was too dry, but his sister was doing something with his cock head while simultaneously stroking his cock that felt really fucking good. He asked, as he leaned up on his elbows, but made no attempt to halt this strange, surprising and incestuous act, "And why are you stroking my cock?"
"Well, it was all hard, and it seemed to be asking for my attention, and I thought you'd find this a pleasant way to greet your day," Stacy answered, rolling her finger over his cock head, and now feeling just a bit of slippery pre-cum. "Plus, this is my way of saying thank you for looking out for me last night, although I wasn't ever in any real danger."
Mike moaned softly from his sister's magical fingers as he answered, enjoying his sister's hand job way too much, "Well, it looked to me like you were in trouble."
"Well, let's not argue about it. Whether I was or not, I appreciate it, big brother," she said. "It's nice to know I have someone looking out for me."
"From now on, you always will, whenever I'm around," Mike said, not sure he could maintain his side of this conversation, since the pleasure she was administering was really consuming him.
"Now stop talking, and let your baby sister thank you for being my sweet protector," Stacy said, pondering the idea of lowering her head and sucking her brother's cock... yet resisting the temptation, since she didn't want to do anything that might disrupt this lovely interlude.
So Stacy kept stroking his big fat cock, seeing more pre-cum oozing out of his cock head, while Mike obediently closed his eyes and allowed his sister to continue jerking him off. He knew it was wrong... he knew he should stop her... but he didn't... and he couldn't... it just felt too good.
In less than a minute, which was unusual for Mike, even in the morning, he was about to burst. "Oh God, Stacy, you're gonna make me come!"
Stacy was dying to see her brother's cock erupt, and she purred again in a sensual voice that sounded like a phone sex operator, "Then let it out, big brother. Give me that big creamy load all over my face."
Mike just allowed the inevitable to occur while his sister jerked him, and he grunted, and his first rope shot straight up into the air, hitting Stacy on her forehead. The second rope shot up and fell back down onto her hand, before the rest oozed out, also all over her hand.
"What a lovely big load, big brother," Stacy purred, feeling a major rush and almost an orgasm as her own cock twitched in her pantyhose... surprised by how warm his cum felt on her forehead and hand.
"Jesus," Mike gasped weakly, as he kept coming from the most intense hand job he'd ever experienced.
"Yummy! Breakfast!" Stacy crooned, as she carried a massive load of cum between her thumb and forefinger to her mouth.
Mike opened his eyes to see his sister eating his cum. Shit, that's really hot, he thought to himself... he always considered any girls who swallowed or took facials hot... but Stacy eating her own brother's cum from her hand was deliciously wicked!
Stacy licked cum off her fingers and hand until there was none left except for that initial massive shot to her forehead, and said, "Thanks for the creamy load, big brother. Now eat your breakfast, and then meet us outside on the beach."
"Yeah, okay," Mike said in a bit of a daze, his orgasmic pleasure fading as he processed with mixed feelings what he'd just allowed to happen.
"Hurry, big brother," she said, as he just then saw she was in pantyhose, and he could clearly see her hard cock through it.
"Okay," he repeated, as he sat up and watched her saunter away... her ass in that pantyhose so fucking sexy... as he shook his head.
Stacy, feeling a strong rush of adrenaline, strolled back into the living room and asked, the guys now sitting right next to each other, playing Call of Duty, "Why aren't you guys ready for the beach yet?"
"Right away," Malik said, shooting someone dead. He didn't want to get an obvious hard-on in front of these two, so he kept staring at the screen.
Ricky looked up to see her cock was just a few feet from him, and now it was even harder than before. This led to him being killed... but he didn't care about that. He was powerless to break his stare away from that cock.
Malik continued staring at the screen, but it wasn't easy.
"Well, I'm going to go change right now, and I expect to see you two out there real soon," Stacy ordered, and she adjusted her dick again while Ricky continued to stare.
"Okay, sure," Ricky said mindlessly.
Malik finally just gave up, looked at her, and saw a big gob of cum on Stacy's forehead. Amazed, he asked, "Is that cum on your forehead?"
"Is it?" Stacy asked feigning surprise, and she brought a finger to her forehead several times to scoop up the cum and slurp it into her mouth, "I guess it was. Yum!"
"Shit," Ricky gasped, staring at the nasty act, and thinking the same thing Malik was thinking, Was that Mike's cum?
"Is it gone now?" Stacy asked.
"Yeah," Malik answered... stunned.
"Jesus, this pantyhose really was a mistake," she complained theatrically, and then she pulled them off and tossed them at the boys... her hard, unrestrained cock now pointing directly at them.
"Whose cum was that?" Ricky asked, even though it could only be one person's... except that wouldn't be at all realistic.
"I have no idea," she said with a cunning smile revealing she knew exactly whose it was. Then, deciding to use her cock to tease the two boys even more, she stepped close, leaned way down to reach between them, and retrieved the pantyhose she'd just tossed to them.



Ricky's eyes went wide, as that amazing cock suddenly was just a couple inches away from his hungry mouth.
Malik too couldn't keep from staring at the dick almost right in front of him.
Stacy remained in place for several moments, staring with pleasure at the two guys staring at her cock, before she stood up and turned, her hard cock smacking Ricky right in the face. "Oops, sorry."
"It's okay," Ricky said, wishing his mouth had been open.
"This dong seems to have a mind of its own," Stacy said, as she stood before them, slowly stroking her cock.
"They always do," Malik said, watching her stoke her dick.
"Did you guys get laid last night?" Stacy asked... feeling really horny.
"I did, but he didn't," Malik answered.
Ricky was speechless, and completely fixated on the cock directly in front of him.
"I didn't either," Stacy sighed, as she kept slowly stroking her cock... aimed directly at Ricky, who she knew was completely mesmerized by it.
"That was Mike's fault," Malik said, bewildered by this entire situation. Did Stacy just blow her brother? Or fuck him? Give him a hand job? Now he couldn't stop watching her stroke her dick.
"Yeah, he was protecting his little sister," Stacy said, then adding the revelation, "keeping me a virgin for a little while longer."
"You're still a virgin?" Malik blurted out.
"Yes, I still am. Both giving and receiving," Stacy answered, and she could feel her balls boiling, excited about the idea of coming on Ricky's face.
"Well, that's a rarity," Malik said.
"Such a big cock," Ricky muttered mindlessly, which had nothing to do with the conversation.
"Do you like my cock, Ricky?" Stacy asked.
"Yeah, it's amazing," Ricky answered, forgetting that one of his two best friends was sitting right beside him... and that the cock was attached to the sister of his other best friend... because all he could think about was the cock.
"What do you think?" Stacy asked, turning her presentation towards Malik. "Except I understand that you brothers call it a dick instead of a cock, is that right?"
"That's right, and it's an impressive dick," Malik said, although more matter of factly than Ricky's trance-like, lustful response.
"Thanks," Stacy said. "I hope you two don't mind, but jerking off my brother and eating his cum got me really horny, so I need to come real soon."
"You jerked off Mike?" Malik asked, even though it was obvious she had.
"Well, he was naked, hard, and his cock was just begging for my attention," Stacy said, turning her cock back towards Ricky.
Ricky couldn't resist anymore. He pounced forward and seized her cock in his mouth, "Oh Ricky," Stacy moaned. "How lovely!"
"Jesus," Malik gasped, shocked to see his buddy with a cock in his mouth, but also oddly feeling a bit jealous. For the first time ever, he wondered what it would be like to suck a cock.
"Oh yeah, Ricky, suck my dick just like that," Stacy moaned, as she watched him bobbing.
Ricky's hunger took over as he bobbed like a cock hungry slut, wanting that big dick deep inside his mouth, and that girl's load gliding down his throat.
After a few seconds, noticing Malik watching intently, she pulled out of Ricky's mouth and asked, "Would you like to suck me too?"
"What?" Malik asked, her cock now just two inches away from his mouth.
"Go ahead, I know you want to," Stacy said, stroking her cock.
"Fuck, then why not?" Malik agreed after just a brief hesitation; and he leaned forward and took her cock in his mouth... just going for it.
"Oh yeah, suck my cock... sorry, my dick," Stacy groaned, as she watched him tentatively begin sucking. And although she wasn't into racial play or anything, and she wasn't about to start calling anyone names, it was kind of hot to see a black man sucking her white dick.
To Malik, it felt weird to have any cock in his mouth, but in this case oddly natural. And her having nice tits and a soft, feminine shape to her face and body, certainly didn't hurt. He slowly bobbed for a few seconds, his head now clouded with lust.
Stacy enjoyed the blow job for a minute or so... Does this mean I'm blacked now? (I had seen a few episodes of that porn site and saw some amazing black cocks)... before she pulled out, her balls about to burst, and she immediately spewed her first load of the day onto Malik's surprised face... before turning back to Ricky, who instantly leaned forward so rope number two spurted up his right nostril before he took the girl's cock as far as possible into his mouth and swallowed the rest of her salty, sweet load.
"Jesus," Mike said, having entered the room just in time to witness his sister pull out of Malik's mouth and shoot her jism all over his two friends' faces.
"Hey, big brother, I'm just spending some quality time with our hot friends," she said brightly, as Ricky swallowed every drop of her cum.
"So I see," Mike said in an odd tone, having shared more than one woman with his two roommates. Once they'd triple teamed a Mom and daughter.
"Sorry man, it just happened," Malik said, mortified by what he'd done, and that it was with Mike's sister, and that it was a little too gay.
Ricky, finally emerging from his lust-filled cock-hungry coma, realized Mike had entered the room. He backed off of the cock and said, "I'm so sorry Mike, I just couldn't resist."
"I'm not sorry at all," Stacy said. "These dudes just gave me my first blow job!"
"Shit," Malik said.
"Hey, she's an adult, so if she wants you two to suck her dick, then so be it," Mike said, not actually sure what he was feeling, "I'm going down to the beach."
He walked out the door, his cock hard again, and Stacy said, "Thanks boys, you two are great cock suckers... or a dick sucker, as the case may be." She bent down, kissed Ricky and then Malik, and sauntered away, completely naked except for her bikini top.
Ricky and Malik looked at each other but didn't say anything. Both were stunned by what they'd just done....
Stacy put on her matching bikini bottoms and headed to the beach. She loved that theirs was a completely secluded location, where it didn't matter how obvious her dick was... while at other times she preferred to go to a public beach to show off the rest of her body.
Mike was doing weights... they had their own small weights area... and fuck, did he have muscles.
Stacy placed a towel on the warm sand and sat down on it. She lathered herself with suntan lotion on her legs, stomach and arms before she called out, "Mike, can you please come and put suntan lotion on my back?"
After the hand job, then watching his sister get blown by his two best friends, Mike didn't know what to say to her. He summoned some courage, took a deep breath, and walked over, as she rolled onto her front.
Stacy, feeling wicked and completely brazen after giving her first hand job and receiving her first blow job, tugged the strings of both her bikini top and bottoms, and pulled them completely off just as her brother arrived. She tossed them aside.
"What are you doing?" Mike asked, suddenly staring at the completely naked backside of his sister.
"I don't want any tan lines," Stacy said, as she grabbed the lotion, and rolled onto her side to display her breasts to her brother for the first time. "Here."
"So you've just gotten your first blow job. Have you given many of them?" Mike asked as he accepted the lotion.
"Not any of them yet," Stacy said, looking directly at her brother's crotch and seeing the shape of his hard cock through his trunks.
"And are you still a virgin?" he asked as he stared at his sister's round, bare breasts and hard nipples.
"Yes," Stacy answered, then repeated her earlier words, this time for her brother's ears, "both giving and receiving."
"I see," he said, as she rolled back onto her stomach and he knelt beside her.
"Actually, I've been saving myself for the right man," Stacy said, trying to hint without being completely obvious.
"That sounds like a good idea," Mike said, as he spread the lotion onto his hands, wondering if she was hinting she'd been saving herself for him.
"I don't know if I can last a lot longer," Stacy said, no longer being overly vague.
Mike began rubbing lotion into her shoulders as he said, "Well, you wouldn't want to regret your first time."
"I won't," Stacy said. "Today is already a day of firsts."
"I can't believe you just turned my straight best friends into cock suckers," Mike said.
"Yeah, I just dangled my dick in front of them, and Ricky gobbled it right down," Stacy said, still in awe she'd just gotten her first blow job... from two studly men.
"That's nuts," Mike said, as he massaged the lotion into her entire back.
"Yeah, I busted a nut," Stacy joked.
"That's the first time recently you've sounded like a guy," Mike observed.
"Oh," Stacy said. "I'm sorry to hear that; I don't want you to see me as a guy at all, I want you to see me as your hot younger sister."
"Trust me," he said, as he placed his hands just above her ass. "I do only see you as a girl now."
"Really?" Stacy asked.
"Yeah," Mike said.
"Awesome," Stacy said. "Now go ahead and do my ass."
"The last girl who said that to me got a really rough ass fucking," Mike said, and then realized what he'd said to his own sister.
"Mmmmmmmm," Stacy purred, not having meant it sexually, but loving his reaction.
"You really are a bad girl," Mike said as he poured lube onto her ass.
"What I want is to be a bad sister," Stacy said wickedly, the innuendo pretty blunt.
"Stacy..." Mike cautioned, his cock throbbing in his swimming trunks.
"Sorry, but if that wasn't forward enough..." and Stacy then just put everything out there by saying, "...anytime you're willing, I want you to take my virginity."
Mike was speechless as he rubbed lotion all over her amazing ass.
"I mean you should fuck my 'pussy', if you know what I mean," Stacy clarified. "And I want to lose my cock virginity to one of your roommates."
"Which one?" Mike asked, cautiously ignoring the offer to fuck his sister... which was tempting... but so, so wrong.
"I don't know," Stacy said. "It's obvious that Ricky would bend over and give me his pussy the moment I asked him to, but Malik may be a better challenge."
"Challenge?"
"I have a recurring fantasy of turning lots of straight guys into cock suckers and bottoms," Stacy said, having avidly read many stories of straight men being seduced by trans women. "And the more manly they are, the hotter the experience should be for me."
"Really?" Mike asked, as he poured more lotion into his sister's ass crack, and then rubbed deeply into the cleavage, and even touched down on her asshole.
"Ooooh," Stacy moaned, feeling her brother's fingers touching her pussy. She'd never had anyone touch her pussy, although she had fucked herself with a variety of toys, to prepare herself for the day she finally got fucked by a real cock.
"Sorry," Mike said.
"Don't be, that felt really nice," Stacy replied.
So Mike pulled the ass cheeks apart and admired his sister's asshole. There was always something so hot about the sight and feel of a girl's rosebud... it was so taboo... so kinky... and now the experience was enhanced by a trillion, because it was his sister's.
"You seem interested. If you want, you can fuck me right here and now, big brother," Stacy offered bluntly ... her cock rock hard underneath her.
"I don't know," Mike said. The idea was tempting, but...
"Mike, I really do want you to be the first person to fuck me," Stacy repeated. "I want to be your sister slut. I don't want an exclusive relationship with you or anything like that... I want to play with lots of people. But given the number of notches on your bedpost, I'm sure you'll want that too I just want you to be my first and then use me whenever you need to drop a load."
"Jesus," Mike said, her offer so shocking and hot. And well thought out as well.
"Let's go into the ocean," Malik said from out of nowhere, unknowingly interrupting the wicked incestuous potential seduction that was occurring just out of his earshot.
"I'm serious, Mike," Stacy continued more softly. "Anytime you want me to suck your cock, or you want to fuck me, or just about anything else, I'll willingly agree without hesitation," Stacy said, knowing their alone time was over for now.
"You've certainly given me a lot to think about! And I'm not outright refusing you, but before we do anything else, let's talk some more later," Mike said. His cock was raging, and if his friends hadn't arrived when they did, he would likely have taken his sister's virginity right away.
"Anytime," Stacy said wickedly, as she stood up completely naked, started running, and hurtled herself into the Gulf.
"Jesus," Malik said.
"We have the beach to ourselves, so we should all get naked!" Stacy called out.
Malik and Ricky looked at Mike, who shrugged and tugged his trunks off, revealing a very hard cock.
The other guys followed suit, and Malik walked over to Mike and asked, "Did your sister give you a hand job with your breakfast?"
There was no use denying it, so he said, as they walked towards the water, "Yeah."
"Shit."
"Yeah."
"She's quite a woman," Malik said.
"Yeah," Mike repeated his monosyllabic answers, not knowing what else to say.
"Hurry up, studs," Stacy called out, wondering what it would be like to suck and fuck all three of them in the Gulf water.
Ricky caught up and asked, "You okay with all this, Mike?"
"I'm not sure I have a choice," Mike said.
"I'm really sorry," Ricky said, feeling extremely guilty for what he did.
"That wasn't your first cock though, was it?" Mike asked.
"It was mine," Malik interjected quickly, wanting to make that perfectly clear.
"No," Ricky admitted sheepishly. In his case there was no point in denying it because he was a terrible liar. He'd avoided being outed because it had never come up in conversation. No one would think a jock like him might be bi or gay.
"I sucked a trans once," Mike admitted, wanting Ricky to feel better.
"Really?" Ricky asked.
"Yeah, and then I destroyed her asshole," Mike said, reclaiming a little of his manhood.
"Yeah, so did I," Ricky said, but unfortunately his tone informed the other two that it wasn't so.
They reached the Gulf, and spent the next half hour just goofing around. At some point during their time in the water, Stacy got to see each of the other two guys' dicks, and she even stroked them both underwater, albeit ever so briefly, got felt up by both of them, and ground her bare ass against all three of them.
When they came out of the water... all four of them had hard dicks... the Gulf water warm enough to avoid the usual shrinkage water can inflict upon normally impressive manhoods.
Mike moved the conversation back to Ricky. "So Ricky, how long have you liked dick?"
Ricky sighed.
"No way was that your first time with a dick in your mouth," Mike said.
"Yeah, you really went to town with our girl," Malik added.
"You looked like you were enjoying yourself with her dick in your mouth, too," Ricky countered, trying to get everyone's attention off himself.
"So do you know who hasn't sucked any cock yet?" Stacy asked, as she knelt down in front of all three guys.
All three guys looked at her questioningly.
"I haven't," Stacy said, her hands on her hips, which somehow showcased every curve of her perfect body.
"That's a shame," Malik said, looking at her speculatively.
"A real shame," Mike agreed.
"So I think it's time for us to change that sorry state of affairs," Stacy said, and she immediately reached for both Malik and Ricky's dicks with her hands, and leaned way forward to take her big brother's big cock into her mouth, before any of them had any time to react.
"Fucking hot," Malik said, as he watched this sister sucking her brother... which was something he'd only encountered in erotica or seen in faux incest porn.
"But she's your sister," Ricky pointed out.
"I know, man," Mike said, stunned by what was happening, and unable to do anything to stop it... "But like you told me earlier, she's just so fucking hot."
"That she is," Ricky agreed, as Stacy slowly sucked her first cock ever... and it was her dream cock... her brother's.
"So her first-ever cock is yours," Malik pointed out.
"I'm just being a caring big brother," Mike moaned, as his sister slowly sucked his cock... doing something with her mouth to collect extra saliva... which felt sensational!
"This is such a delicious cock, big brother," Stacy purred, taking his cock out of her mouth for just a moment.
"Jesus, that's so hot," Malik said, his cock throbbing from watching the incestuous act, and from the way Stacy periodically removed her mouth from him, and simply jerked him off slowly, and rubbed her finger over his cock head, before returning to sucking him.
Stacy had always been good at multi-tasking, and that skill was being tested as she focused on sucking her brother's cock, using a saliva technique she'd learned online, creating extra wetness that supposedly made receiving a blow job feel like fucking a pussy. But she was also simultaneously stroking the other two cocks and teasing their cock heads... all three cocks now oozing some pre-cum.
"So, do you take it in the ass too, Ricky?" Mike asked, thinking it would be nice to have an extra cock sucker and perhaps even a bottom around the house, for whenever there wasn't a chick around, or if he struck out at the bar. Mike had fucked a couple of twinks, his basketball coach, and a couple of older men in the past year... since Mike loved doing taboo stuff... and nothing was more taboo than incest... and although he'd wanted to fuck his Mom for years... his sister was an amazingly attractive younger replica of his hottest MILF of all time.
"Mike," Ricky said, although it came out as an accidental moan, while Stacy rubbed his cock head.
"That wasn't a no," Mike said.
Stacy, feeling sorry for Ricky's situation, went to his dick and took it into her mouth.
"Oh fuck," Ricky groaned, as she suddenly had his dick in her mouth.
"So are you gay, bi or what?" Malik asked.
"I'm bi, fuck!" Ricky blurted out, sick of the interrogation. "Do you have a problem with that?"
"No. Hell no," Malik said, knowing Ricky had a temper.
"Hey, if we're all being completely honest," Mike said, as his sister's hand went to his dick, "I sucked a trans once, and I've fucked a few guys' bottoms."
"Really?" Ricky asked, glancing down inadvertently at his teammate's hard cock, glistening with Stacy's saliva.
Stacy listened intently; learning that her brother had fucked some guys was a surprising and hot twist... while, of course, she was sucking a cock while jerking off her brother. She waved her free hand around, and like a surgeon's assistant, Malik slapped his cock into her palm.
"Yeah, really," Mike admitted, feeling pretty vulnerable right now.
"Well, it is 2022," Malik shrugged, surprised by both of his buddies' revelations.
"Yeah, fuck yes it is," Ricky groaned, close to coming.
"So you do take it in the ass?" Mike asked, as Ricky continued staring at his cock.
"On occasion," Ricky moaned his admission. "But no more questions; I'm about to come."
Stacy, excited about swallowing her first load straight from the source, kept bobbing, and in a few more seconds she felt his cock pulse, and then he grunted and filled her mouth with his salty, creamy seed. Stacy had eaten her own cum on a few occasions, but both the cum from her brother this morning, and now this full load directly into her mouth, were so much tastier... which made her cock flinch.



"My turn," Malik said, his receiving 'only' a hand job driving him nuts.
"You want my sister to blow you right here in front of me?" Mike demanded in an angry voice.
Malik, realizing he might have misread the situation, began to apologize. "Mike, I'm sorry, I thought...."
"I'm kidding, man," Mike laughed, "enjoy yourself, I know Stacy will," as his sister spat one cock out of her mouth and gobbled down the next one.
"You asshoooooole," Malik moaned, as Stacy wrapped her soft lips around his dick.
"And Ricky likes taking it in the ass," Mike joked.
"Fuck you," Ricky shot back.
"Oh, but it'll be me fucking you," Mike countered confidently, which made Ricky blush.
"I'll be on hand to watch that," Stacy added, briefly stopping sucking her first black dick... which at six inches was impressive, but not a monster like they had in porn.
"Oh, I have plans for you too," Mike said, as his sister kept stroking his cock.
"Mmmmmm," Stacy moaned, as she bobbed on Malik's dick... her free hand stroking her own throbbing cock.
"Suck my dick Ricky, it's obvious you want to," Mike ordered.
"You sure you don't mind?" Ricky asked, having been pondering just dropping in front of Mike and offering to suck his dick... being outed had been embarrassing, but it was also liberating.
"Yeah, go right ahead," Mike said.
"Okay, thanks," Ricky said, trying to act casual, even though he was dying to get another dick in his mouth.
"Oh fuck, Stacy, I can't believe you've never done this before," Malik groaned, his balls already about to burst.
"She's always tried to be the very best at whatever she does," Mike said, his sister's fingers feeling really good, rolling over his cock head.
"This is so fucking good," Malik said, as he grabbed her head with both hands and began face fucking her... his almost six-inch dick going balls deep into her mouth, over and over.
"Mmmmmmm," Stacy moaned as Malik face fucked her... his balls actually bouncing off her chin.
"Get ready, slut," Malik grunted, getting nastier and more verbal whenever he was about to bust a nut.
Stacy eagerly awaited the warm load about to explode into her mouth... which it did a few balls-bouncing-against-her-chin thrusts later.
"Swallow it all down, bitch," Malik ordered, as he shot his load down her throat
She was surprised that his barking orders at her and his name calling turned her on, and just as she felt someone's lips wrapping around her own cock, she swallowed her second straight load.
"My turn," Mike said, dying to feel his sister's lips wrapped around his cock again.
Malik pulled out, and Stacy looked down to see Ricky lying on his side and bobbing slowly on her cock, while her brother was offering his cock to her.
"Do you want your baby sister to suck your cock again, big brother?" Stacy asked in the nastiest tone ever.
"Fuck, you really are a slut," Mike said approvingly, as he slid his cock into her mouth.
"Mmmmmm," Stacy moaned as she began bobbing on his cock... and unlike the last time when she'd bobbed on her brother's cock slowly, this time she bobbed like she'd seen in lots of porn films... with hungry, intense lust.
"Oh yeah, suck it, sis," Mike groaned, watching his sister really going to town on his cock, his load quickly warming up.
"So hot," Malik said, watching that incestuous act again.
It wasn't easy, but Ricky eventually got into a decent rhythm, sucking her hard cock.
"Do you want my load, sis?" Mike asked, pulling his cock out of her mouth.
"Oh yes, big brother, shoot me that big load," Stacy answered, as her brother plunged the top half of his dick furiously into her mouth, while jacking the lower half like crazy.
"You want my load all over your face?" Mike growled
"Oh yes, that sounds perfect! Give me your load that way," Stacy agreed, dying to feel a full load all over her face.
"Yeah, come on her face," Malik chipped in, enjoying his current role as a voyeur.
"Oh fuck, get ready, babe," Mike warned.
Stacy opened her mouth and watched until the very last moment before closing her eyes, and a massive wad splatted onto her on the forehead, then another shot onto her nose, and then some more dribbled into her open mouth.
"Oh fuck," Mike grunted, watching his massive load splatter all over his sister's face.
Stacy, her own orgasm close, pulled out of Ricky's mouth, stood up and ordered, "Come here and finish me off."
Ricky quickly got up from the warm sand, got onto his knees, and took his favourite big, hard cock back into his mouth.
"Oh yeah, suck it," Stacy moaned, "suck it good," in awe of how good a blow job could feel, and hoping she too had been making her guys feel this good.
"Who would have thought we'd ever see anything like this?" Malik asked.
"Yeah," was all Mike said, feeling sudden guilt because instead of protecting his sister, he'd just assisted his buddies in taking advantage of her.
"Oh yeah, suck it, suck it, suck iiiit," Stacy moaned loudly, as she came, depositing her entire load in Ricky's mouth.
Ricky hungrily swallowed down every drop of the warm, creamy seed.
Spent, Stacy pulled out half a minute later.
Malik said, "We're going to get heat stroke out here."
"Yeah, let's go inside," Mike agreed.
"Can we go shopping?" Stacy asked.
"We can if the stores have air conditioning," Mike said.
"Yay, air conditioning!" Stacy cheered, hugging her brother, her naked little breasts pressing against his naked hard chest.
They went inside... they all showered... and Mike took Stacy, dressed in just a sundress and sandals, to the mall.
Two hours later, Stacy had three new bikinis, two dresses, and a couple of t-shirts and skirts. She then asked, as they were walking past a lingerie store, "Want to help me pick out something sexy for tonight?"
"Why? What's happening tonight?" Mike asked, having been going through a wide range of emotions after everything he'd allowed to happen today. He was the big brother. He was supposed to protect her. He hadn't done that. Yet in his defense, in addition to her being so hot... and looking just like their sexy Mom... she was just so sexually free. He was certain that if he apologized for taking advantage of her, she'd just look bewildered and say something like, "Huh?"
She turned towards him, stepped in front of him and said, with her lips two inches from his ear, "I hope I'll be giving my virginity to my special someone."
"Stacy, I'm not sure we should keep doing this," Mike said, even though the offer he was receiving was a dream come true.
"If you don't take it, I'll have to give it to someone else, and that'll be very disappointing, since whoever it is won't be you," Stacy pointed out, leaning forward and kissing him softly on the lips.
"But I'm your brother, and I'm supposed to protect you," he said, surprised by how soft her lips were.
"That's exactly what you've been doing... especially today," Stacy said.
"Huh? How?"
"You've been allowing me to explore my sexuality in safe places," she said. "With the man I love and his trusted friends."
Mike felt his face flush with heat.
"I really do want you to be my first, Mike," Stacy said softly.
"Why me?"
"Well, for one thing, I love you," Stacy said. Then smiled, "And two, you're hot; and three, you have an amazing dick." She then slyly squeezed her brother's dick through his shorts.
"Jesus," Mike moaned, flattered by her words, and once again feeling crazy horny.
"So, do you want to help me pick a sexy outfit you'd like to see me wearing tonight?" Stacy asked again, giving her brother's hard dick another squeeze.
"I'd better, or who knows what you might choose," Mike said, and she took his hand and led him into the lingerie shop.
"You pick them, and I'll try them on," Stacy said.
"Really?" Mike asked.
"Just think of me as your living, breathing, X-Rated Barbie Doll," she said, doing a twirl, which considering she was commando and had an extremely oversized clit, allowed her dress to float up a little too much.
"Well, first I want to see you try out a few pairs of stockings," he said.
"Mmmmmm, is stockings your only fetish?" Stacy asked as they entered the hosiery section.
"No, I have a few," he said, thinking of his Mom.
"Then I look forward to learning about all of them," she smiled, again sneakily squeezing his dick.
"Given your apparent enthusiasm for everything, we might actually try them all," he said, selecting a few different shades of stockings. "Now we'll need a garter-belt or something."
"I've never worn a garter-belt," Stacy said.
"Then that changes now," Mike said.
"Yes, big brother," Stacy purred, totally turned on because it was really starting to look like she'd be losing her virginity to her brother tonight.
A woman in her forties came over and asked, "Is there anything I can help you two with?"
"My sister needs a sexy garter-belt for some of these stockings," Mike said.
"Your sister?" The woman asked. She'd seen a lot of things in her years of selling lingerie... but a brother helping his sister select her lingerie was a new one.
"Yes, we're very close," Stacy said, leaning in and kissing his lips.
"Oh!" she said, shocked.
"We want the sexiest garter-belt you have," Mike said.
A little rattled, but sensing she could make a good commission with these two perverts, she asked, "Do you specifically want a garter-belt, or would you also like to see some really sexy lingerie that will showcase her body, and will also have clasps for attaching the stockings?"
"Possibly. Show us," Mike said.
"Follow me," she said. She led them to the lingerie section and picked out three outfits. "Let's have you try on these three."
"Sure," Stacy said, excited to try on lingerie, and to do it in front of her brother.
"Then please follow me again," the saleswoman instructed, leading the two to a changing room. The saleswoman hung up all three pieces on three hooks and said, "Have fun."
"Oh, we will," Stacy said, looking at the three very different pieces, but which all seemed sexy as fuck. "I'll be right out," she said, winking at her brother before closing the fragile door.
The saleswoman walked away, and Mike adjusted his dick.
Stacy removed the only garment she was wearing... the sundress... and checked out a black mesh, somewhat see-through-looking dress. She examined the tag: it was called a 'halter garter dress'. She slipped it on and saw the clasps. She called out, "I need the black stockings."
"I've got them right here," Mike said, walking up to the door.
Stacy opened it just enough to stick her hand out.
"Can't I see?" Mike asked,
"Not until I can show you the full ensemble," Stacy said as Mike placed the package in her hand.
"Fine," Mike said.
"Don't worry, it'll be worth the wait," Stacy promised.
She closed the door, put on the sheer stockings and clasped each to the dress... and because of her inexperience, the back two were a bit of a challenge. She looked into the mirror. This was indeed hot... although she assumed there were supposed to be panties of some sort to go with it to conceal a girl's pussy, or in her case, her dick, which was currently hard and proud.
She shrugged and opened the door... if someone saw her dick pointing straight out, she didn't care.
She walked over to Mike and asked, doing a quick, sexy spin, "What do you think, sweetheart?"
"Very nice," Mike said, unabashedly admiring his sister. Although he loved seeing a naked woman, for some reason lingerie and stockings were even sexier... and the rare time he fucked a girl wearing lingerie or stockings, he never took them off... or if she was wearing pantyhose, he ripped away the crotch and kept the rest on. Thankfully, his current sort of girlfriend Beth... they weren't really exclusive or anything... was a cheerleader, and she wore pantyhose with her uniform, and she didn't find his nylon fetish creepy, like some prior girlfriends had... which is why he seldom dated women... he just fucked them.
"You think?" Stacy asked, knowing she looked hot in this outfit.
The saleswoman walked in and started to ask, before being suddenly shocked by seeing the big dick on the pretty girl, "How does that fiiiiit?"
"Really good, don't you think?" Stacy chirped.
"Uh, yeah, very good," the woman said. This petite girl's dick was a good three inches longer than her husband's.
"Sorry, I don't usually wear underwear," Stacy said. "I hope that's all right."
"Oh, it's fine," the woman said, staring a little too much at the surprise dick.
"Doesn't she have a great dick?" Mike asked, never one to ignore any elephants in the room.
"It's very nice," the woman said, rattled for perhaps the first time in over a decade... the previous time being when she walked into a change room to find a woman in her sixties being eaten by one of her college employees, while another woman in her sixties fingered the coed's asshole. They invited her to join them, but she was speechless, and after an interminable moment while she tried to find something... anything... to say, she had to simply turn and walk away. So at least this time she was managing to keep up her end of the conversation and could even admit... if only to herself... that this pretty girl's dick... especially nice and hard like it was... really did look very nice on her.
"Thank you," Stacy said, stroking it briefly. "I'll try on number the second one, and I'll need the red nylons."
"Here you go," Mike said.
"Thanks, big brother," she said, taking the package and kissing his lips again.
As Stacy headed back into a changing room, Mike repeated, "We are close."
"So I can see," the saleswoman said, shaking her head in bewilderment. "If you need me for anything else, please let me know."
"Are you married?" Mike asked abruptly, halting her in her tracks.
"Yes sir," she answered, surprised by the question asked by this very good looking young man. She used to get hit on fairly often while working here, but fifty extra pounds during COVID had led to those flattering moments coming to an end.
"Happily married?" Mike asked, turning on his usual charm. He liked MILFs. He especially liked bigger MILFs... there was something about how eager they often were for young dick. He added in a suave tone, "Sexually?"
"Yes sir," she answered, but following a brief hesitation... his sexy tone and the question rattling her... her pussy was tingling, and it was even leaking a bit into her panties.
"So you're not, then," he said.
"Why would you say that?" she asked, even though she definitely wasn't happy with her sex life. She couldn't remember the last time she and Hank had fucked, it had been years since he'd gone down on her, and usually their only sex was just the blow job that he still expected regularly ... although even that had become less regular. She assumed it was her extra weight. Being Latina, she'd always been a little thick, but the recent weight had all accumulated in her tits and ass.
"Your hesitation," Mike answered.
"I was surprised by the question," she answered.
"Fair enough," Mike nodded. "But the sorrow in your eyes is speaking volumes."
"Fine, it's been a while," she said, frustrated by his correct assumptions, annoyed by her inattentive husband, and confused by the wetness in her panties.
"And the look in your eyes when you saw my sister's cock, after the original shock wore off, also told a tale," Mike continued, playing puppet master for a potential threesome with his sister.
"Who wouldn't be surprised?" she asked.
"Oh, I was surprised the first time I saw it too," Mike said, "but then you kept staring at it nonstop."
"How couldn't I?" she asked. "It was right out in the open, and pointing straight at me."
"I take it that my sister's dick is a lot larger than your husband's," Mike said.
"I plead the Fifth," she said, trying not to throw Hank under the bus, while actually pretty much answering the question.
"I'll take that as a yes," Mike said. "I also assume he's a lot smaller, and he likely doesn't pay attention to you at all anymore." Sadly, Mike had seen this tragedy playing out many times. He'd fucked many married women... and they'd been available almost always because the husband wasn't doing what he should be doing. For example, his father had always fucked his Mom good; he'd heard them through the vents whenever he was home, and she'd almost always been bright and chipper back when Dad was alive.
"I need to go help some other customers," she said, Mike's observations hitting way too close to home.
Timing being everything, Stacy sauntered out in an all red negligee, with garters attaching the red stockings, which had black seams up the back.
"How does this one look?" Stacy asked, oblivious to the conversation and tension she'd just stepped into.
"How do you think she looks?" Mike asked.
"Red is a very flattering colour on you, Miss," she responded, admiring her amazing slender body... as well as the seven-inch cock, which was still hard, and was still constantly pointing at her... like a lighthouse beckoning a wayward ship to shore.
"Thank you so much, you're so sweet," Stacy said, stepping forward and hugging the plump stranger... her cock resting against her leg.
"You're welcome," she responded, feeling the hard cock flinch against her leg.
"Do you have an office in the back?" Mike asked.
"Yes, why?" she asked, and then realized her slip.
"Take us to it," Mike instructed firmly.
"I only have one other employee working right now," the saleswoman said, once again looking down at the girl's cock.
"So you're in charge. That's good. Then tell your subordinate you're interviewing someone for a position, and to leave you alone," Mike ordered.
"I really don't know," she prevaricated, her pussy burning and the temptation growing.
"If your answer was no, you would have said so already," Mike said, having navigated past this nervous hesitation many times. She hadn't openly broken yet, but in truth she already had, and she just didn't know it yet. Taking firm control, he said, "Go do it now. We don't have a lot of time."
Stacy watched in awe of her brother at work. Was he trying to fuck this sweet woman? And if he did, what would she be doing? Participating in some fashion, or just watching?
"Okay, give me a minute," she said, not able to believe she was about to do something so scandalous. She spoke with her employee, who was oblivious, and headed back to where Stacy was holding her third outfit in her hand, and her dick was still hard, inviting, and fully displayed. "Follow me."
Mike told Stacy, "Follow us."
Stacy reached in and grabbed her sundress, the black outfit and stockings, and the yet to be tried on white outfit, and hurried to catch up with her brother... excited at what might be about to transpire.
The manager opened her office door, and Mike and Stacy, her dick still hard and in the open, followed her inside. Once all three of them were inside, she closed the door and locked it.
Mike said, "And here we all are. Now go ahead and suck my sister."
"Pardon?" she gasped, even though she'd heard what he said.
"We both know you want that dick in your mouth," Mike said. "So do it, but get down on all fours. It's obvious that you also need a dick showing that neglected pussy of yours a good time."
"I'm not sure about this," she said, even while she watched the guy pull down his shorts to reveal an almost identical dick to his sister's, in both length and girth.
"What's your name?" Mike asked.
"Miranda."
"Nice name," Mike said, as he began stroking his cock. Unlike his sister's, it wasn't hard yet, but it was quickly getting there.
"Thanks," Miranda said, appreciating the rare (these days) compliment.



"Now get down on your knees and prepare both of our cocks for a fun spit-roast," Mike instructed.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," Miranda said, her eyes going back and forth between the two almost identical seven-inch cocks.
"I can," Mike said, placing his hands on her shoulders. "I knew it the moment you first stared at my sister's cock."
Miranda felt his hands on her shoulders, and she willingly lowered herself to her knees, without him even giving her a gentle push.
"I'm Mike, by the way," Mike said. "And this is Stacy."
"Hi," Miranda said, as she took the two cocks in her hands, in awe that these dicks were so similar to each other.
"Hi," Stacy said, "I'm delighted to meet such a sweet lady, and I just know you're about to do wonderful things to my dick." She was in awe about what had transpired in such a short time. One thing she'd never considered was joining forces with her brother to seduce guys and girls.
"Your dicks are almost identical," Miranda said.
"Well, we are blood siblings," Mike said, as he slid his cock into her mouth.
Miranda suddenly had the first dick in her mouth that wasn't her husband's in over two decades. She should be feeling guilty, but she only felt lust. She immediately began bobbing, while she also began stroking the girl's hard, throbbing cock. And what a precious jewel Stacy was! Even given her wanton behaviour, she glowed with graciousness, caring and innocence.
"Oh yeah," Mike said, this not the first time he'd witnessed a tentative older woman shifting into lustfulness in a heartbeat. "Get my dick nice and wet for your pussy."
"Yeah you sweet dish, suck my brother's big dick until it's ready to plow your sweet snatch," Stacy added,
After a minute, while Miranda had performed the most enthusiastic blow job she'd given in an eternity, Mike ordered, "Now get on all fours and suck my sister's dick."
Miranda obeyed immediately, wanting more dick in her mouth, and dying to transfer that big, young, hard, virile cock from her mouth to her pussy.
As Miranda took his sister's dick in her mouth, Mike pulled her dress up and over her hips, ripped her pantyhose at the crotch, tugged her unflattering panties to one side, and slid inside the already wet pussy. Usually he'd go down on a woman for a minute or more, sometimes even to orgasm, but today was about tag teaming a MILF with his sister.
"Ooooooooh," Miranda moaned, as the biggest cock she'd ever had filled her from behind... a position she hadn't been in for years... it had invariably been missionary or nothing for the past decade or more.
"Suck me," Stacy moaned, as she watched her brother fucking another woman. One she was certain, since she'd been there, he'd first met only about half an hour ago.
Mike slowly fucked Miranda while Miranda slowly sucked Stacy... everyone trying to get into a smooth flow.
Then Mike initiated something he'd done with both of his roommates on a few occasions... an Eiffel Tower. He removed his hands from her hips and said, waving his hands in the air over the new slut, "Place your hands on mine. It's time to Eiffel Tower our slut."
Stacy moved her hands to her brother's, while Miranda couldn't believe she'd just been called a slut... which she'd never been called before...although with strangers' cocks in her mouth and pussy... she guessed she now was a slut.
"What's an Eiffel Tower?" Stacy asked.
"We hold our hands together and fuck our slut like crazy," Mike explained.
"Oh, hot," Stacy said, hoping she could be the centerpiece of an Eiffel Tower someday.
"On three, start face fucking her," Mike said, his dick resting deep inside the MILF.
"Okay," Stacy said, thrilled by not only getting her dick sucked by a stranger, but also bonding with her brother in the most surreal fashion ever.
Mike pulled almost all the way out and counted, "One, two, three," and then slid deep into her, hard.
Stacy simultaneously slid her cock deep into the MILF's mouth, making her gag.
Then for three or four minutes, the brother and sister worked in harmony to make full use of both of the woman's holes... while Miranda moaned like a bitch in heat, moisture running down her face, not from crying, but from gagging, until she became adjusted to this seven full inches in her mouth, and was close to orgasm.
Mike was close to coming, so was his sister, and Miranda was lost in a rapture she'd long ago forgotten existed.
In fact Miranda couldn't take it anymore... she just had to come... "Oh fuck, pound me, you two... I'm so fucking close!"
Stacy furiously pumped her cock... knowing that soon she was going to splatter her cum all over this older woman's face.
"Come, slut. Come all over my cock," Mike ordered, holding back his own orgasm for as long as he could... loving the feeling of a woman losing control and helplessly coming on his cock.
"Oh yes, oh fuck, your big dick, fuck me, oh fuck, yesssssss," Miranda babbled like a mindless slut, until her orgasm ripped through her.
Watching this woman getting fucked and orgasming from her hot brother, and imagining getting fucked by him herself later tonight, was all it took for Stacy to come too, and she erupted her load all over the woman's pretty face as she grunted, sensing Mike was about to erupt too! "Come inside her, big brother."
"Oh, fuck yeah," Mike groaned, and his hands returned to the woman's wide hips as he hammered away and unleashed a huge load deep inside the woman's pussy.
Miranda felt cum spraying on her face and in her pussy at the same time, as another rush of adrenaline coursed through her, and as the most intense orgasm she could remember sent continuous pulses of pleasure throughout her entire body.
A minute later Mike pulled out, and as Miranda collapsed onto the floor, still trembling from the orgasm that wouldn't leave her behind, Stacy, in a spontaneous moment of hunger, went around her, flipped her onto her back, and buried her face in the cream pie.
"Oh my," Miranda moaned, as she opened her eyes to see the sister eating the cum. "That's your brother's cum you're eating."
Stacy feeling wicked as she licked up the creamy pussy-cock cum mixture, chortled, "Usually I prefer it directly from the source, but your delicious taco adds a really nice tang to it."
Mike added, "Miranda, I told you we were really close."
"Oh God, that feels so good," Miranda moaned, not having had her pussy licked in decades, during some lesbian experimentation back in college. Right now she didn't particularly care who was licking her, except she was oddly turned on by the incestuous element to this sex play for some reason. She cried out, "Don't stop; lap all your brother's cum out of my pussy!"
"Mmmmmmm," Stacy purred as she licked her first pussy, but just like she had for sucking cock, she'd researched a dozen different techniques for how to do it well.
Mike admired his sister's behind, thinking how great it was going to be to fuck that back door and to be his sister's first. He was incredibly tempted to do it right now, but he didn't want to do it here. His bedroom would be more intimate, and that would be an important element for her first time.
"Oh yes, suck my clit, eat my pussy, getcher brother's big load," Miranda moaned, as she moved her left hand to pull the eager girl's tongue deeper into her fevered pussy... her second orgasm already on the rise.
Mike remained hard while watching his sister eat out the sexy, horny MILF, as well as admiring his sister's ass in the sexy lingerie... but he resisted the temptation to fuck his sister... although it wasn't easy... it was such a great ass,
Stacy hungrily licked the pussy... loving to hear her moan and babble... enthralled by this task... enjoying the taste and even just the idea of this cream pie... loving the gentle, urgent hand on her head informing her how good she was doing. Just because she'd transitioned into a woman didn't mean she didn't like girls... she loved girls... loved them so much she'd always wanted to be one.
"Oh my, you're going to make me come again," Miranda moaned a couple minutes later, this hot girl with the big dick really working her pussy over.
"Spray your cum all over my sister," Mike said, the incestuous aspect turning him on too.
"Oh yes... fuck... fuck... eat me... fuck... oh fuck... yeeeeessss!" Miranda screamed, louder than she meant to, as her second orgasm ripped through her.
As the cum flooded out of the pussy and sprayed all over Stacy's face, she lapped up every drop she could find. She wasn't going to make a decision about which was tastier... male or female cum... but female cum definitely emerged at a moderate enough pace that she could enjoy and savour it more.
Mike put his dick away, knowing that whether most people thought it was right or wrong, he was definitely going to fuck his sister tonight.
Stacy kept licking for another minute or two, until Miranda pushed her head away. Concerned, Stacy asked, "Am I doing something wrong?"
Miranda hastily stood up and said, "Sorry, my pussy suddenly got very sensitive, and I really need to pee."
"You can pee on me if you like," Stacy offered, a golden shower another kink that weirdly intrigued her. Truth be told, almost every kink weirdly intrigued her.
"Oh my," Miranda said, still so horny that the idea turned her on... but her office's carpeted floor definitely wasn't a suitable place. "Maybe another time and another place," she said, before hurrying into her office's ensuite bathroom.
Stacy got up and asked, "Did we just do that on a sudden whim?."
"Yeah, we did," Mike said, unable to keep his eyes off his sister.
"I hope you can fuck me like that sometime soon," Stacy bluntly said.
"How about tonight?" Mike offered.
"Really?" Stacy asked, all excited.
"As long as you're still wearing that hot outfit," Mike said.
"Since it doesn't have any panties, that should work just fine. So I won't take it off until after you've taken my virginity, bred me, and made me a woman," Stacy said, stepping in close and kissing him passionately.
They were still making out when Miranda returned. She didn't say anything, but just watched. She wasn't sure which was more shocking... that she'd just cheated on her husband by two siblings spit-roasting her... or by simply knowing they were incestuous siblings. As cum leaked down her leg, she returned to the scene of the crime.
Mike broke the kiss and said, "We'd better get going.'
"Yeah, my big brother promised to take my virginity tonight," Stacy said.
"Stacy, some things can be kept between just the two of us," Mike said.
"Sorry, I just can't wait for you to fuck me," Stacy said, her cock still hard. "You are happy for me, aren't you, Miranda?"
"Very much so, and you can take it from me you're in for quite the treat," Miranda replied.
"I believe you, and I can't wait," Stacy said, sounding as giddy as a schoolgirl.
"We'll take all three outfits, and all the stockings," Mike said.
"They're on the house," Miranda offered generously.
"You don't have to do that," Mike said, surprised.
"No, I don't," Miranda agreed, "but I can and I will."
"Thank you so much for showing us such a wonderful time," Stacy said, going to the MILF and kissing her passionately. Miranda kissed her back, melting into the soft, sensual lips.
"We really do have to go," Mike said, if only because he really wanted to get home and fuck his sister.
Stacy broke the kiss, put on her sundress over the clashing red lingerie and stockings, and Miranda stored the rest of the items in a store bag.
"We may come back here again," Mike said.
"Please do," Miranda said, handing the bag to Stacy, and then leaned against her desk, since her legs felt like Jell-O after her multiple orgasms.
"You look really hot with my load all over your face," Stacy said, pulling out her phone and saying, "Smile!"
"Please, no," Miranda said, not wanting such humiliating evidence in someone's hands.
"It's just for me," Stacy wheedled. "You're my very first conquest, if we don't count Mike's roommates."
"I don't know," Miranda hesitated.
"Smile pretty for me, and I promise to come back here real soon and fuck your pussy," Stacy said, hoping that was an offer she couldn't refuse.
"Fuck it, you're irresistible, so just take the picture," Miranda said, smiling sweetly, cum and all, at the young trans woman.
"I will," Stacy smiled, and she snapped three pictures. "Thanks, sexy," Stacy said, walking over to her and kissing her one more time.
Stacy then went back to Mike, took his hand, and they walked out together.
Strolling to the car, Stacy said, "That was exhilarating."
"Yeah, it was pretty wild," Mike said.
"Can we do that some more? Team up to fuck other women?" Stacy asked.
"I'm sure we can," Mike agreed, having had a lot of fun spit-roasting that woman, aided and abetted by his sister... and the only difference from when he spit-roasted a woman with one of his buddies... this time, he wanted to fuck his partner, too.
"Awesome," Stacy said, giddy with excitement.
"But tonight," Mike said, as they walked towards the car, "I'm taking someone special's virginity."
Stacy's eyes went wide as she playfully jumped up and down, waving her hand like a schoolgirl in class desperate to be called on, "Is it me? Is it me? Gee, Mr. Miller, I hope it's me!"
"Oh, you know it's you, baby sister," Mike said, reaching the car, pushing her back against it and kissing her passionately.
When Mike broke the kiss, Stacy said, "You were my first hand job, my first blow job, and I can't wait for you to be my first... first."
"Tonight for sure," Mike promised, opening the door for his sister like a gentleman.
"I can't wait," Stacy said, being so in love and lust with her big brother.
On the way home, they were driving past an adult shop, and she said, "Pull in here."
"Why?"
"I've got an idea," Stacy said.
"That scares me," he said, as nevertheless he pulled in.
"Wait right here for a moment," Stacy said, knowing exactly what she was looking for.
Five minutes later, well maybe ten, she returned with a bag, and Mike asked, "What's in there?"
"It's a surprise for another day," Stacy giggled.
"You tease," he accused lightheartedly, squeezing her leg.
"Who aims to please," she added, as he started to drive, and she placed her hand on his cock.
At a red light, she ordered, "Pull your dick out."
Mike did.
"Think you can get sucked and still drive safely?" Stacy asked, as the light turned green, and he resumed driving. She didn't wait for a response before she bent down and took his cock into her mouth... and tasted Miranda on his cock.
"I guess we'll find out," he said, as he drove.
Stacy bobbed slowly on her brother's cock... just enjoying the thrill of having it in her mouth.
After a couple minutes, Mike feeling naughty, he pulled into a McDonald's drive-through.
Stacy at first thought they were at another red light, but when he rolled down the window and she heard a woman's tinny voice ask what he wanted to order, her eyes went wide... but she kept his cock in her mouth.
"I'll have a quarter pounder with cheese, extra pickles please, large fries and a Coke," Mike said. Then he asked, looking down at his sister, "what do you want, love?"
Stacy took his cock out of her mouth and answered, "Same as you, but with a Coke Zero."
Mike ordered that, as Stacy resumed sucking his cock.
As they rolled closer to the next window, Stacy accused, even while she kept swirling her tongue around her brother's cock head, "You're a very naughty little boy."
"And you're a very bad little girl," Mike said. "I expect you to keep sucking me for the entire time I'm getting the food and drinks."
"Will do, boss," Stacy said, this wicked exhibitionistic act a major turn-on as she adjusted her grip, and resumed sucking her brother's cock.
A minute later they reached the window, and a girl, maybe twenty, gasped as she reached for Mike's credit card.
Mike said, "She said she was really hungry and couldn't wait."
"So I see," the girl said, instantly turned on at the sight of the wicked sex act.
Shortly thereafter, Mike took the food and placed it on the dash, and the girl then gave him the two drinks. "Thank you," Mike said.
"Have a great night," the girl said.
"I already am," Mike smiled,
"Sure looks like it," the cashier smiled flirtatiously.
"Sis, take the drinks," Mike said.
Stacy sat up and took the two drinks, smiling up at the cashier, who was quite pretty... and had a shocked look on her face.
"Sis?" the girl gasped.
"Yeah, see the family resemblance? I do everything for my big brother," Stacy said, putting the drinks in the cup holders and then she reached over and openly resumed stroking her brother's cock.
The girl, stunned but curious, leaned forward to get a better look at the hot guy's dick.
"Doesn't my brother have a great dick?" Stacy asked.
"Y-y-yeah," she stammered, staring at the very impressive dick.
Mike said, "Get back to sucking, sis," as he started to drive away.
"Mmmmmm," Stacy purred, winking at the girl before bending back down, awkwardly around the cups, and taking her brother's cock back into her mouth.
The girl was still staring after them in awe as the next car rolled up.
"That was fun," Stacy said a few seconds later, when they were back on the road.
"Yeah," Mike chuckled, the looks on the girl's face had been priceless.
Stacy sat up and said, "But it's really hard to suck your dick around these pop cups."
"Didn't think of that," Mike said, as he drove.
"I'm starving," Stacy said, opening up the bag and stuffing some fries in her mouth.
"Hand me my fries?" Mike asked, and they ate while he drove.
They finished their meals just as they arrived back at the beach house.
Stacy moved the drinks out of the way and announced, "Now it's time for my dessert."
Five minutes later Stacy savoured her dessert as the warm load glided down her throat and warmed her belly.
They went into the house and Stacy immediately pulled off her dress, the house way too fucking hot, but of course she kept the red lingerie on.
Malik and Ricky had three fans, all blowing onto them as they played Call of Duty. Of course they looked over in time to watch Stacy taking off her dress and to see both the sexy as fuck red stockings, and her big cock pointing directly at them.
Stacy had watched a lot of freeuse videos, loving the idea of being a freeuse slut, and so she hoped that would become her role during her stay here. For although she'd castigated many wives (never to their faces) as being too submissive, she was discovering from her wild day that it wasn't necessarily a bad thing, since not only was she herself often submissive, she also had a dominant streak. And where could a hot, dominant trans girl turn to if there weren't any submissives around? So counting her blessings, she pranced over to Ricky, and stuck her cock in his mouth.
"Jesus!" Malik gasped.
"Don't worry bro, you'll get your turn too," Stacy grinned, as she slowly fucked Ricky's mouth.
"That isn't what I meant," Malik said, as Mike laughed, and shook his head at how aggressive his sister could be... it made her even hotter!
"Then did you mean you don't want to suck my dick?" Stacy asked, tuning her sensual tone up to 100.
"I didn't mean that either," Malik snapped, suddenly craving that girl's dick in his mouth.
Stacy pulled out, took a step over to Malik, who opened his mouth. Stacy slapped his face with her hard cock three times and said, "Then show me how badly you want my dick."
Malik didn't even hesitate, confused by his lust for dick, which he'd never even remotely considered before meeting Stacy. He took a major portion of her dick into his mouth and began bobbing.



"You've turned both of my roommates into eager cock suckers," Mike said, watching amusedly.
"In all fairness, Ricky was already a cock sucker," Stacy pointed out.
"Hey, I also like eating pussy and fucking a bitch hard," Ricky pointed out, not wanting to be defined as a cock sucker... which confined him to a single dimension.
"I never said you weren't a stud," Stacy said, as Malik bobbed on her cock.
"Good," Ricky said. "I can show you, if you want."
"Oh, you'll definitely get the chance," Stacy said, as she enjoyed Malik really working her cock. "Not tonight, but soon."
Malik loved her dick, not anyone else's, just hers, in his mouth. He couldn't explain why, but he loved everything about it.
Stacy pulled out and said, "Effective immediately, you two studs are my freeuse cock suckers. And starting tomorrow whenever I wake up... and please don't rush me... I'll be your two hole freeuse slut."
"Freeuse?" Ricky asked, as Malik stared at the hard cock poised right before him... wanting it back in his mouth.
"Yes, I'll use your mouth freely for my pleasure whenever I want to," Stacy explained.
"Oh," Ricky said.
"But tomorrow it's also true that I can fuck your mouth or your ass whenever I want?" Malik asked.
"The acceptable terminology is my mouth or my 'pussy'," Stacy clarified. "But yes, they're yours."
"Right. So I own your pussy," Malik nodded.
"Exactly. But not until after my big brother takes my virginity tonight," Stacy added. "I want him to be my first."
"That's fucking hot," Malik said, as Stacy slid her cock back into his mouth. So he immediately shifted back from talking to sucking.
"Shit, you really have these two guys hooked," Mike laughed.
"I don't have you hooked too?" Stacy asked.
"Not really. Between you and me, you're the one who's hooked," Mike assured her.
"Yeah, I really am," Stacy moaned, both from tonight's promise remaining to be fulfilled, and Malik's eager mouth.
"May I please suck you? Right now?" Ricky asked, really wanting that cock inside his mouth again.
"Come here and suck me instead," Mike said.
"Really?" Ricky asked.
"Yeah, apparently this is a freeuse house now," Mike said, "which means all three of you bitches are available for my dick whenever I want it taken care of."
"You heard him. Get over there and suck my brother," Stacy ordered.
"Okay," Ricky said, heading over to Mike, dropping to his knees, and pulling down Mike's shorts and underwear.
Malik listened in awe to what was transpiring... so much kinky shit in a single day!
"Yeah, suck my brother's cock, cock sucker," Stacy ordered, and Ricky leaned forward and did just that... being called a cock sucker by a girl not as derogatory as having it coming from a guy for some reason... plus, he'd wanted to suck Mike's cock for a long time.
"Shit," Mike said, still a little surprised even after all the ground they'd broken today, that one of his two best buddies had his dick in his mouth.
And... for a good ten minutes... both Mike and Stacy received their blow jobs. Stacy came first, erupting her entire load into Malik's eager mouth.
Malik swallowed it all down, and he knew he was no longer completely straight.
When Stacy pulled out, she said, "You really are a great dick sucker."
"Thanks," Malik replied, his cheeks burning red with pleasure from what shouldn't have been perceived as a compliment.
"Oh yeah, now it's time for you to get ready, Ricky," Mike groaned, surprised by how good Ricky was at this.
Malik stood up and watched his two best friends sharing a gay act, with Ricky hungrily bobbing better than any girl had ever sucked.
"Beg for my load," Mike ordered, pulling out, wanting to put on a show for his sister.
"Please, Mike, I want your cum so bad," Ricky responded with a lustful desperation that couldn't have been faked.
Mike slid his cock back into Ricky's mouth and furiously face fucked him for a couple dozen deep, ball bouncing thrusts, before he shot his load into his mouth.
Ricky's cock ached as he felt the warm load filling his mouth.
Stacy squeezed Malik's crotch and said, "I'm going to take a nap. It's been a long day."
"It's not over yet," Mike said as his cum continued filling his friend's mouth.
"It'd better not be," Stacy said. "I expect my brother's big fat cock to be filling my pussy tonight."
"Oh, that's a guarantee," Mike assured her, as he stopped pumping in Ricky's mouth, and Ricky resumed bobbing, to extract every last drop of the creamy, salty seed.
Stacy left the three boys alone, and took a well-earned nap.
.....
"Wake up, sis," Mike said, admiring her lying there wearing only her red lingerie.
She didn't move.
Her cock was flaccid, and Mike decided to do something he'd only done one other time... suck a cock. He bent down and took it into his mouth, swirling his tongue around the cock head and slowly stroking it.
Stacy groggily opened her eyes, and looked down to see Mike sucking her cock. She moaned and said, "I think I'm supposed to be the one sucking your dick."
"Not necessarily, since you have such a great cock," Mike said, stroking it as he looked up at her.
"Well, since our dicks are just about twins, you're pretty much complimenting yourself," Stacy smiled.
"True enough," Mike laughed, before resuming sucking her cock until it was hard. He then said, "Let's go down to the beach."
"I'll meet you there," Stacy said. "I want to change into another outfit."
"This one is plenty hot."
"But I want the one that symbolizes my purity."
"The white one?"
"Yeah."
"Okay, good idea," he nodded, going down on her cock for a few more sucks, and then heading out.
Stacy got out of the red lingerie, and put on the white lingerie and stockings... an outfit one might expect to find under a wedding dress... except with see through sides.
She walked down to the beach... and Mike was waiting there in the dark... with a blanket... and the only noticeable light was the stars and the moon... and the only sound was the soft sound of the Gulf's gentle waves nudging the shore. This was easily the most romantic scene she'd ever experienced, fantasized about, or seen in the plethora of romantic movies she loved watching.
As she approached, Mike stood and admired her white lingerie, until she reached him, and he pulled her in for a kiss.
A long, passionate, intimate kiss.
Soft at first.
And tender.
Then probing.
And passionate.
Their hands started roaming.
Tongues started dancing with each other.
At long last Stacy broke the kiss and said, looking into her brother's eyes, "I love you so much, Mike."
"I love you too, Stacy," he said as he led her to the blanket, pulled his shorts and underwear down and off, and suggested, "Let's 69 first."
"Mmmmm, that's something else that's been on my bucket list," Stacy said, and they were soon lying side by side.
They took each other's cocks into their mouths and slowly bobbed. They felt no rush... no urgency... just a slow burn.
Three... four... minutes transpired... each enjoying the other's cock in their mouth. Mike then asked, "are you ready for the main event, sis?"
"I've never been readier for you in my life," Stacy said, supporting herself on her knees and elbows with her ass up in the air.
Mike reached for the lube and generously slathered his dick, before he pulled her ass cheeks apart and licked his sister's puckered rosebud.
"Oh yes, lick my pussy," Stacy moaned, not expecting to feel a tongue on her twat.
"Such a tasty pussy," Mike said, having always had a thing for eating asses... although he'd only done it a few times... almost always with wild, wicked MILFs... who were far more likely to take it in the ass than younger women.
"That feels so good," Stacy moaned, just before Mike slid a finger inside her pussy. "Oooooooh."
"Got to get this virgin pussy nicely stretched out and ready for my cock," Mike said, as he slowly fingered her pussy... wiggling the finger around to slightly gape the virgin hole.
"Fuck, Mike," Stacy moaned, as she felt the finger wiggling around inside her.
"Your pussy is so tight," Mike said.
"It won't be once you're done with it," Stacy said wickedly, as she looked back at him.
Mike slid a second finger inside his sister's pussy and gaped it well, getting it ready for his dick.
"Oh yes, Mike, I want your cock so much," Stacy moaned. "Please fuck me now!"
Mike wiggled his fingers around for a few more seconds, pulled them out, flipped her onto her back, supplied her with a pillow he'd brought outside, and brought his dick to her pussy... and gazing into her eyes.
"Fuck me, big brother," Stacy said, staring lovingly into his eyes.
"You're sure?" he asked, offering her one last chance to change her mind.
"Yes, Mike, I love you, and I want you to be my first," Stacy said earnestly, feeling the tip of his dick pressing lightly against her backdoor.
"I love you too, and I'm honoured to be your first" he replied. Then he pushed forward, and slid his cock inside her.
"Oooooooooh," Stacy moaned, as her brother's cock entered her.
"You're so beautiful," Mike complimented sincerely, as his dick slowly disappeared inside his sister.
"Oh fuck, Mike," Stacy moaned, the thrill of finally having a cock inside her... and especially her brother's cock... overwhelming her.
Mike leaned forward and kissed her once all seven inches were inside Stacy.
Stacy kissed him back, in complete euphoria.
For the next couple minutes, the sister and brother kissed, as Mike began slowly fucking his sister.
It was intimate... passionate... and loving. Both thought to themselves that there was no way incest should be considered wrong... this intimacy far more powerful than most loving couples ever shared.
Mike broke the kiss, and smiled nonstop as he fucked her.
"Harder, Mike, please fuck me harder," Stacy asked, wanting to be pounded.
"Then get on all fours," Mike said, pulling out of her.
"Yes, Mike," Stacy agreed, and she quickly obeyed her brother, wanting that dick back inside her.
Mike admired her ass briefly, in particular the slightly gaped hole, before he slid back inside her.
"Oh yes, Mike, really give me that dick," Stacy moaned, as her dick swayed between her legs... untouched, but throbbing.
Mike grasped her hips with his hands and began pumping his dick into her faster... and harder.
"Oh, yes Mike, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Stacy started babbling, pleasure consuming her.
"You love your brother's cock inside your pussy, don't you?" Mike asked, as he slammed into her.
"Oh yes, I love every inch of your cock," Stacy moaned, beginning to bounce back, wanting his cock even deeper inside her pussy.
The two siblings fucked each other... only the moon and stars witnessing their show... perspiration rolling down both of them, since it was still ninety degrees, even at eleven o'clock at night.
Stacy's cock was throbbing... her balls were boiling... and she wondered if she could come just from getting fucked... she'd read that could happen sometimes if you got excited enough.
Mike's balls were also boiling, and he knew he wouldn't last much longer.
"Breed me," Stacy begged, "fill my cunt with your cum!"
"Oh yeah, you want my load deep in your pussy?" Mike moaned, so fucking close.
"Yes, big brother, breed me, fill me right up," Stacy moaned wildly, really bouncing back on his dick, her own cock swaying around wildly.
Mike grunted after a few more furious fucking thrusts, "I'm there. Take it, sis."
"Oh yes, fill me up!" Stacy screamed, feeling her brother's dick pulsing inside her, followed by his massive load exploding inside her.
"Oh fuck," Mike moaned, as his sister's pussy milked his cock.
"Fuuuuuuck!" Stacy was also moaning loudly, as the cum shooting inside her sent waves of pleasure throughout her... and directly to her dick... which had remained untouched ever since their 69... which nevertheless shot her own load all over the blanket.
Mike kept fucking his sister while they both kept coming.
"You two started without us," Malik complained, as he watched the siblings finish.
"Yeah, way uncool," Ricky scolded, as he stroked his cock.
They were both naked, which made it unanimous except for Stacy's hot lingerie.
"I don't know how much of our show you two watched, but I'm sure it was enough that you know I'm not a virgin anymore. Which means that from now on I'm obligated to take... and enjoy... all the dick you guys want to give me... and any way you want," Stacy said.
"Why don't you two spit-roast my sister?" Mike offered.
"You sure?" Malik asked.
"If that's what she wants," Mike said, pulling out of her.
"If that's what you guys want, then that's exactly what I want," Stacy said. "So come and fill my holes right fucking now!"
"I don't need to be asked twice," Ricky said, as he hurried over to her.
"I get her pussy first," Malik called.
"I got here first," Ricky insisted.
"Stop arguing. You'll both get to fuck my pussy all you want," Stacy promised.
Malik outmaneuvered Ricky and got behind her, so Ricky settled for being in front of her, and they both slid their cocks into her.
"Oh fuck, what a tight pussy," Malik groaned.
"You should have felt it before I stretched her open," Mike said.
"Mmmmmmmm," Stacy moaned, having taken part in two spit roasts in the same day... and this time she was the one receiving the dicks.
Malik and Ricky had spit roasted women before, so it didn't take long for them to get into a smooth rhythm in fucking both of her holes in unison... while Mike watched.
Stacy just stayed put on all fours... letting the guys do the fucking... enjoying her passive role of just being used... of just being a slut.
"Switch," Ricky said after three or four minutes.
"Okay, but put her on her back," Malik said.
"Hey, I'm the sex slave around here... at least for now... so I can do that myself," Stacy said, and she laid down on her back... inadvertently lying in her own cum... having forgotten it was there.
"Give me a pillow," Malik said. (The roommates had brought a couple with them, in case you're keeping track of such details.)
Mike handed him one, and he placed it under Stacy's head, then Malik straddled her body and slid his cock into her mouth.
Ricky placed another pillow under her ass, raised her knees as high as possible, and positioned his cock at her pussy.
Stacy was surprised by how comfortable she felt as Malik slowly fucked her face, while Ricky slid inside her pussy.
Mike was admiring his sister's tits... her erect nipples... and then he knelt down between his two friends who were fucking his sister, bent down, avoiding Malik, and sucked on her nipples.
Stacy's cock stayed hard as she was face fucked and pussy fucked... but it flinched wildly when her nipples got sucked... which were super sensitive, following her surgeries.
So... for a few minutes... all three guys pleasured Stacy. Her mouth was slowly being fucked. Her pussy was slowly being fucked. Her nipples were being worshipped.
Stacy... now wanting to fuck someone... slapped Malik's ass so she could speak.
He pulled out, and Stacy asked. "Which one of you two wants to be my first ass to fuck?"
"I do," Ricky replied eagerly, as he kept fucking her.
"Okay, good. Now I have a wicked idea," Stacy said as she started to get up... Mike backing away from her tits... and Ricky pulling out.
"What's that?" Mike asked.
"A sex sandwich," Stacy said.
"Oh?" Mike asked.
"What kind of sex sandwich?" Ricky asked.
"You'll see. Get on all fours, Ricky," she ordered.
Ricky, his dick still hard, did what he was told.
"I'm going to fuck Ricky's ass, and meanwhile Malik, you can fuck me," Stacy explained as she went behind Ricky... Mike tossing her the lube.
Stacy lubed her dick and then, super excited, she slid her cock into Ricky's ass.
"Ooooooh," Ricky moaned, his ass taking seven inches of feminine cock.
"Yeah, fuck him good," Mike said, finding this action a turn-on for some reason.
"Yeah, fuck me good with that big cock," Ricky moaned, his cock throbbing as Stacy began slowly fucking him... in awe of the hot, tight warmth of the first ass she'd fucked.
"Shit," Malik said, as he watched his friend... a first rate defensive back... taking backshots from a girl!
"I fucking love your dick in my asshole," Ricky moaned.
"I can't wait any longer," Malik said, his cock also throbbing. He went behind Stacy, who stopped moving temporarily to accommodate him, her balls deep inside Ricky.
"Then don't wait a moment longer. Slide that glorious black dick inside me right now, Malik," Stacy urged him.
"Oh yeah! I've wanted to fuck you ever since you knocked on our door and I opened it for this incredibly hot babe," Malik said, positioning his cock at her pussy.
"Then go ahead fuck me," Stacy said.
"As you wish," he said, sliding inside her.
"Oh yes," Stacy said, feeling surreally full, with her dick seven inches deep inside Ricky, and Malik's six-inch dick deep inside her.
"Fucking hot," Mike said, as he slowly stroked his dick, watching his sister sandwiched between his two roommates.
"On three, back up, and then go forward," Stacy instructed, not sure this would work smoothly.
"Okay," Malik said in unison with Ricky.
"One, two, three," Stacy said, and they both backed up and then pushed forward, while she did the opposite.
"Oh yes," Ricky moaned.
"That's it," Stacy moaned too, as she felt pleasure coming from both directions... her dick and her pussy both being pleasured simultaneously.
"Oh yeah," Malik moaned, and following a few semi-smooth strokes, the three of them soon achieved perfect synchronicity.
"So hot," Mike said, wondering whether he should go over there and slide his cock into Ricky's mouth. He decided to go for it, and started walking.
"Oh yes, fuck me harder," Ricky moaned in a sissy voice that no one who'd ever seen him bring down a receiver could ever imagine.
Mike changed his mind, stopped just a few feet away from Ricky, and instead, snagged the lube and lubed his dick... why shouldn't he become part of this kinky sandwich?
He lubed himself well, then got behind Malik, who was oblivious to what was about to happen while he focused on fucking Stacy. Then he suddenly felt Mike's hands on his hips.
"What the hell are you doing?" Malik asked, even though he was pretty sure he knew exactly what Mike had in mind.
"I'm taking your anal cherry too," Mike said, as he placed his cock against the asshole under discussion, and the train stopped.
"Mike, I'm not gay," Malik objected with everyone listening, as he felt Mike's dick nudging his asshole.
"I didn't say you were, and since your dick is inside my sister right now, you're proving your point," Mike said, as he pushed his dick into Malik's virgin asshole. "You may consider this the price for fucking my sister."
"Oh fuck," Malik whimpered, as Mike's dick slid inside his ass... creating a burn that made his cock flinch inside Stacy.
"Mike, did you just pimp me out?" asked Stacy.
"Yeah, I guess I just did. Do you mind?"
"Hell no! What's a little prostitution among friends? And remember everyone, we're a freeuse house now," Stacy said. "Everyone's mouths and asses are always available to everyone else upon request."
"I didn't intend my ass to be available to anyone," Malik objected, even though he was already filled with dick.
"Well, it's too late now," Mike said, all the way inside his quarterback's ass.
"Fuck, Mike," Malik groaned weakly.
"You two just relax, while I work Malik's ass over," Mike said.
"For sure," Stacy said, as Mike began slowly fucking Malik... which led to Malik slightly fucking Stacy, and Stacy slightly fucking Ricky.



"Oh God," Malik moaned, his ass burning, but in a strange way that also created pleasure sensations that zapped directly to his dick.
"Such a tight ass," Mike said.
"I wish I could see what's happening," Ricky said.
"Bad luck, you're still bottom bitch," Malik said, even though he was the one being ass fucked right now.
"I agree," Mike said.
"Do you like my brother's dick in your ass, Malik?" Stacy asked, watching as best as she could.
"Truly? I don't know," Malik said, which wasn't the manly answer. It should have been 'hell no'... but that would be a lie... since his pleasure was beginning to rise, and the burn beginning to fade. "Ask me again in a few minutes."
"Oh yeah, he loves my dick in his ass," Mike bragged, as he began fucking him faster.
"Oh God, Mike," Malik moaned, as each powerful thrust sent pleasure to his dick, which was still inside Stacy's pussy.
"Give it to him, Mike," Stacy cheered, loving the look on Malik's face... best described as confused pleasure.
"Yeah, really fuck me, Mike," Malik agreed, now really getting into the ass fucking.
"Oh yeah? You like it now, Malik?" Mike asked, fucking him harder.
"Yes, fuck yes," Malik admitted, hating how much he was loving it.
"Tell me, then," Mike said, stopping deep inside him.
"Fuck, Mike," Malik moaned, totally frustrated that he'd stopped... but not wanting to admit it too openly.
"Say it," Mike said, followed by three quick, deep thrusts.
"Fuck, I love your dick in my ass," Malik admitted... the shame fading, as the desire to get fucked some more consumed him.
"Okay, now that that's settled, then let's all fuck!" Stacy dictated.
"Yes, let's," Mike agreed. "On three."
"Yes, three," Stacy agreed.
"One two, three," Mike counted, and then he, Malik and Stacy all began backing up and surging forward.
It didn't take long... a dozen strokes... give or take... before all three fuckers were smoothly fucking the pussy or the ass in front of them.
"Oh yes," Ricky moaned, as all seven inches were again fucking his ass.
"Jesus," Malik moaned, as he felt pleasure coming from both sides, in a way he'd never imagined.
"Faster," Stacy demanded as she fucked and got fucked... another orgasm rising inside her.
"Yes, faster," Malik agreed, as all he wanted was to hammer Stacy and to be hammered from behind.
"Oh yeah," Mike groaned, loving this wild sex act.
And for two... perhaps three minutes... the sandwich train ran smoothly.
Stacy fucked Ricky.
Malik fucked Stacy.
Mike fucked Malik.
Malik came first... the dick pounding his prostate stimulating him in a unique way... and he grunted and came inside Stacy.
"Oh yes, fill me up," Stacy moaned, as the evening's second load in her ass triggered her own orgasm a few strokes later.
"Fuuuuuck," Ricky moaned, as he felt his ass filling with cum.
"Want to get bred, Malik?" Mike asked, still fucking him while the middle two fuckers came.
"Yeah, breed him, Mike, breed the slut," Stacy cheered him on.
Malik was surprised to be called a slut, but he responded like one anyway, "Yes Mike, go ahead and breed my ass, give me that load!"
Mike kept pounding him from behind until he was finally ready to come, and he announced, "Here it comes."
"Yes, fill his asshole," Stacy urged, as she kept fucking Ricky... pumping her cum as deep as she could into his ass.
"Yes, unload inside me," Malik pleaded, just as he felt the warm load filling his bowels... making his cock twitch, even though he himself had just come.
"Fuck," Mike grunted.
"Oh fuck, I need to come so bad," Ricky groaned, so fucking close.
Once Mike was spent, he pulled out; Malik pulled out of Stacy, each of the latter two with cum leaking out of their holes... as Stacy pushed Ricky onto his side... and took his cock into her mouth.
"Oh fuck," Ricky groaned, and he came in Stacy's mouth in just a few seconds.
Stacy swallowed the load as she bobbed hungrily on his cock, most recently inside her ass.
All four ended up lying in the sand or on the blanket... recovering from their respective orgasms.
Stacy said, "I can't believe I finally lost all my virginities."
"I can't believe Mike ass fucked me... and I liked it," Malik said, his ass feeling so weird, now it was empty, except for the cum leaking out of it.
"Get used to it," Mike said. "All three of you sluts are now freeuse for me."
"Wait a minute! But you're not freeuse for us?" Malik asked.
"Nope," Mike affirmed. "I'm not a bottom."
"I'm not either," Malik said.
"Then why did you let me fuck you?" Mike asked.
"I didn't let you," Malik said.
"You could have stopped me," Mike said.
"Yeah, you easily could have," Stacy agreed. "Mike's one of your best friends, he's not a rapist."
That shut Malik up.
"But I'm not convinced that Mike won't be taking my dick some day soon," Stacy added.
"You think I will, do you?" Mike asked, thinking that if he did ever take it in the asshole, it would definitely be Stacy's dick.
"Maybe, maybe not" she shrugged.
"Yeah, I agree. Maybe, maybe not," he shrugged back; then he stood up and pulled her to her feet.
"Well, I'm exhausted," Stacy said.
"Me too," Ricky said.
"Yeah," Malik agreed, and they all headed back into the house.
.....
The next morning, Stacy donned a topless maid's outfit and black stockings (the outfit she'd bought at the adult store yesterday), and she ordered her guys to strip down. She then made them breakfast, and while they ate, she sucked each of their cocks under the table... two minutes each at first... and then rotating every five minutes.
Malik then helped her out from under the table, face fucked her briefly, and sprayed his load all over her face.
Ricky followed, coating her face with a second load.
Mike lifted his sister up, seated her on top of the table, spread her legs, and slid inside his cum-coated sister.
"Suck on my tits, boys," Stacy demanded, as her brother fucked her, and her dick stood up at full attention.
Malik and Ricky took her nipples into their mouths, and the pleasure consumed her.
"Oh yes, fuck me, big brother," Stacy moaned, her cock throbbing.
"You love my cock inside your pussy, don't you, sister slut?" Mike asked, his hands on her nylon-clad ankles.
"I fucking love your dick inside my pussy," Stacy declared, knowing she was going to come soon.
"Oh yeah, this is my pussy," Mike declared as he pounded his sister.
"Not exclusively, but yeah, right now it is. So fuck me Mike, fill my pussy with your load," Stacy begged, her orgasm close.
"Oh yeah, fuck, get ready, sis," Mike cried out, really giving her a good fucking.
"Oh yes, fuck, fuck me, fuck me, yes, yes, yes," Stacy babbled, and as Mike grunted and spewed his load deep inside her pussy, her cock exploded, and her cum went straight up into the air like a missile.
As her body quaked... another earth-shattering orgasm cascading through her... her eyes went wide when she heard a voice, a voice she recognized too well, shouting, "What the fuck is going on here?"
Stacy gasped as she saw her Mom... she was half naked... with gobs of her roommates' cum on her face... as Mike turned around with his cock waving in the air, and the two siblings shouted in unison, "Mom!"
THE END
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Muslim Soccer Slaves
Some local residents had been freaked out by the recent onslaught of various ethnicities, especially Muslims, that had recently moved into the same suburb of Minneapolis that Regina De León had also moved into several months previously.
She'd spent the past twenty-five years as a beat cop in New York, but had decided to move back to her hometown to be closer to her aging mother. So she was accustomed to all varieties of race and ethnicity living together in harmony (with harmony being a very flexibly defined term).
So now that she was retired, she was also bored. She no longer had any of her regular sluts available to go down on her, or to fuck whenever she was horny. Nor could she let a hot woman or a college bitch off with a warning, only after they'd serviced her. God, did she miss leading straight women into discovering the joys of eating pussy... most women were terrified of cops, and thus were willing to do almost anything to avoid being sent to jail, even just for a night. Weekends outside certain bars were where she caught many women on the verge of drinking and driving, so instead, they'd end up drinking and dining... on her pussy.
As must be obvious already, Regina was a woman you didn't fuck with... although you could often get fucked by her. Her billystick saw more action than most college studs, since in practical terms, fear was a powerful aphrodisiac for many women. And as she'd learned back in college when pretty cheerleaders and sorority sisters had begged to eat her pussy... she had an amazingly addictive pussy. Twice already since moving back to Minnesota six months ago, former pets had texted her to say they'd be visiting her locale, and would love some opportunities to service her, and she'd graciously agreed.
Once it was in a hotel room with mother and daughter Asians, who laid on their sides to share a lengthy 69 while Regina switched back and forth between their gaping assholes.
And once at her house where a television celebrity spent the weekend naked, collared, and frequently servicing her.
Alas, those adventures that had been almost daily back in New York, were now few and far between.
Then she noticed the plethora of Oromo/Somali African Muslim women, especially teenagers, that were now strolling around the Mall of America, which she too frequented regularly. It was kind of like passing through downtown Honolulu and seeing the abundance of Japanese people swarming those streets.
She was overwhelmed by how many curvy, voluptuous African-looking young women were sauntering through the mall... most of them between about eighteen and thirty.
Regina got the hots for a few of them, but when she approached any of them, she was striking out... her sudden inability to flaunt the power of her legal authority was severely hindering her success. In the past she'd used fear and manipulation to convince straight women to eat her pussy, or to bend over her squad car and take a billystick or a strap-on in their pussy, or occasionally if they were too bitchy, in their ass, or she even on occasion gave women a golden shower, if they were complete bitches.
What she hadn't ever needed to do was to flirt or seduce them.
Which now frustrated her greatly.
She was particularly drawn to two friends, clearly seniors in high school, who were there almost every day.
She noticed besides spending way too much money almost every day at the mall, they always went to Orange Julius to select a frozen drink before they headed out.
Regina had befriended a few older women who worked there every weekday with generic chit chat over a few weeks, and so she decided simply to ask one of them what she knew about these two girls.
The woman, named Maggie, said they'd recently immigrated from Qatar with their families, had been best friends since they were little, they attended the high school a couple blocks from the mall, and they were frustrated because their soccer program would probably be cancelled, since the woman who'd coached it for years had cancer and was undergoing chemotherapy.
Regina spied her inroad.
She'd once been an Olympian... in soccer no less (where she'd first discovered her lust for pussy and for wearing a strap-on), and she'd coached it for years back in New York... not even once seducing a player or a parent, even though it was tempting. She'd always kept her two separate lives... well... separate.
Now... maybe... it was time to blur the line.
She went to the school the next day, and after a records check, she was immediately offered the position of community coach for the school's girl soccer team.
Regina was ecstatic! She loved soccer. She loved ripe high school girls.
She also loved a challenge. Could she get these two young, ripe, senior class Muslim bitches begging to eat her pussy? In the past as a police officer, the majority of her conquests had submitted to her out of fear... and once they gave in to her, they were hers. A dominant persona like hers was something many women secretly or unknowingly craved, and once they discovered the joys of submission, they were hooked. And although she wasn't some skinny waif, like in all the porn films or today's media, she was pretty for her age, and she still had a great body, having worked out for her entire life. That said, she did tend to blend into a crowd, since she was a brown-skinned, brown-eyed, brown-haired Latina... although her firm tits and big, muscular ass did sometimes draw some attention.
As she admired the two teens who'd caught her attention at the mall, she thought to herself, All those years on the force, and I've never once dominated a Muslim... it had now become the top attraction on her bucket list.
At the first practice, all the girls came out and met their new coach. All the girls were white or Hispanic, except for the two Muslims. Then over the next two weeks Regina earned the trust of her players by working them into great shape and showcasing her pedigree as a soccer star, astonishing many of the girls with all the various shots, passes, headers, kicks, volleys and saves she demonstrated for them and began teaching them.
Regina was confident she could turn pretty much any of these cute soccer players into submissive cunt munching pets, and she suspected that a couple of them, perhaps even a few, had already dined on some teammate pussy. (It was 2022 and an in thing to be bisexual or a pussy muncher, but she had her eyes on two prizes in particular: Khadra and Firdosa.
First, because they were Muslim, and she'd never done a Muslim before.
Second, the idea of making Muslim teenagers submit, perhaps even while they were wearing their traditional clothing, was a real turn-on.
Third, although they dressed in traditional Muslim attire whenever they were out, except of course during soccer practices when their clothing was very tight, and it showcased their bodies incredibly well. The girls were obviously very aware of their own charms. They didn't hesitate to flirt with many of their fellow teens, and even some older men who drooled over them... just like Regina did.
She knew that could be one of her blackmail tactics: they were acting like sluts at the mall, which in their rigid patriarchal culture could sometimes be downright dangerous! She checked the school records to make sure they were of legal age... and thankfully they were... before she began formulating her plan to turn them both into her very own Muslim pets.
She found her first week of coaching lots of fun, especially involving herself with a soccer team again, but it was also emotionally excruciating, since all these tight young feminine bodies were a smorgasbord of possible pussy pleasing potential. And of course those two Muslim girls in their tight shorts, jerseys and sports bras, couldn't possibly conceal their big tits or their tight round asses.
Regina's pussy was on fire as she watched these two potential pets. Although when they were at the mall together they were giggly and flirty... on the field they were shy, timid and obedient... perfect pet traits, although not ideal for playing soccer.
The second week when she was feeling more brazen, during the stretching exercises Regina went behind Firdosa and placed her hands on her hips. "Now hold this position exactly," she instructed.
Firdosa was stunned to find her coach's hands on her hips, but she obeyed.
"Good. Hold that stretch; feel your muscles tightening," Regina instructed, which was perfectly true for a good pre-workout stretch. It wasn't all that erotic, but for Regina it was.
"Yes ma'am," Firdosa agreed, holding the stretch for as long as she could, and she did feel the burn.
"Good," Regina approved, releasing the teen's hips, but then slapping her ass. "Five laps!" she called out to everyone, and she watched the girls get up and begin jogging... their tight asses and big tits bouncing around all over the field.
Regina watched from out of earshot as in shock Khadra asked her friend , "Did Coach really just slap your ass?"
"Yeah," Firdosa admitted, still a little shocked.
"That's weird," Khadra said.
"Yeah, but the stretch really loosened me up," Firdosa said, feeling more limber than usual.
"That's good," Khadra said, looking back to the coach and seeing her looking back. "Coach is staring at us."
Firdosa looked back too, but now the coach was looking the other way. "I don't think so."
Khadra looked again and agreed, "Maybe not."
"But either way, she really knows her soccer," Firdosa said.
"She was an Olympian, after all," Khadra agreed as they picked up the pace.
On Tuesday Regina did the same thing to Khadra. Held her hips. Made her really stretch. Slapped her ass when she was finished.
"Okay, today I'm sure she's checking us out," Khadra said, stunned to have had her ass slapped too.
"I don't know," Firdosa said.
"I'm serious," Khadra said. "She's always looking at us."
"Who wouldn't?" Firdosa joked, "we're gorgeous."
"That's true," Khadra said with a slight chuckle, "But there's something off about her."
"She's just friendly," Firdosa said, appreciating a coach who really knew her stuff.
"I don't know," Khadra said, sensing there was just something odd about her.
On Wednesday while the girls were doing jumping jacks and squats, Regina went to the camera she'd mounted on a tripod to film the practice, and directed it towards her two principal targets.
Khadra noticed, and said, "Look, she's aiming the camera directly at us."
"It's not even switched on," Firdosa said, studying the camera and Coach Regina, who was standing near the tripod.
"How do you know?" Khadra asked, as did a squat.
"Okay, I guess I don't. But why would she be filming us?" Firdosa asked.
"Maybe because she's a lesbian?" Khadra guessed, feeling confident she was right.
"Even if she is," Firdosa argued, "there's no way she's ever going to do anything about it."
"I don't know about that," Khadra disagreed, looking at their coach, and detecting a silent predator behind her harmless façade.
"Besides, who cares?" Firdosa said, kind of liking the idea of the coach being a lesbian, and that they turned her on. "If she is a lesbian and is checking us out, that's the best compliment ever!"
"How so?" Khadra asked, the assertion sounding ridiculous.
"Because lesbians have great taste in women."
"That's the dumbest thing I've ever heard," Khadra said, shaking her head.
"Like ever, ever?" Firdosa asked, teasing her friend, who had a habit of using hyperbole for everything.
"I'm serious," Khadra said, glancing back at the coach, who was blatantly staring right at them... only adding more fuel to her hypothesis.
"And even if she is, who cares?" Firdosa shrugged, she too noticing their coach looking at them. Which gave her an idea. "Actually, let's have some fun with this."
"I don't even want to ask," Khadra said, Firdosa way more outgoing than she was.
"Let's flirt with her," Firdosa suggested.
"Gross," Khadra said, looking over to the coach, who had her hands on her hips. In her culture, being a lesbian was the ultimate sin. Or perhaps not. She recalled once seeing on television an Arabian man being asked for his take on an Olympic athlete from his country, and he'd replied, because of the 'scandalous' way the Olympian was dressed in her track outfit, that if she were his sister he'd kill her. And he'd obviously meant it literally. So maybe just because of how she herself was dressed right now, she was screwed.
Regina could sense the girls were talking about her... it was pretty obvious, since they kept looking her way. Some women would take that as a sign to back off a bit, but she took it as encouragement to push her seduction along.
"It'll be fun," Firdosa coaxed her, really enjoying flirting... even if she knew it could never go anywhere with Coach or anyone else, since she was required to wait for marriage before doing anything! But with that said, she was young, she had a great body, and she was only allowed to flaunt it while she was suited up in her soccer gear... so flaunt it she would.
"You have a twisted definition of fun," Khadra said, wondering if the coach really was a dyke. In truth, although she'd never met a dyke that she knew of, Coach Regina seemed like a poster child for the stereotype.
"Yeah, but you love it," Firdosa said, since Khadra always went along with her wicked games.
"The things you get me into," Khadra complained insincerely.
Fuck, those two girls are such hot pieces of ass, Regina thought to herself, admiring their big tits, dark legs and amazing asses. They were going to look really good while eating her pussy and getting one of her six strap-ons in their pussies, and eventually inside their assholes. Regina didn't only love turning a straight woman and giving one her first taste of pussy, she also loved fucking both of their lower holes, and making them into desperate cock-taking sluts.
"Yeah, but you love it," Firdosa repeated herself, just as the coach blew her whistle.
Khadra shook her head, even while she decided it would be fun to tease this perverted coach... who absolutely had to be a lesbian... by tempting her with what she could never have.
As practice ended, Regina announced, "Next weekend we're going on a team building retreat at Lake Verna. We'll leave after school on Friday and stay there until Sunday afternoon. This is mandatory, so if any of you have weekend jobs, arrange to get off work, and all of you need to get your parents to sign this form as soon as possible. I'll see you tomorrow for our first game."
While Regina was handing out the forms, Firdosa and Khadra walked up to her and Firdosa said sheepishly, "Coach Regina, we don't think our parents will let us go on this retreat. They're very strict."
"Okay, if you need me to speak with them, I'm more than willing," Regina said, figuring her assertive personality would easily convince their mothers, and perhaps even their fathers if necessary... since she could still turn heads. Plus, because of her age... early fifties... they wouldn't see her as a threat or a predator... ironic, since she was the ultimate predator.
"Okay, Coach," Firdosa said, really excited about an outing to the lake, "We'll ask them, and let you know what they say."
"Up at the lake we'll really be able to work you girls out," the coach said. "You two are good players, but you need to be more aggressive, and there's no such thing as being too fit."
"Thank you, Coach," Firdosa said, Khadra remaining silent.
"You two have the perfect bodies for soccer," Coach Regina said, blatantly admiring their ripe, teenaged, dark-skinned bodies.
"Thank you, Coach," Firdosa said again, enjoying the compliment.
Khadra shivered at the coach's words, which to her mind were so creepy... if she were a guy, this would be sexual harassment. She glanced to her friend, wanting to get away just as soon as she could, without deserting her bestie.
"Soccer is partly about skill, but it's equally about the mental and physical aspects," Coach explained, still admiring the girls' big tits and long legs.
"We're willing to do anything to be your starters," Firdosa offered, blatantly flirting with her coach... if it helped her become a starter, it was worth doing.
"That's good to know," Coach Regina smiled, having lots of ideas for what these two could do for her.
"We need to go," Khadra said tersely.
Coach Regina said, her words dripping with innuendo she knew they wouldn't catch on to, "Yes, so do I. But I'm really looking forward to pushing your limits and making you girls into better team players."
"I can't wait," Firdosa said, still partly flirting, but also excited about being pushed to becoming the best player possible... she really believed Coach Regina could help her rise to the next level.
"Me neither," Regina smiled, imagining what Firdosa would look like bent over and taking a strap-on in her virgin pussy or ass.
"Have a good night, Coach," Firdosa said.
"You too," Regina said, as they turned and walked away, their tight asses flexing ever so invitingly.
"Why were you encouraging her?" Khadra asked her closest friend.
"Why wouldn't I?"
"Are you crazy? Because she's a predator!"
"She's harmless, and she's an amazing coach."
Khadra looked back and saw her staring at them, "Amazing coach I'll give you. But she's way too creepy to be harmless."
"We run into creepy men at the mall every day," Firdosa pointed out.
"Yeah, but they aren't trying to get our parents' permission to whisk us off to a secluded lake," Khadra pointed out.
"We won't be alone with her there," Firdosa countered.
"Still," Khadra said, as she glanced back and saw the coach was still staring at them. "She's creepy; really creepy."
"I'm sure we can handle ourselves," Firdosa said, looking back and waving.
Regina waved back and admired the two hot asses walking away, many wicked ideas spinning in her head.
"No way our parents will let us go," Khadra said.
"We won't tell them," Firdosa said.
"What?" Khadra asked.
"We'll forge their signatures and them we're staying at each other's houses for the weekend," Firdosa said, as they reached the gym building.
"You want us to lie to our parents? Khadra asked.
"Just exaggerate the truth," Firdosa said. "Like we did so we could go to Brett's party last month."
"This isn't the same," Khadra objected. She'd felt so guilt-ridden the entire time that she couldn't enjoy her first high school party anyway... at least not until a couple of drinks had relaxed her.
"Of course it is," Firdosa said, "we're eighteen, we no longer live in Qatar, and I refuse to live according to the patriarchal views of my parents' outdated hierarchy."
"But for an entire weekend?" Khadra said, knowing that once Firdosa got into her hierarchy rant, there was no stopping her.
"Why not?" Firdosa shrugged. "We're legally adults, and in America that means we can do whatever we want."
They stopped chatting as they entered the girl's change room, where the last of the white and Latina girls were getting dressed. As always, the two Muslim girls waited to change until they were alone.



Once they were, they stripped and showered.
They were drying themselves off when Coach Regina walked in.
Regina feigned embarrassment as she admired the two girls' ripe, still slightly wet bodies. As the two girls hurriedly wrapped towels around themselves, she apologized, "Oh, I'm sorry. I thought everyone was gone, and I just came in to shut off the lights." She felt her pussy tingle as she admired the two teens' perfect young bodies. Their big tits, still firm at their young age. Their firm asses, made for fucking. These two girls had bodies made to please, and soon they'd be doing just that.
"We don't shower and dress until all the other girls are done," Khadra said, furious that the first person other than her best friend to see her naked was a creepy, lesbian grandma.
"Sorry, I'm sorry," Regina apologized, but she didn't leave. She added, "but there's nothing wrong with the female body, even a naked one. I've seen hundreds of naked teammates over the years."
"Please, just leave," Khadra said, trembling with shame and anger.
"Yes, of course," Regina said. But admiring their big tits. she pointed out, "You girls both have big tits. It's important for you to wear top quality sports bras."
Khadra gasped.
Firdosa enjoyed the compliment, and figured she'd flirt with her coach a bit more. She cupped them over her towel, "They do bounce around a lot."
"Yes, they do," Regina agreed, wishing she could just pull that towel off and cup those large, dark, ripe tits.
"I don't see you leaving yet," Khadra pointed out, recognising the predatory look of lust in the coach's eyes.
"I'm just trying to be helpful," Regina replied unapologetically. "Khadra, you need to understand your entire body, especially any aspects of it that can help or hinder your athletic performance. So I'm explaining that both of you have large tits, which can negatively impact your ability to compete on the soccer field."
"I think we'll be fine," Khadra said dismissively, concealing her tits even better by crossing her arms over her towel.
"I'd appreciate any help you'd care to give me," Firdosa said.
"Then would you mind if I examined your tits for a moment or two?" Regina asked, seizing the opening and approaching the two teens.
"Sure, why not? We're all women here," Firdosa shrugged, not at all alarmed, or even aware of her coach's intentions, which were patently obvious to Khadra.
"Firdosa, this isn't your mother, she's just our coach," Khadra stressed, stunned that her friend would deliberately allow herself to be seen naked... by anyone... especially by an obvious lesbian. Back home, men and women were often jailed for any sort of homosexual activity!
Firdosa finally noticed her friend's concern, but enjoying the coach's attention and considering it harmless, as it felt it was oddly a little liberating, she dropped her towel to the tiled floor and her hands to her sides.
"Firdosa!" Khadra gasped.
"Yes, like I said, they're so big and firm," Regina said, openly admiring the teen's tits.
"Cover yourself up! "Khadra stressed, this going too far, even for the free-spirited Firdosa.
Regina stepped in front of Firdosa, and noticing her hard nipples, reached out and cupped them.
"What are you doing?" Khadra gasped again.
"I'm appraising her tits, to help me decide which sports bra will best support her," Regina explained as clinically as possible. "These ones are quite heavy and of course soccer requires constant running, so she'll need a high impact one."
"Tell me about it," Firdosa said, a little surprised the coach was feeling her up, and also a little confused by how it made her body... and especially her vagina... tingle.
"In many ways, they're a perfect pair of tits," Regina said, hefting the large, heavy boobs in her hands.
"Thanks," Firdosa said, flattered by the compliment, and oddly enjoying the pleasurable sensations of being touched... even though in her home country she could get arrested for allowing this intimacy to happen.
"I'll give you a couple of options to buy," Regina said, removing her hands from Firdosa's big tits, and quickly turning to Khadra, twitching her arms out of the way, and cupping her tits through her towel.
"What are you doing now?" Khadra demanded, shoving the coach's hands away in shock.
"Gathering the information to help make sure you too will have the right bra," Regina said, dropping her hands back to her sides, not at all fazed by the rejection... she'd received just as much initial rejection during many of her conquests as a cop... but in the end she always prevailed, and she would this time too... although with Khadra likely not as quickly.
"You just molested me," Khadra accused.
"She didn't," Firdosa disagreed, defending her coach.
"I'm sorry if I offended you," Regina said, playing guilty and misunderstood, to earn Firdosa's sympathy, "I was just trying to help. Assessments like this were quite common back when I was playing."
"Things have changed," Khadra said tersely.
"Again, I'm sorry," Regina said, feigning feeling guilty.
"It's okay, Coach," Firdosa said. "We know you're only trying to help."
"Which is all I was doing," Regina said, playing the totally innocent card like a pro. "Please turn off the lights when you leave."
"We always do," Khadra snapped, wanting this woman gone, and pissed that her friend was siding with the creep.
Regina left, smiling to herself at the small gains she'd just made. Obviously Firdosa would be her first target... and she'd be an easy one.
Firdosa now accepted that Coach Regina was likely a lesbian, and was obsessed with her, which she figured she could parley into being a consistent starter this season.
Once she was gone, Khadra snorted, "Can you believe the nerve of that woman?"
"It's no big deal," Firdosa said, as she opened her locker to extract her abaya and khimar.
"No big deal?" Khadra asked incredulously. "The first person ever to see me naked is an old lesbian!"
"First, I myself have seen you naked many times."
"You don't count."
"And you're pretty damn hot," Firdosa teased.
"That goes without saying," Khadra shook her head, her friend never taking anything seriously.
"So if I was a lesbian, I'd be all over you," Firdosa continued.
"You aren't a lesbian?" Khadra teased back.
"I plead the Fifth. I believe that's a thing in this country."
"I'm still not fond of being felt up by a lesbian coach."
"I am. We can use her lust to make sure we get to start in all the games," Firdosa said, draping her abaya over her tight body.
"You forgot your bra and panties," Khadra said, as she put on her bra.
"Nope, I gotta let the assets air out," Firdosa smiled.
"You're such a slut," Khadra teased.
"Not yet, but I hope to be," Firdosa said, thinking of Mike, the football quarterback, who she fantasized about every night.
"You're a lost cause."
"Yep."
.....
The next day was game day. Firdosa started and Khadra didn't, although she did play part of the time.
They lost the game 6-1, although the lone point was Firdosa scoring her first official goal ever, so she was on a major high after the game.
Regina, being Regina, sent the bus back to the school without the two Muslim girls, who were still changing... her seduction plan well underway.
After seeing the teens naked last night, she'd gone online and pleasured herself while watching lesbian Muslim porn, which she was surprised to discover wasn't as hard to find as she'd assumed it would be... although it was a lot harder than finding Muslim women getting fucked and dominated by white men, which there was lots of. Even the next day, it had her horny as fuck throughout the game.
Actually, the sight of all the girls from both teams running around had her libido pumping on all cylinders.
The two girls came outside, and Regina greeted them with, "Great game, ladies."
"We lost..." Khadra grumbled, hating losing, "...and badly."
"But I scored our goal," Firdosa chirped, still on her adrenaline rush.
"That was amazing," Regina said, pulling the teen in for a hug.
Khadra looked stunned.
Regina quickly let go and said, "Soon we'll be able to hold our own against those girls, but we need better teamwork, which is why next weekend's retreat is so important."
"I don't think I can go," Khadra said, although she hadn't asked.
"We are going," Firdosa insisted.
"Where's the bus?" Khadra asked, not wanting to have this conversation right now, and eager to get away from this creepy coach.
"I sent it off," Regina said.
"Why?" Khadra asked.
"I didn't want them to wait, since I didn't know how long you two would be," Regina answered. "And no worries, I can drive you two home," Regina said, horny as fuck, and hoping for an opportunity to make a move on Firdosa.
"But we were supposed to go home with the team," Khadra objected, finding the excuse very sketchy.
"It's fine," Firdosa said, figuring it was what it was.
"Ready to go?" Regina asked.
"Sure," Firdosa agreed.
"Do we have a choice?" Khadra sighed dramatically... and rhetorically... as she began following her creepy coach to her car.
Both girls got in the back seat, and Regina drove off, asking, "Khadra, what's your address?"
Khadra reluctantly gave it to her.
"You two played really well today," Regina said.
"I barely played at all," Khadra said.
"Sorry, I'll make sure you get more playing time in the next game," Regina said, trying to split the two girls apart a little... a little divide and conquer strategy, knowing Firdosa was the easier one to seduce.
"I appreciated the playing time," Firdosa said.
"You earned it," Regina said, which got Khadra stewing in anger... she was the better player, but Firdosa was sucking up, and was thus being rewarded.
"I can't believe I scored," Firdosa said, still full of excitement from her first goal, and oblivious to her friend's anger.
"You're a natural," Regina said, "and with a lot of hard work, I can make you into a star player."
"I'd love that," Firdosa said.
"Can't you make us all stars then?" Khadra asked sarcastically, although her tone was ignored by the other two.
"Of course I can," Regina said, then added, hinting at her long-term goal, "but it will require your being completely dedicated to the game, and to my expectations."
"I can do that," Firdosa said.
"Great! And maybe we can even have some private workouts to really get you in topnotch shape," Regina added.
"Whatever it takes," Firdosa agreed, more determined than ever to work her ass off to become the best player possible.
"That's the spirit," Regina nodded, knowing this girl would indeed be doing whatever it took, such as eating pussy and getting fucked.
Regina dropped Khadra off, and then asked Firdosa, as she drove the next two blocks, "The sports bra helped?"
Regina had bought two sports bras each for the girls, and she'd given them to them before the game. Khadra was put off by the unwanted gifts, but after Firdosa put one of hers on, so did she. And they had definitely helped.
"Yeah, it really anchored them in place," Firdosa nodded.
"Kept them looking nice and firm too," Regina said. And then added as she slowed down, "You have an amazing pair of tits, Firdosa."
"Thanks," Firdosa said, flattered by the compliment, but also a little nervous.
Regina stopped a few houses away and said, as she slyly unbuckled her belt and turned around to kneel on the front seat and face her prey. "I mean it, your tits are amazing!"
"I should go inside," Firdosa said, seeing the lustful look in her coach's eyes that Khadra had warned her about.
Rain began pouring down on the car as Regina leaned forward and kissed the stunned teen.
Firdosa was stunned to feel her coach's lips on hers... and by how soft they were.
Regina loved the initial resistance, the stunned look in a prey's eyes, and the sweet softness of a woman's lips.
Firdosa didn't move at first, as she struggled to process what was happening. She was being kissed for the first time ever... and by a girl... and by a grandmother-aged lesbian. She didn't kiss back, since she was in a complete daze. This was wrong, and yet it felt very right.
Regina saw the paralyzed shock in the girl's eyes that she knew that would be brief before any protest or resistance began, as she reached a hand under the abaya.
"Coach, stop," Firdosa said, pushing the coach away with both hands, and realizing she had only half the strength of her coach.
"But you want to be a regular starter, don't you?" Coach asked, removing her hands from underneath the abaya, and brought them instead to above the fabric to cup both of the girl's tits firmly, surprised to feel the teen wasn't wearing a bra. She held the teen in place as she once again pressed her lips against the resisting girl's mouth. Regina couldn't explain why, but she always felt such a rush whenever she was overpowering another woman.
Firdosa moaned as she felt her breasts being cupped... the sexual stimulation flooding her entire body confusing her.
"Be a good girl and give in, Firdosa," Regina said, watching amusedly as the teen tried to resist... albeit weakly.
"Please stop, Coach," Firdosa pleaded, although her tone wasn't overly convincing. She felt a little wetness leak out of her pussy, and now she wished she was wearing her bra and panties.
"But you're not even wearing a bra," Regina pointed put, seeing two very hard and pointed nipples poking against the abaya. "So obviously you wanted something like this to happen."
"Nooooooooo," Firdosa said, realizing that her decision to forego underwear had given the coach that idea. She wasn't wrong, per se, but it was a step or two too far; she'd only done it to tease her coach, not invite her to grope her. "I just wanted to let them go free."
"Well, good news, since free they are," Regina said, as she bent down and sucked a nipple through the abaya, "free for me to play with."
"Coach, please," Firdosa protested awkwardly, but with a moan, as the warm breath and sudden sucking of her nipples sent intense pleasure throughout her young, inexperienced body... and although she was pleading for the woman to stop, her voice sounded like she wanted more... her mind and her body at odds with each other.
"You like this, don't you?" Coach said, as she aggressively sucked and squeezed the Muslim's big tits, taking Firdosa's moans as encouragement.
"Noooooo," Firdosa disagreed, but with a moan as her nipples, she was discovering, were super stimulated and were sending waves of confusing pleasure throughout her entire body.
"Don't deny it," Regina said, as she kept manhandling the teen's tits. "Your body doesn't lie."
"This is wrong," Firdosa protested, even though her body was on fire and confusing her.
"But it feels so right," Regina said, going back and forth between both big tits... both hard nipples... excited that her aggressive seduction was turning the virgin teen on.
"Please," Firdosa repeated, her head going light, the pleasure consuming her, even while she kept trying to push the stronger woman off of her.
Regina, knowing when to push the boundaries even further, even as Firdosa let out a loud desperate scream, placed her hand between the teen's legs and rubbed the girl's pussy through the abaya.
"Noooooooo!" Firdosa protested weakly, the humiliation from this molestation and her body's response to it catapulting her thoughts and body into total confusion.
"You're all wet," Regina said, able to feel a little wetness through the abaya, and wondering if the teen also wasn't wearing panties. Reaching her hand beneath the abaya, she confirmed her suspicions... the teen was so wet. "And you're not wearing any panties either," Regina pointed out as she rubbed the teen's pussy. "You really do want to be my little Muslim pet slut, don't you?"
"Noooooooooooooo!" Firdosa protested, still desperately trying to break away from the grip of her dominant aggressor before she mortified herself by having an orgasm!
"Why else would you skip wearing panties?" Regina asked, frantically rubbing the teen's pussy while wondering if she pleasured herself, or was this going to be her first-ever orgasm?
"I don't know," Firdosa said, as feelings she'd never felt before rose inside her.
"Because you want to be my sex slave," Regina declared, as she leaned in and kissed the teen again, this time while rubbing the teen's pussy... knowing she was close to coming.
Firdosa tried to break the kiss, but she was too weak both physically and mentally, and as what was indeed her first ever orgasm continued rising inside her, she finally succumbed to the lecherous advances of her coach and began kissing her back.
For a couple minutes Firdosa, with her eyes closed, forgot who she was kissing, and just allowed the pleasure growing inside her free rein to consume her completely.
Regina loved to really push a new pet, a new submissive, by making her say things she would never say otherwise, so as soon as she broke the kiss she asked, "You're a slut, aren't you?"
"Noooo," Firdosa shook her head, even while she allowed this woman to rub her pussy, to suck on her tits, and to kiss her.
Regina, knowing the imminent orgasm could erupt through the teen at any moment, stopped rubbing her pussy and asked "Are you sure of that answer? Just tell me you're my Muslim slut, and I'll give you pleasure like you've never felt before."
So desperate to feel that pleasure again, and to experience a real orgasm, she realized she'd do anything to go there, which was pretty slutty, so she gave in and declared loudly, "Yes, I'm a Muslim slut for my hot soccer coach!"
"And you'll be my obedient pet slut?" Regina asked, loving the breaking moment of a straight female, and noticing she'd called her hot.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Firdosa agreed mindlessly, as Regina resumed rubbing her pussy, but now only slowly, "I'll do anything, Coach."
"Good girl," Regina smiled, as she resumed rubbing the teen's pussy frantically, knowing it would take only a few more moments to get the teen off.
"Oh yessssss," Firdosa moaned, pleasure consuming her entire being as she closed her eyes and allowed herself to be molested, just as a finger was slid inside her. "Oh yes, Coach."
"You may come, my Muslim sex slave," Regina permitted, as she pumped her finger in and out of the moaning, bewildered teen, just before there was a bang on the door.
Firdosa opened her eyes and turned her head to see her mother standing outside the car, hands on her hips and glaring in at her. "Mom!"
"What's going on in there?" Zala demanded furiously. "Get out of there right now, Firdosa!"
Regina had to think quickly as she backed away and scrambled out of the car as Firdosa quickly did too, her body shaking from being so close to coming, and then that delirious pleasure extinguished in a heartbeat!
"You must be Firdosa's mother," Regina said, walking around the car, the rain having stopped just as they got out of the car.
"What were you doing to my daughter?" Zala challenged, shocked to see this pretty middle-aged woman molesting her daughter, and wishing she'd brought her phone outside so she could call the police.
"I was just helping her to relieve some stress," Regina smiled charmingly, already formulating a plan to wrangle herself out of this predicament. She turned to Firdosa, "Go into your house, Miss. I need to have a private word with your mother."
Firdosa nodded, desperate to escape this calamitous situation.
"I'll deal with you soon," Zala added with an icy glare that would frighten anyone... well... except for Regina.
"Yes, Mother," Firdosa said, hurrying away mortified.



"And you," Zala said, "I'm calling the cops on you."
"No need for that," Regina said as she flashed her badge, which she still carried at all times ever since she'd retired... having used it a few times for small advantages, but never to get out of a sticky situation she was suddenly involved in... until now.
"You're a cop?" Zala asked, shocked.
"For twenty-five years," Regina said, thinking quickly on her feet, like she'd always been able to do, "So either you're going to pay for your daughter's crimes, or I'll be forced to arrest her."
"For what?" Zala asked.
"Theft," Regina improvised.
"What did she steal?" Zala asked, suddenly feeling the situation falling apart around her.
"Sport bras," Regina said, pointing to the back seat, where in her rush, Firdosa had left her bag behind.
"I don't believe you," Zala said, her daughter never having been a thief.
"Then I'll show you," Regina said, reaching into her back seat and removing Firdosa's bag. She pulled out the two sports bras she'd given her, including one still in the package. "See?"
Zala looked. She didn't know what to believe. She definitely hadn't bought those for her daughter.
"So either you get into my back seat and eat my pussy, or I go into your house and arrest your daughter," Regina threatened.
"What!?" Zala asked, shocked by the police officer's outrageous demand.
"I'm horny and I need to get off," Regina said bluntly. "And since you interrupted my interrogation of your daughter, It's obvious that you're the party who must make her restitution."
"You can't be serious!" Zala gasped, shocked by the abrasive woman's outlandish version of jurisprudence.
"I'm completely serious, and I'm losing patience," Regina growled, knowing she had to be aggressive here, since time was of the essence... she couldn't afford to give her newest prey even a moment to think... plus, she was horny, and she figured this would be a most enjoyable solution to this altercation, and something she could use later on to bring Firdosa completely under her sway (literally).
"But I'm a married woman," Zala pointed out.
"You're only eating my cunt, not committing to a relationship or getting yourself pregnant," Regina said crudely. She always used the word 'cunt' whenever she was really horny, or she wanted to make an irrefutable point.
"I'm not a lesbian," Zala continued grasping at straws.
"Who cares?" Regina said, grabbing the Qatari's hand and pulling her towards her back seat. "You're just eating my cunt to protect your daughter."
"There must be another way," Zala said, desperate to protect her daughter. She was well aware that the justice system in this country wouldn't necessarily protect people of colour, especially since she was obviously dealing with a corrupt cop.
"Your daughter already eats my cunt," Regina claimed bluntly.
"Please!" Zala begged. "I can give you money."
"I don't need money, I need a black bitch eating my cunt," Regina said. "Now get into the fucking car."
"Can we at least do it in my garage?" Zala asked, terrified to do this, but even more terrified to do it in a car, where any of her neighbours could walk by and see her.
"Okay, that I'm okay with," Regina agreed magnanimously, closing her door. "Lead the way."
Zala desperately tried to come up with a way of getting out of this as she led the 'cop' to her garage. "Please, there must be something I can do for you."
"Yes, you can eat my cunt," Regina said, remaining focused.
"Isn't there any other way?" Zala asked, entering her garage.
"Well, if you'd rather, you can let me fuck you," Regina offered.
"Excuse me?" Zala asked, surprised even more by this counteroffer.
"I'm sure there are lots of tools in here we could side into that dark pussy of yours," Regina said, examining a wall of them.
"Let's just get this over with," Zala said, completely humiliated, and angry at what she was being forced to do because of her daughter's illegal behavior.
"So is it eating my cunt, or getting fucked?" Regina asked, enjoying the look of complete disgust on the chubby but pretty mom's face. The wife could afford some calorie-burning marathon fuck sessions to help her lose a few pounds.
"I'm going to lick your... you," Zala said, hating that nasty 'C' word.
"Lick my what?" Regina insisted, as she pulled her pants down.
"Your vagina," Zala said, still not believing this was happening.
"No, it's my cunt," Regina corrected her. "Say it; say you want to eat my cunt."
"That's a disgusting word," Zala objected.
"It's an adult word," Regina corrected again, hopping onto the hood of a red Corvette and spreading her legs.
Zala was suddenly staring at a hairy pussy, and even worse, its owner was sitting on her husband's $80,000 sport car.
"Tell me what you want to do to my cunt," Regina ordered, loving the disgust and anger in the mother's eyes... confident it would change when she began eating her pussy... they always did.
"I don't want to eat your..." Zala paused, and then grudgingly finished, "...cunt."
"Then pretend that you do," Regina said, "or else I'll march into your house and either sit on your daughter's face or arrest her and cart her off to jail."
"Fine," Zala said in a bitter tone, "I want to eat your cunt."
"What a lovely offer!" Regina teased, spreading her legs wider.
"I can't believe you're making me do this," Zala muttered, as she got between the Hispanic woman's legs.
"Don't worry, you'll love it," Regina promised, as the angry woman's face approached her wet, hairy pussy.
Zala was surprised by the strong smell as her face came close to another woman's privates for the first time ever.
"Just start licking," Regina said, reaching for the tentative woman's head and pulled it smack into her wetness.
Zala was stunned as her face suddenly arrived deep in the woman's vagina. The strong scent enveloped her nostrils as she opened her mouth, extended her tongue and licked.
Regina smiled to herself as she once again turned a clearly straight woman into a cunt licker. Sure, there was a chance she wouldn't become an addicted cunt-craving slut like almost all the others... but it was unlikely. Once a woman tasted her addicting nectar, she became addicted 99.44% of the time, very much like Marilyn Chambers had become to porn.
Zala was surprised by the taste, that was creamy and not disgusting at all... which made her angry that she liked the taste... even though she refused to acknowledge that.
"You're a natural," Regina encouraged, impressed by the woman's inexperienced tongue.
"Am I done yet?" Zala asked.
"You'll be done when I come all over your face," Regina said, grinding up and down on the woman's face.
"Just come, then," Zala said, needing this sex session to end, since she was beginning to enjoy this task too much, and she couldn't bear that.
"Keep licking, Mommy-slut," Regina taunted, loving to call a new pet names.
Humiliation compounded humiliation as Zala licked and was now being called names... the bitch rubbing her pussy all over her face.
"Oh yes, I think you'll want to eat cunt all the time now," Regina said, as she pulled out her phone from the thin jacket she was wearing and began filming... collecting blackmail evidence to keep Zala from attempting to retaliate.
"Noooooo," Zala wailed in a muffled voice, while as she licked and tried to breathe while her face was plastered against another woman's vagina, which was the most humiliating... and degrading... moment in her life.
"Oh yes, you'll be eating cunt all the time from now on," Regina said, knowing without a doubt that the bland portion of this innocent woman's life was over.
"Ohhh nooooooo," Zala paraphrased herself, praying this sordid activity would end soon... utter humiliation coursing through her, even as she felt a little wetness leak into her panties... which never happened... ever.
"Oh yes, tell me you love my cunt," Regina ordered.
"No," Zala refused.
"Tell me or else," Regina threatened, tilting the woman's face back to look her in the eye, while she slyly pointed her phone to film the declaration.
"I love your cunt," Zala said, feeling her face awash with sin.
"Good girl," Regina said. "Now get me off, so you can taste my cunt cum."
"Please just come," Zala pleaded, and she leaned back in and resumed licking... the sweet taste of wet pussy and hirsute matted pubes tantalizing her taste buds, even though she kept reminding herself how much she hated this woman... and this task... and this sin.
"Pretty soon, my Mommy-slut," Regina said, even though she was older than the Muslim mom.
"Don't call me that," Zala complained between licks.
"But you're a mom, and you're my slut," Regina smirked, before reaching back and guiding the mother's head deeper into her wet pussy.
"Just come already," Zala sighed as she kept licking, by this point completely defeated.
"Eat my cunt, Mommy-slut, eat it like the dirty Muslim bimbo cunt-loving lesbian slut you really are," Regina listed.
"Ooooooh," Zala moaned, confused by why the nasty name calling was making her moan. She wasn't any of those things other than Muslim, which she was proud of, yet her body was responding to the other, more disgusting terms, sending pulses of pleasure into her that she didn't understand, or ordinarily feel.
"That's it slut, eat it, eat my cunt, oh yes, you Muslim Mommy slut, oh yes, fuck, yes, fuuuuuuuck," Regina babbled until she came.
Zala licked up the cum, surprised by the stronger taste when it was cum.
"Lap it all up, my hungry Mommy-slut," Regina said, trembling as she held the Muslim's head firmly against herself.
Zala kept licking, suddenly captivated and addicted to the exotic taste, which was unlike anything she'd ever tasted before.
Regina enjoyed the afterglow of her orgasm before pushing the woman's head away and hopping off the expensive sports car. Deciding to reward her new pet and thus pull her deeper into her debt, she pushed the stunned, glossy-faced Muslim against a wall, reached a hand under her abaya and began rubbing her pussy, while she sucked the woman's big tits through the fabric and her bra.
"What are you doing now?" Zala gasped, suddenly being molested in both of her private areas.
"Allowing my new pet to come," Regina explained, and noticing the wet panties, she added, "I see that eating my cunt and signing on as my sex slave got you all wet."
"Noooooooo," Zala denied, even though the claim was impossible to refute, since her body was on fire... which she couldn't ever remember feeling before... since sex with her husband had always been robotic and rare. She sucked his cock a lot and swallowed his cum, since he liked that... but he'd never gone down on her even once, nor had he ever given a thought about her pleasure.
"Oh yes, come, my Muslim slut," Regina said, sucking her nipples as best as she could through the two layers of fabric.
"Oh my," Zala moaned, the double attack driving her wild and making her head light... she tried to push her away, but it was a feeble attempt... her body surrendering completely to the fire inside.
"Oh, yes slut, come," Regina said, as she slid her fingers inside her panties, and two of them inside the heavily breathing woman.
"Ooooooooooooooooh," Zala moaned while she was fingered, her nipples sucked, her breasts cupped, and her body unable to resist any more... and thus seconds later, she was launched into her first ever orgasm... ever... and she swore for only the second time ever, "Fuuuuuck!"
"God, Mommy-slut," Regina purred, as she slowed her fingers inside the coming woman and kept sucking through the abaya.
"Oh," was all Zala could muster, resting her head and body bonelessly against the wall... trembling uncontrollably.
Regina pulled her fingers out, and then stuck them in Zala's mouth.
Zala tasted herself mindlessly, discovering that she too had a uniquely sweet taste.
"Just so you know, I recorded your submission, and your daughter didn't steal anything at all. I bought those sport bras for her as gifts."
"W-w-what?" Zala said, having heard two shocking news flashes, but was struggling to process them, since she was still coming with an intensity she'd never known existed in her body.
"You heard me," Regina said. "Your daughter is a good girl."
"She didn't steal anything?" Zala asked, although the answer was already answered.
"Nope," Regina said.
"You lied to me."
"Yep."
"You bitch!"
"Yep."
"Get out of here."
"Can do. Just remember I have everything you said and did on my phone," Regina said, waving her phone.
"Out!"
"I'll come back when you crave my cunt again, and your daughter tells me you want me... I'm her soccer coach... to get in touch," Regina said, heading out.
"Never," Zala groaned, unable to move, since her orgasm was still coursing through her, like never-ending breakers crashing against a seashore.
"Never say never," Regina quipped, before closing the door behind her.
Zala sighed, and tears rolled down her eyes at being tricked, humiliated, molested and blackmailed... and somehow enjoying it all.
Meanwhile, Firdosa had finished rubbing herself to an orgasm... the one her coach had started but hadn't finished, when her mother had caught her in such a compromising situation.
Both Zala and Firdosa were bewildered by what had happened... by how their very own bodies had betrayed them... Why had it felt so good? Why couldn't' they resist it?
Both mother and daughter knew they had to erase the night from their minds, but both of them cringed away from talking to each other about it, so they didn't, while they fretted about their inability to control themselves.
.....
A few days later.
By this time Regina had fucked Firdosa's mom with a strap-on, had taken her anal virginity and had received her permission to take Firdosa to the camping retreat... the mother willing to agree to anything to taste that pussy again, and to get fucked hard by this dominant Hispanic woman who'd awakened a side of her she didn't know existed.
During this time, Regina had left the two girls alone... deciding to wait until the weekend, although Firdosa had been going through many mixed emotions:
-guilt for allowing the episode in the car to happen
-confusion about how good it had felt
-guilt for how good it had felt
-confusion over her mother's subsequent behaviour... she'd never gotten mad at her... or even said a word about what she'd witnessed... but had only silently handed her the bag containing the sport bras when she came into the house half an hour later... and the next morning had requested her to ask her soccer coach to get in touch
-guilt that her body tingled whenever she saw her coach
-confusion because her vagina got wet and excited whenever she saw her coach
-guilt for having rubbed herself to an orgasm every night since she was molested
-confusion since until she came, she wanted her coach to molest her again
-guilt after she came, for touching herself and for the wicked fantasies that had consumed her
-confusion because Coach Regina was completely ignoring her ever since that wild episode in her car.
All these conflicting emotions continued battling for her attention the next weekend while with a pack on her back... extra clothes, bedroll, stainless steel mess kit... she was out hiking during this weird team builder. It was an afternoon hike through the forest to kick off the retreat, when Coach Regina startled her by suddenly appearing, then reaching a hand down her shorts, inside her panties, and stuffing something inside her vagina. No, not the hocus pocus kind of appearing, her actions were just quick and efficient.
"Oooooooh," Firdosa moaned, astonished by the sudden contact and the deft insertion of something slightly cold inside her most intimate orifice.
"That stays inside that slut cunt of yours until I retrieve it, is that understood, my sexy slut?" Regina ordered.
"Yes, Coach," Firdosa said, guilt, confusion and excitement going to war inside her.
"Good slut," Regina said, striding away just as some other girls came into view.
Firdosa's pussy was instantly tingling, and when she resumed walking, the weird whatsit inside her started moving around, eliciting subtle sensations of pleasure.
"You okay?" Khadra asked, catching up to her and seeing Coach walking away... she still didn't trust her, even though she'd been behaving more like a coach since the shower situation... and Khadra had even gotten more playing time in yesterday's 3-2 win, where she'd earned an assist on Firdosa's second goal of the season.
"Y-y-yeah," Firdosa stammered, feeling her face flush.
"You look really flustered," Khadra said, looking ahead again, and seeing their coach looking back at them.
"I'm fine," Firdosa said through tight lips.
"What did she do?" Khadra asked, having been surprised that for the past week the coach had seemed less like a predator and more like a proper coach. If anything, it had been the opposite from before, since Firdosa had been the one acting weird. She kept insisting that nothing was wrong, but something obviously was. Khadracouldn't figure out what it was... but she was sure that in some hidden fashion, it had something to do with Coach.
Regina pressed the On Button on the remote-control egg, and she watched in amusement as Firdosa flinched to a sudden pulsing inside her pussy. Regina had done this to a few sluts over the years, and it was always entertaining. A lawyer orating during a trial, a teacher addressing her class, or one of her rookie trainees. Shakespeare had written in Macbeth that absolute power corrupts absolutely, which may be true, but he neglected to mention what a hoot wielding that power could be!
"Oooooooooh," Firdosa moaned, her eyes going wide from a sudden burst of vibrations inside her.
"What's wrong?" Khadra asked, turning away from the predatory coach looking back at them and to her friend, who looked like she was suffering some major discomfort.
"Just a cramp," Firdosa lied, as the thingy inside her suddenly started giving her intense waves of pleasure.
"You look like you're in discomfort," Khadra said.
"A little," Firdosa agreed, although truth be told, it was not only very uncomfortable, but also very pleasurable.
"Is there anything I can do for you?" Khadra asked, concerned for her friend.
"No, no, no," Firdosa tried to brush it off, as the buzzing suddenly stopped, which she was both thankful for and frustrated about. "I just need to walk it off."
"You sure?"
She wasn't sure at all, as she looked down the trail for her coach, who was no longer within view. "Yeah, let's keep hiking."
"Okay," Khadra said, and they started walking again.
A couple minutes later the buzzing returned for just a few seconds, but this time at a much higher intensity, making Firdosa's legs give out, and as she fell, she moaned, "Oooooooooooh!"
"You okay?" Khadra asked, as she helped her friend back up from the ground.
"Yeah, I'm just clumsy," Firdosa said, the pleasure so sudden and so intense she almost came! She could feel her cheeks burning. "At least I didn't hurt my knees."
"You need to be careful," Khadra said.
"I just tripped on a tree root," Firdosa said.
Amanda, a pretty blonde, and one of the better players, asked, as she and her two companions caught up with them, "You okay, Firdosa?"
"Yeah, I guess this isn't a sidewalk," Firdosa said, surprised that Amanda even knew her name.
"Yeah, the trail isn't all that smooth," Amanda agreed.
"And it's not a soccer field either," a brunette joked.
"This whole camping trip thing is weird," a redhead said.
"Everything Coach does is weird," Khadra pointed out. Maybe she and Firdosa had some allies against the creepy coach!



"Maybe, but she's gotten us good enough to win this week," Firdosa pointed out, their first win of the season 3-2, and she herself had scored in the second straight game!
"She's unorthodox," Amanda agreed. "But we're getting better."
"I just wish I didn't have to be out here in the middle of the wilderness, instead of home with Mike," the brunette sighed.
"Yep, this is probably the longest you've gone without any dick all year," Amanda teased her.
"Any real dick anyway," the redhead added, all of them more than willing to eat each other's pussies, or to take a strap-on or some other toy in their pussies... so the idea of adding these two Qatari teammates to their lesbian fuck fests was a little intriguing.
"Huh? You mean there's such a thing as an unreal dick?" Firdosa asked, unaware that the gadget inside her was an example of one. "Do you mean an imaginary one?"
"No, a plastic one," the redhead explained. "You stick it inside your pussy and get yourself off with it. Or maybe somebody else does it for you."
"Eeewww! That's disgusting!" Khadra objected.
"You're just jealous," the brunette said.
"Soooo jealous," Amanda agreed, as she started back up the trail. "Later, ladies."
"Bye," Firdosa said.
A moment later when the two of them were alone again, Firdosa said, "Amanda knew my name!"
"So?"
"What do you mean so?" Firdosa asked, having always wanted to fit in better. "So she could be our in."
"In into what?" Khadra asked, Firdosa always seeing the glass half full, while she saw it as halfway... or even mostly... empty.
"Popularity," Firdosa said, brimming with excitement, briefly forgetting (until she resumed the hike) that she had something inside her vagina.
"I'm not sure that brief conversation says you're in," Khadra said sarcastically, "besides, they're all sluts."
"Just because they have boyfriends doesn't make them sluts," Firdosa pointed out.
"And what was that about real and plastic dicks?" Khadra asked. "That didn't even make sense."
"No idea," Firdosa said, as she imagined the possibility of leaving the wallflower world behind. Which is what she lived in, except for playing soccer and that lone party she'd attended last month. Oh yes, and Coach Regina almost getting her off last week! But she would really like a life that included going to parties, flirting with boys and getting drunk... she'd had a couple of drinks at that one party, but it was hardly a wild night.
"It sounded weird," Khadra said.
"You're always so suspicious of new experiences," Firdosa accused.
"I'm just practical," Khadra countered.
"Well, I've practically joined the in group," Firdosa bragged, smiling when she said it.
"Yeah, you're pretty much the Prom Queen," Khadra added, "except instead of a tiara, you get to wear a khimar on your head!" and they both laughed.
The thingy inside Firdosa moved around as she resumed hiking, bringing her constant teasing pleasure, but she soon got used to it, and even began to enjoy it... even as she kept expecting the next surprise buzzing sensation which she wanted again... yet, she also didn't want it again. Since she had literally no control over her body once it switched itself on inside of her.
They all ended up at a viewpoint of the park and were admiring the natural beauty of nature, when the buzzing started up again. Slower this time... but now with a variety of percussive riffs. Luckily Firdosa's hands were gripping the railing at the time, so she could balance herself as the pleasure began spinning inside her.
"Isn't the view beautiful?" Khadra asked as she looked around, even seeing a gentle doe drinking from the river.
"Yes," Firdosa said quickly, before needing to bite her lip to keep from moaning.
"Yes, it's very beautiful," Coach Regina agreed, standing behind the two Muslim girls she planned on becoming her future pets... looking forward to when she'd have one eating her pussy and the other eating her asshole simultaneously.
"Thanks for bringing us here, Coach," Khadra said, thankful for the first time to know the woman. Sure, the team had gotten better, even she had gotten better. The coach did know everything there was to know about the sport, but she just hadn't trusted her... she'd felt her motives were duplicitous. But as she and her teammates all reveled in the awe of Mother Nature, she finally understood what Coach was doing by bringing them all out here... building team comradery through enjoyably shared experiences.
"You're welcome," Regina said, as she secretly pressed a button to speed up the egg.
Firdosa tightened her grip on the railing as the egg sped up inside her... if this kept up much longer, she might come right here with everyone surrounding her! She desperately needed to control her body.
Amanda asked, "Where to next, Coach?"
"Follow the trail on the right, and our campground is about twenty minutes from there," Regina said. "Why don't you lead the girls there?"
"Sure, coach," she agreed. "Let's go, bitches."
"Coach, never give Amanda that kind of power," someone joked.
The coach shut off the egg, not wanting Firdosa to come, just wanting to keep her on the edge all day, and added, although the message was primarily meant for the young Muslim with an egg in her cunt, "Just remember that I'm the one who's really in charge."
"Yes, Coach," the girl acknowledged, and most of the team began hiking again.
"Ready to go?" Khadra asked her friend.
"I just need a minute," Firdosa said, worried that as soon as she started walking her legs might give out again, or the coach could switch the buzzing back on... either of which would have her dropping like a stone again.
"You still look flustered," Khadra said, there being something very odd about Firdosa's behaviour today... and yet it wasn't anything she could blame the coach for this time. She checked, and saw her following the girls down the trail and disappearing from view without so much as a backwards glance.
"Yeah, I'm just getting a bit tired from this hike."
"It has been a long one," Khadra agreed. She too was getting a little tired, and she was quite happy to know they were only twenty minutes away from their campground.
Firdosa tentatively turned and began walking, feeling like her legs were mush, but not badly enough for her to collapse. However she was wobbling a bit, and Khadra joked, "You're walking like my Uncle Abaad when he's drunk."
"Lol," Firdosa laughed, Khadra's uncle being quite the drinker and quite the flirt... he'd twice grabbed her ass, although she'd never told Khadra. Truth be told, she liked the attention, even if the guy was a little... okay, a lot creepy, and not at all good looking. Of course back home a woman would never dare challenge a man's attentions, not even if he raped her. Unlike here in America, where the worst that could happen was the woman ending up looking like a slut and her case being laughed out of court, in Qatar if things went sideways, the woman could easily be imprisoned for licentious conduct while her rapist went free!
"We'd better get going, so we don't lose the group and get lost," Khadra urged.
"Yeah, right," Firdosa agreed, and they resumed hiking. Other than the constant moving around of the egg providing her with constant teasing sensations, it wasn't activated again during the remainder of the hike.
....
By the time they arrived, all the other girls were already set up in their tents, and the two latecomers found an empty one waiting for them to share. Regina had delivered their camping gear in a camper she'd gotten the school division to pay for. As the girls settled in, had dinner and generally socialized, Regina briefly turned the toy on and off a dozen times over the next few hours, enjoying the sight of her prey struggling not to come... as well as her expressions. Around 9:30 while the girls toasted marshmallows over a fire, she whispered in Firdosa's ear, "Come to my camper once everyone is asleep, and I'll finally let you come."
Firdosa slyly nodded an acknowledgement. The whatsit periodically vibrating inside her had driven her wild during the past few hours, and the starting and stopping of the pleasure had churned her insides into a muddled mess.
So... two hours later... once Khadra was snoring... Firdosa snuck out of their tent and tiptoed to the camper, remembering the surreal pleasure she'd enjoyed (in spite of her resistance) in the back seat of Coach's car, and still keyed up from the intense and constant teasing of the pleasure thingy inside her all afternoon and evening.
Firdosa went there determined to demand that Coach take it out of her vagina, and to say she'd had enough of these games! But she didn't just remove it herself, which she knew she could have done many times throughout this roller coaster ride of pleasure and frustration. She felt compelled to obey her coach, just like she always obeyed her parents, and well... everyone... teachers, uncles, etc.
Firdosa quietly knocked on the side of the camper, and Regina let her in.
"Hi slut, are you ready to get that thing out of your wet cunt?" Regina asked, as she pushed the teen backwards against the door as soon as it closed and kissed her a few times.
Firdosa was a complete mess; her thong panties had been literally soaked for hours, her body on pins and needles all day, her pussy burning with desperation, and her head completely muddled from the mental anguish of the insistent toy inside her refusing her any release. So she was in no state even to want to push her coach away when she kissed her. Yes, she was confused... yes, she knew this was wrong... but, it wasn't her mind in control of her actions, but her pussy, and it had a very specific dire need... to come at all costs!
"Kiss me back, slut," Regina ordered, squeezing her prey's ass, as she roughly kissed her. Regina was horny too. A day of watching all those young, ripe, possible pussy munchers hiking, sweating, and then in bikinis baking in the sun near the lake, really had her motor running.
"No," Firdosa said, astonishing both the coach and herself by refusing, shaking her head. In spite of everything, that would be so wrong.
Regina laughed as she squeezed the teen's ass and used her other hand to cup a tit. "Stop playing hard to get. You are a slut. My slut."
"I'm not a slut," Firdosa protested.
"You permitted me to shove a toy in your cunt, then let it marinate in there all day, and just now you snuck into my trailer," Regina pointed out, as she roughly molested her and kissed her.
Firdosa was overwhelmed, and this time she obeyed by kissing back, her original determination to end this relationship terminated without even a glimmer of resistance. She kissed the coach back, knowing it was such a sin to do so, knowing it was so wrong for her first romantic kiss to be with someone almost three times her age... never mind she was also a woman.
Regina loved the lustful obedience of this eager Muslim girl... loved knowing she'd soon be between her legs discovering the joys of worshipping a new God, or Allah, or whatever... who she herself would be standing in for... and she loved also knowing she'd be taking her virginity with a nice, thick, eight-inch strap-on cock she'd brought along for the occasion.
Regina moved her hands and squeezed both firm tits of the girl... scratching her fingertips over the hard nipples that were betraying the bewildered teen.
Firdosa moaned into Coach's mouth as her tits were groped and her nipples grazed... her body on fire more intensely than previously in the Coach's back seat.
Regina asked, "Did you like your gift?"
"What on earth is it?"
"A vibrating egg," Regina said, as she pointed out another one she planned on using on Firdosa's more defiant friend Khadra at some point. "How did it feel?"
"It felt weird," Firdosa answered, as Coach kept molesting her tits over the abaya she'd put on for sleeping in.
"You loved it, didn't you?" Regina asked, manhandling the teen's tits like they were softballs.
"I don't know," Firdosa answered, not wishing to admit how powerfully she'd been driven to the brink of ecstasy so many times today.
"Don't lie to me, slut," Regina rebuked, reaching her hand under the religious garb and directly to a very, very wet pair of panties. "You're absolutely soaked."
"Ooooooooooh," Firdosa moaned, as her pussy was touched by someone who definitely wasn't her present or future husband.
"Why are they so wet?" Regina asked, as she traced the pussy lips with her fat finger.
"Because you shoved this thingy in my vagina," Firdosa pointed out, her head feeling so light and dizzy, as she mentally knew she should fight, but her body was so on fire and in control of her.
"First, you're not seven; you have a pussy or a cunt, and there's no such thing as a thingy," Regina corrected her, tapping her clit just once, making the teen quake against the door. "Second, you could have removed it at any point during the day."
"But you told me not to," Firdosa pointed out.
"So I did. And you'll always obey me, because you're my Muslim slut, aren't you Firdosa?" Regina argued, slowly rubbing the teen's twat, knowing she could make her come within seconds if she wanted to.
"Nooooooo," Firdosa denied even while her body burned. "I'm not a slut!"
"You're my slut," Regina said, "just like your mother is."
"Oh God," Firdosa moaned, so much guilt wracking her body, even while pleasure was consuming her, that she totally missed the accusation of her mother.
"Wrong God," Regina teased, leaning in and kissing the pretty girl again.
Firdosa felt so weak, and yet she now realized she could control her fate. She wasn't anybody's slut. She could just open the door and hop out of the van. She could take this pleasure egg and just throw it wherever in the forest. She could end this. She braced both of her hands and shoved the coach away. "Stop!" she barked.
Regina was surprised, so she fell back a bit before regaining control by wrapping her arms around the girl's waist, picking her up like she was a feather, and carrying her to the bed.
"What are you doing?" Firdosa squealed. She kicked her legs frantically, but to no avail against this strong woman.
"Training you to become the cunt-licking bimbo slut you were born to be," Regina growled as she tossed her onto the bed. "Just like your mother."
This time it registered. "Leave my mother out of this!" Firdosa growled back, suddenly finding some moral strength inside her body and mind.
"What?" Regina said, getting onto the bed. "You were the one that brought her into this."
"You were molesting me," Firdosa accused, trying to push this coach away.
"You loved it," Regina said as she prepared for a potential wresting match. "And then your mom just gave in. Because both of you are sluts born to please, and to serve white and brown women."
"No... we... are... not," Firdosa denied, kicking back just as she felt the buzzing return to her pussy.
"But you are, and your very presence here proves it," Regina said, as the teen moaned, and as she tried to push her off. "You came into this camper pretty much knowing... and even hoping for... what was going to happen."
Firdosa's head was going light again. The pleasure was swarming inside her, and the sad truth was she had known what was going to happen when she came in here... a little part of her was looking forward to it... the pleasure in the back seat of the car a week ago had woken a side of her she didn't know existed... had made her feel like a woman instead of a girl... and she wanted that feeling again... yet she felt so ashamed for wanting that pleasure... from a woman... from her coach.
"You know deep down you want me to turn you into a lesbian," Regina said. "And you're a soccer player, which means you're almost guaranteed to be either a complete cunt munching lesbian, or at the bare minimum, a frequent cunt munching bisexual."
"It does not," Firdosa said, even though she had heard some jokes about all female soccer players being lesbians.
"Actually, it's just the way it is," Regina shrugged... this theory not being 100% true, but it was a least 50% true. She'd had sex with many female teammates in her elite soccer years, and with many opposing players too... and coaches.., and referees... and fans. The world of soccer had provided her with some of her greatest sexual encounters, and it had been at the heart of almost all her lesbian orgies... at least a dozen of them she could recall offhand, and she planned to finish this season with another orgy... knowing with Amanda's help, she could get the entire team on board for it.
"Please make it stop," Firdosa pleaded, her body currently incapable of fighting off this strong woman, since it was too focused on the pleasure swarming through her.
"You want it to stop?" Regina asked.
"Yes, please," Firdosa begged. She either needed it to stop, or she needed it to speed up and...finally!... get her off.
"Or do you want to come?" Regina asked.
"Yes, that! Come, come please!" Firdosa admitted, shame coursing through her, and yet the pleasure overwhelming her.
"Okay," Regina nodded. "I will give you the orgasm you so badly need in that sopping wet, needy cunt, if you'll do just one thing for me."
"Okay, anything," Firdosa said, so desperate to come that she would indeed do anything.
"Eat my cunt," Regina said, and she pulled down her sweats to reveal no panties and a very hairy cunt. She was well aware that many girls and women either shaved, or at least groomed themselves down there, but she preferred to sport the shock value of an extreme bush.
"Please, no," Firdosa responded, as she watched the thick-legged coach spread her legs wide.
"Eat my cunt..." Regina ordered, turning the buzzing down to the lowest possible setting, "...and I'll give you the most intense orgasm you've ever had."
"Isn't there anything else I could do instead?" Firdosa asked, needing to come so badly, and yet really not wanting to do that.
"You could let me fuck your asshole," Regina shrugged, not mentioning she already planned to do that either before the night was over, or sometime next week at the latest.
"What? No!" Firdosa said, that being a worse alternative, even while Regina got up and straddled the bewildered girl, who was unable to remotely think for herself amid this onslaught of pleasure.
"Then eating my cunt it is," Regina said, dropping her hairy cunt onto the pretty girl's face.
"Please noooooooo," Firdosa begged, suddenly completely trapped, with the coach's strong legs restraining her arms and her hairy pussy about an inch above her upturned face.
"Once you've made me come, you get to come," Regina promised, which was one of the few promises she planned to keep.
"This is so wrong," Firdosa protested, as her weakened muscles tried in vain to push her much stronger coach off of her. The egg was barely buzzing anymore, and it wasn't driving her nearly as wild.
"Wrong? Who decides what's right and wrong?" Regina queried.
"Allah," Firdosa answered.
Regina scoffed, "Allah isn't here. The only god... or more accurately, goddess... for you to worship here is me. Now start worshipping, or I'll shove something up your asshole."
Firdosa felt so defeated! This was so wrong, and such a sin, but being sodomized was an entirely different level of sin, and what was being required of her was the lesser of two evils... if only barely.
She raised her head and licked the hairy pussy.
"Good girl," Regina moaned, feeling the teen's tentative tongue on her pussy. "You've been dying to do this ever since you first met me."



"No," Firdosa denied, that not at all being what she'd wanted, as she awkwardly licked, trying to uncover a path through the abundance of pubic hair.
"Fine, then. But it is what I've been dying for ever since I first laid eyes on you," Regina admitted. "I've always wanted my own Muslim cunt-licking pet."
"But I'm not a lesbian," Firdosa protested, even while she licked her first pussy and was surprised by the strong scent swarming her, and the sweet taste that only came either from a very sweet fruit or from a woman.
"Oh, you're 100% cunt muncher," Regina said, as she enjoyed the slow licking. "You'll be craving cunt from now on. After tonight, you'll do anything to eat cunt." From long experience, Regina was confident that would be true. So many women had already desperately denied they enjoyed eating her the first time, especially when it was under duress, yet they almost all came crawling back, even literally, begging to eat her pussy. Some gave her money. Some let her fuck their daughters. Some served other women or girls just to serve her again. She had an addicting pussy, and she knew it.
Firdosa hated the woman's words, but the more she licked the pussy, having forged a path of sorts through the forest of hair, she couldn't deny that the taste was tantalizing. She hoped it resulted from her long day of temptation and teasing, but she knew that the sweet taste she was sampling had nothing to do with her own desperate lust.
"Oh yeah, you'll be begging to eat my cunt," Regina continued, as she slowly began grinding her pussy on the pretty teen's dark face.
"No I won't," Firdosa denied between her hungry licks, desperate not to allow this woman think she was turned on by her.
"Sure, sure," Regina said. "Remember those words when I let your mom eat my cunt while you watch."
Firdosa still couldn't believe her mother had eaten the coach's pussy, yet it seemed to be true. Was her mother as weak-willed as she was? Firdosa should have been able to resist this older woman easily... no way should she have obeyed her by keeping the egg in her pussy all day... no way should she have snuck out of her tent to creep into the coach's camper. She'd known this was going to happen... well, not eating her pussy, but being molested... and she'd still done it. Why?
"You have a naturally pussy pleasing tongue," Regina encouraged her, as she reached down and pulled the girl's face deep into her wetness... into her pussy bubbling with desire.
Firdosa felt her face plastered against wetness, and she began licking faster, feeling a bit suffocated in this enclosed space, even as the taste got sweeter, and more wetness oozed into her mouth... the scent swarming her with excessive lust.
"Oh yes, eat my cunt, you dumb fucking Muslim bimbo," Regina ordered wickedly, as she began really grinding her pussy on the teen's face, using it to get herself off.
Firdosa hated the name calling, and the way that name calling made her pussy tingle frustrated her even more. But she just kept her tongue extended, while her face was roughly used by her coach.
"Oh yes, oh yes, eat my cunt! Here comes my cum, you cunt-licking Allah-betraying bimbo!" Regina declared, as her orgasm exploded from her, drenching the face of the stunned Muslim teen.
Firdosa couldn't believe how much wetness was coating her face. It was like she'd positioned herself beneath a warm shower. The only difference being how good this tasted... and not just good, but great! She hungrily lapped up as much as she could, no longer even feigning any sort of resistance. She couldn't get enough of this exotic taste! There was so much cum gushing out of the coach's pussy that some of it splashed into her nostrils.
"Good girl," Regina moaned, and she smiled as she felt the teen desperately licking her pussy, just like so many other girls and women before her had done once they received the full flood of her sweet nectar.
For a couple minutes, Firdosa licked and swallowed every drop of cum she could reach, while Regina enjoyed the afterglow of her orgasm, and her latest conquest. It was interesting how turning a straight girl into a cunt-hungry slut never got old. Every time was like the first time. Every time made her glow, and to experience a rush of adrenaline... just like scoring a goal in her Olympic soccer days.
Regina climbed off the dazed teen and laid herself on top of her again, manhandling her firm titties underneath the abaya.
"Please, no more," the weakened Firdosa moaned, the unpredictable starting and stopping of the egg, the mental sexual abuse, and her intense humiliation had gotten her completely exhausted. She sorely wanted to come, but she couldn't handle any more.
"What?" Regina said, as she sucked the teen's tits through the abaya. "I promised to get you off, and I always keep my promises."
"I'm just too exhausted," the teen said, which was the truth, even though she was moaning from the hot breath on her tits.
"Your words and your body aren't on the same wavelength," Regina said, as the girl's hard nipples poked through the abaya.
"I need to get out of here," Firdosa said, pushing against the sturdy woman, but without sufficient musculature to budge her at all.
"You'll leave when I'm finished with you," Regina said. "You've been teasing me for weeks."
"I've only known you for two weeks," Firdosa countered, the hot breath on her tits driving her wild.
"True, but you've been teasing me and so many other people much longer than that, by slinking around the mall wearing this tight, slutty attire," Regina accused, her busy mouth going back and forth between both firm, ripe tits.
"This is a religious garment," Firdosa pointed out, having never considered it remotely sexy, and had always kind of resented the requirement for her to wear it all the time.
"And I'm worshipping you through this garment," Regina retorted, leaving big wet spots around both nipples, that would undoubtedly serve as evidence if someone walked in on them. Her DNA was all over it!
"Please..." Firdosa began begging the woman to stop, but then became distracted by a wave of pleasure, when her nipple was sucked into the coach's mouth.
"Please what?" Regina asked, knowing the teen was far too weakened to put up much of a fight... all those hours of sexual teasing and tension had broken down her moral code almost completely.
"Please... just... stop," Firdosa got out, although it took her several long seconds to gasp out the words.
"You really are a slow learner," Regina accused. And then she reached for the remote and accelerated the egg to full blast!
"Oooooooooh," Firdosa moaned loudly, while powerfully intense vibrations ricocheted helter skelter inside her pussy!
"There you go," Regina smiled, knowing the power of the egg.
"This isn't fair," Firdosa whined, the intensity inside weakening her completely.
"Is it fair for you hotties to flaunt your ripe, young bodies at the mall, or all through a game of soccer?" Regina demanded, flicking the egg from running at full blast to a sudden halt, just as the teen was about to erupt!
"Noooohhhhhhhhhh," Firdosa moaned, her entire body quaking from the high intensity pleasure... and then the sudden cessation.
Regina roughly spread her legs and asked, "Ready to come?"
"No, not like this," Firdosa pleaded, even though her body was begging to come, and for the return of the pleasure.
"Like what then?" Regina asked. She next buried her face between the teen's legs and inhaled the smell of the girl's undeniable excitement.
"Like this," Firdosa said, beginning to wiggle away, dying to come, and yet also dying to escape from the trailer.
Regina licked across the teen's silky thong and said, "You even wore slutty underwear for me."
"Noooooo," Firdosa moaned, although she had no idea why she'd chosen to wear a thong on a hiking trip... it wasn't at all practical. She trembled from feeling the tongue on her pussy.
"You're soaking wet," Regina pointed out. "You want this, and you need this," she said, as she sucked the clit through the thin, sheer fabric.
"Oooooooh, myyyyyy," Firdosa trembled like crazy, as the intensity of the coach's mouth on her clit sent shock waves through her entire being.
"You're so horny," Regina said, as she licked the panties... enjoying the teasing, and the teen's inability to make any effective effort to leave. She decided to let her come and to taste her cum, so she dialed the egg back up to its most intense pattern.
Firdosa moaned loudly as the intense pleasure swarmed throughout her entire body. She looked down as her orgasm rose quickly, saw her coach's hair between her legs, and she watched her own wetness oozing into her coach's mouth containing tiny bubbles, before she couldn't hold back any longer and she screamed, forgetting that all her teammates were outside the trailer and not far away, hopefully (but not necessarily) fast asleep, "Fuuuuuuuck!"
Cum gushed out of the teen and flooded Regina's face with so much force that some of it went up her nose.
"Good pet," Regina purred, as she licked up the sweet cum, and smelled its potent aroma as it filled her mouth and nostrils.
Firdosa kept trembling with intense pleasure unlike anything she'd ever experienced.
Regina hopped off the bed, quickly snatched up the strap-on and put it on.
Firdosa ran her fingers weakly over her soaked panties and didn't do much else, since her violent orgasm had usurped any remaining energy from her body.
Regina hopped back onto the bed, flipped the lethargic teen onto all fours, and shoved her cock into her mouth.
Firdosa was stunned to feel the plastic cock appearing in her mouth, but she was too weakened even to attempt to evade it. On top of that, the egg inside her was still buzzing away at full tilt, rendering her into nothing more than a submissive sexual plaything. She couldn't possibly resist this strong woman!
"That's it, slut, get this cock nice and wet for that virgin cunt of yours," Regina said, foreshadowing her intent.
"Nooooo," Firdosa backed away, the cock slipping out of her mouth.
"You fucking little tease!" Regina growled, roughly shoving the cock back inside the teen's mouth and holding her head steady, while she face-fucked her.
Firdosa was terrified! She simply couldn't lose her virginity to a woman! She was also mortified by everything she'd already allowed to happen. She tried to push herself away again, but Regina was too strong, and she was still too weak from her orgasm and from the toy still buzzing wildly inside her pussy.
"You need to accept that I own your cunt, Firdosa," Regina declared, as she roughly face fucked her, amused by the pitifully weak resistance the teen was able to muster.
Firdosa shook her head no, but just barely; Regina's hands were too strong.
"Oh yes, you're my Muslim slut," Regina added. "You're my pet. My slut. My slave!"
Firdosa felt totally humiliated and mortified, yet she was completely helpless... and even worse... still horny.
Regina pulled out, flipped the teen around like she was a rag doll, and before Firdosa even had time to process what was happening, Regina had pulled the teen's thong down and off, and slid her cock easily into the very wet... leaking actually... pussy.
"Nooooooo," Firdosa screamed, trying to push herself away, but the coach's hands, now grasping her hips, were still too strong.
Regina shoved the teen's very wet thong into her mouth and said, "You should be quieter, or all your teammates will know that right now you're behaving like a lesbian cunt-licking, strap-on-cock-taking slut."
Firdosa was mortified. As the coach began slowly fucking her pussy, which, with the egg still inside, was quickly making a second orgasm rise inside her and churning her into a mental mess incapable of thinking straight, or attempting to fight back. She also tasted herself in her panties, and she was surprised by how sweet and tart she tasted.
"Just take it, Firdosa," Regina said, as she slowly fucked her, realizing that in her haste to take her virginity, she hadn't removed the egg . "We both know you love this, and how much you need it."
For some reason, Firdosa didn't spit her thong out of her mouth, but she did shake her head no, even as she was undeniably enjoying the pleasure of the cock inside her.
"Oh yes, you're such a dirty Muslim slut," Regina said, loving the rush of taking a girl's virginity, and knowing this teen would be her slut for the rest of her life.
"Ooooooooh," Firdosa frustratedly and uncontrollably moaned, as pleasure once again began swarming inside her.
"Just let Mommy make you feel good," Regina encouraged her, knowing for certain she'd completely broken and turned the teen. "Let the pleasure consume you."
"Oooooooooooh," Firdosa moaned, her desire to come again rising quickly. She spit her thong out and pleaded desperately, "Please... harder... fuck me harder!"
"You sure, slut?" Regina smiled, always loving the moment of total acceptance.
"Yes, it feels so good," Firdosa said, the humiliation of losing her virginity to a woman now tempered by the intense pleasure the woman was giving her.
"Because you're a slut," Regina said.
"Yes, I'm a slut," Firdosa admitted, anything to get fucked harder.
"My slut?" Regina asked.
"Yes, Coach. I'm your Muslim, cunt-licking, strap-on taking, fucking whore," Firdosa declared, oddly turned on by degrading herself and accepting this truth.
"Good girl," Regina said, beginning to fuck the teen harder, loving the rush of taking a girl's virginity.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck my nasty cunt," Firdosa moaned, beginning to bounce back to take more of the dick into her fevered pussy.
"I'm going to fuck Khadra too," Regina said.
"She won't let you," Firdosa moaned.
"Oh, she'll break all right, although likely not as quickly as you did," Regina said, really drilling the teen's pussy.
"Oh, fuck yes," Firdosa moaned, so close.
"Want to come again, slut?"
"Yes, yes, yes," Firdosa moaned, now frantically bouncing back on the big cock.
"Come then, slut," Regina permitted, and watched as seconds later, the teen did just that.
"Fuuuuuuuck!" Firdosa screamed into a pillow not to alert her teammates to her sexual debauchery, although it was probably too little, too late.
Regina kept fucking her as she trembled with euphoria, until she pulled out, removed the strap-on, flipped the thoroughly weakened teen over... while she was still coming... and slid herself between the teen's legs and into a tribbing position.
Firdosa had no idea what was going on, until she felt Coach's cunt touching hers. She simply watched as Coach humped her pussy... which felt weird.
"Grind with me, slut," Regina ordered, loving when she came so hard her cunt cum exploded inside another woman's cunt.
"So tired," she moaned, although the rubbing felt pretty good.
"Do it, slut," Regina ordered.
"Okay," Firdosa obeyed weakly, moving her hips listlessly, while Coach humped her.
"Grab my leg for support," Regina instructed as she did the same.
"Okay," the girl mindlessly agreed, no longer even sure what was happening, but still enjoying the tail end of her second orgasm, while new pleasure began growing inside her.
"I'm going to come in your cunt, my sexy slut," Regina said, after a couple minutes of tribbing.
"Huh? How's that even possible?" Firdosa asked, still feeling so weak.
"You'll see," Regina said, as she really rubbed her pussy on the teen's... since she too was close.
"Ohhhhh," Firdosa moaned, now showing more interest, the rubbing beginning to stimulate her.
"Get ready for it," Regina warned just before she erupted, her cunt cum splashing into the teen's pussy and soaking their respective pubic hair.
"Ooooooohhhhh," Firdosa moaned loudly, as she felt the gush of wetness flowing inside her instead of the other way around... it felt so weird!
Both girls collapsed back, as Firdosa felt cum leaking out of her pussy.
Regina laid still, savouring the aftermath of her conquest and orgasm.
A minute later Regina asked, "Do you want to be Khadra's pet, or Khadra to be yours?"
"What?"
"You heard me. Or would you rather I decide?"
"Khadra should be mine," Firdosa quickly responded, the idea kind of hot.
"Good girl," Regina said, having set up straight friends many times. "Now get out of here... unless you want me to fuck your asshole?"
"What? No!" Firdosa objected as she weakly sat up.
"Another time then," Regina smiled, knowing the ass fucking was inevitable.
"I should go," Firdosa said, struggling her way off the bed.
"Here let me take this out," Regina said, having forgotten about the egg. She pulled it out and shoved it into the teen's mouth. "Clean it up."
Firdosa tasted herself, which was weird, but not gross, before she spit it out into Coach's open hand.
"Sleep tight, slut," Regina ordered, as she slapped the teen's ass, already planning Khadra's submission. Soon... very, very soon.
....
As Firdosa collapsed into her bedroll, Khadra awakened, but just barely, and asked blearily, "Did you go somewhere?"
She only had the strength remaining to groan enigmatically in reply: "Yeah, but go back to sleep and ask me about it later, because you'll be going there too... probably tomorrow."
THE END
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Pillow Princess Club
Our new next door neighbours were a very good looking family who'd recently moved into our upscale gated community from Italy.
Angelo and Francesca Ricci were expanding their Italian restaurant and hotel chains to various locations in America. They had two kids: Lorenzo, who was primed to run their East Coast chain, and Bianca, who was spending the Holidays with her family in America before returning to Milan for a few months to complete her studies at a private school. Then next fall she'd be attending college in America.
They arrived during the winter, and Bianca and my daughter Catherine hit it off exceptionally well. This was a little surprising, considering that all my daughter's courses were advanced placement ones, while Bianca was a Twitter influencer (which I'd never heard of until my daughter explained it to me, and then I wondered how that could seriously be a thing).
They attended a New Year's Party together, which was the first time my daughter had been to a party outside of our home (she'd always attended her own birthday parties, of course), and they kept in contact online for the next few months before ironically, Bianca arrived for the summer at the same time Catherine headed off to her summer job at a camp for children with disabilities.
So as the summer arrived, I was alone... except for my baby daughter, born eight months previously...a surprise daughter when I was forty-five, eighteen years after my eldest daughter was born. My son was in London (England, not Ontario), spending a year abroad. My husband was in Washington, DC, working with the government on a major trade deal with Canada, or something like that.
So perhaps it was my loneliness that led me to all that happened.
....
It was early afternoon, and I was re-organizing my bedroom, when I glanced out my window, which had a good view of the neighbours' backyard and swimming pool. I was just looking outside to see if the clouds had left, since the forecast had predicted they'd do by early afternoon... and for once, the Weather Channel was correct. The sun had come out, and the day looked beautiful. I was about to turn away, when I glanced down to the neighbours' yard, and I gasped... Bianca was lying on a recliner near the fence, wearing just a bikini top, and there was a large black woman between her tanned legs.
I'd never witnessed a lesbian act in real life before, although I'd be lying if I claimed I hadn't had some lesbian fantasies during the past few months... enhanced by my husband's refusal to have sex with me once he learned I was pregnant, and then he'd been in DC for the eight months since I'd given birth. So I'd been an unwilling and resentful celibate for the past year and a fucking half, and still counting.
So like many neglected women, I went online.
Watching porn.
Reading erotica.
Sometimes it was gangbangs or orgies... the idea of being fucked by two men at a time, or a bunch of them in a row, was an exciting, if taboo, fantasy.
Sometimes I ogled anal... which I'd never seriously considered in real life... but in fantasy, it was hot... there was something about a woman being bent over in porn and drilled anally that I found a major turn-on.
Sometimes I went for mature sex... or better yet, MILFs with young studs, since the idea of being seduced by a young man with a big cock and lots of stamina was super stimulating. I fantasized about getting fucked by a young man who found me attractive, and who could also shoot multiple loads inside and onto me in rapid order (picturing a bukkake followed by a cum walk, so I could go somewhere else and take part in even more kinky fetishes, really made my pussy wet).
But more often than not, I read and watched lesbian porn... and also more often than not, it was younger girls seducing, and sometimes even dominating, older women.
In short, I'd become obsessed by various sexual scenarios, all of which got me off, so long as they centered around a woman I could pretend was myself.
I blamed Bianca Ricci for my preoccupation, since from the first time we met until she stopped by yesterday with some Italian wine she'd brought back for me, she was always so touchy-feely and complimentary (both of them sweet attentions my husband never gave me). Her soft hands touching me always sent warm sensations up and down my back that I found confusing, but vastly pleasurable.
So visions of Bianca seducing me gradually entered my fantasies... and my dreams. She also seemed a lot like Bree, the main character in my favourite erotica series, Lesbian MILF Seductress... both in looks and persona...
So (back to the present day), although I shouldn't have remained staring out my window and watching... I did.
In awe.
To make it even crazier, Bianca was on her phone for the entire time this large black woman was between her legs.
I felt so dirty to be watching this lesbian act like some voyeur... like some peeping Tom. I wasn't some teenage boy like George from Back to the Future, climbing the tree with binoculars to spy on some girl.
I was a mid-forties woman.
A married one.
With a sleeping baby in the next room.
Again, I should have turned away.
Yet instead, I stuck my left hand inside my shorts and panties, and slowly rubbed myself.
The black woman licked Bianca for a good ten more minutes, making me wonder how long she'd been there, before she stood up and simply walked away.
No words were spoken.
No gestures of thanks or farewell.
I was so close, and I kept staring at the half-naked Bianca, even though I couldn't see her pussy from this angle.
I was about to come, when my infant daughter Hannah woke up crying.
I sighed.
I Ignored the burning inferno inside me, and went to feed and change Hannah.
Almost an hour later, with Hannah now fed, changed and content, I brought her to my room so I could finish what I'd been doing (re-organizing the bedroom, not masturbating) before she'd woken up... and before the lesbian act I'd accidentally witnessed had distracted me.
I didn't mean to (okay, I did mean to), and I knew I shouldn't (but I did anyway), but my curiosity got the better of me, and I peeked outside and into the Ricci's backyard again.
And I was surprised again.
This time a thin, tanned brunette (I couldn't tell if she was a teenager or an adult) was between Bianca's legs, and Bianca had what looked like a glass of lemonade in her left hand.
This was crazy.
I watched as Bianca lifted the glass to her lips and leisurely sipped it. I couldn't explain why, since sipping lemonade is hardly a sensual act, yet on this occasion it seemed sensual to me. My long-neglected pussy burned, and I wanted to finish what Hanna had interrupted earlier (this time it was masturbating instead of re-organizing), but I couldn't do that with my daughter nearby on the floor playing with her toys... no matter that she wouldn't have a clue what I was doing... I just couldn't.
So reluctantly I turned away, picked up Hannah, and went downstairs. I needed to do some laundry anyway.
Two and a half hours later, Hannah was back in her crib sleeping, and I was back in my room peering out my window... disappointed to see that Bianca was no longer out there.
I couldn't believe how disappointed I was!
Nevertheless, with a little time on my hands, I got on my bed, iPad in one hand and my other hand between my legs, and I re-read the original Lesbian MILF Seductress story (called Neighbour). The story was about a teenage seductress seducing her best friend's Mom... which greatly turned me on... the only major difference between myself and Nadine (the woman in the story) was that in the story, the seductress had also seduced and turned into her lesbian pet Nadine's daughter... which I knew would never happen with Catherine, since she'd kept the same boyfriend since their freshman year of high school. They were even going to attend Harvard together in the fall.
Two orgasms later, I got out of my bed... feeling refreshed, but also a little embarrassed by how horny I'd gotten from watching a woman, or more precisely two women in a row, going down on my eighteen-year-old neighbour.
This time I didn't even glance out the window as I headed downstairs to make supper for myself.
.....
The next morning I woke up, feeling tired after not so great of a sleep. Little Hannah had gotten me up more often than usual. I got out of bed and glanced out the window. It was seven-thirty in the morning, so of course no one was there.
Every half hour I went back to my bedroom to look out the window. I don't know why. I mean I'd found Bianca's dalliances hot, but it wasn't like she'd be doing that every day.
At eleven, just after putting Hannah down for a nap, I looked out my bedroom window and saw that Bianca was once again tanning... this time with her sunglasses on... but also with yet another woman between her legs... this one wearing a coloured sundress. Maybe she did do this every day?!
My baby asleep, I stood by the window and watched. I still couldn't explain why, but there was something so erotic and taboo about watching a woman occupying herself between the legs of another woman. I'd read stories about it... I'd watched videos of it happening... I'd even fantasized about doing it, but nothing felt quite as raw and real as watching your young real life neighbour being pleasured orally by another woman.
To my surprise, as I slowly rubbed myself, the younger looking woman remained busy between Bianca's legs for more than twenty minutes... before I noticed Bianca's legs stiffening, and then her head stretching back slightly as she assumedly came.
My assumption was proven correct when a couple minutes later the girl, who was now revealed as a woman probably in her forties, stood up and walked away. Again there was no interaction or even any communication between the two, the woman simply finished her task, then immediately got up and left.
I hadn't come yet, having deliberately only done a slow burn while I enjoyed the unknowingly exhibitionistic act... wondering who the woman had been between Bianca's legs this time, and what had led to her to begin serving between those lovely, tanned legs.
As I admired this beautiful eighteen-year-old girl, still imagining myself being next in line to explore my lesbian side by servicing her, I began rubbing myself a little faster. I stared at her long legs; I admired her firm breasts held up so perfectly in her blue bikini top, and I longed to see her pussy close up while I was between her legs.
My orgasm was still rising when I was surprised again. Another woman entered her backyard. But unlike the previous three women, I knew this one. It was our mutual neighbour across the street, the wife of a congressman, a stuck-up bitch named Miranda Bellencourt.
I couldn't believe it!
Nor could I believe what I was seeing when the pretentious bitch, dressed in an elegant red dress, nylons and heels, approached Bianca, and seemingly without saying a word, she knelt between Bianca's legs, which were still parted to accommodate her prior supplicant.
My hand froze between my legs as I continued watching in fascinated shock. While a string of women paraded in and out of a backyard to service a hot eighteen-year-old was crazy and unbelievable, someone I knew being one of them was surreal, and it made this taboo collection of sex acts I was spying on even hotter.
Again, I slowed down my own self-pleasuring, wanting to fully enjoy this additional wicked lesbian act.
A few minutes into the licking, my phone rang. I knew it was my Mom, since I had a ring tone just for her. I needed to answer it, since if I didn't, she would worry... that was just the way she was.
I removed my hand from my fevered pussy, and went to grab my phone. "Hi, Mom," I greeted, returning to the window.
For the next fifteen minutes we chatted about inconsequentials, and the entire time I continued watching the lesbian activity through my window. As Miranda licked Bianca's pussy, Bianca flipped through her phone as if the uppity older woman wasn't even there. Bianca's offhandedness while being serviced by a woman who was completely at home in high society was fascinating. Again, how had this pairing originated? What had convinced Miranda to willingly walk across the street to service a teenager? It just didn't make sense... even though I wished I was the one crawling between those long, tanned legs... but I knew I'd never really do such a thing... fantasy is very different from reality... although right now I was watching some astonishing reality!
Hannah woke up, so I reluctantly needed to stop watching the lesbian act... although I really wanted to see Bianca come again. I said goodbye to my Mom, fetched Hannah, brought her to my room, and breastfed her while I resumed watching Miranda licking Bianca.
It lasted another few minutes before Bianca's legs again stiffened, and she came.
God, watching these lesbian acts was turning me on so much!
I watched as Miranda got up a minute later, spoke briefly with Bianca, then turned and walked away. As she did, she glanced upwards... and right into my window!
I quickly darted away, but not before I saw her smile... which made it pretty clear she'd spotted me.
Rattled, I went downstairs and made myself some lunch.
When the doorbell rang a minute later, I was terrified. I assumed it was Miranda. What would I say to her? I went to the door and peeked through the peephole, and saw it was only a delivery from Amazon.
I carried in the package, a sigh of relief coursing through me. Maybe she hadn't seen me after all.
I ate my lunch while watching the View, and once Hannah was back down for a nap, I went back up to my bedroom and looked outside. At first I was disappointed... Bianca wasn't sitting in her usual lawn chair.
But as I started to turn away, I saw she was sitting on the edge of the pool, in a position where if she looked up, she'd easily see me, and she had yet another woman between her legs... except this time the woman was in the pool... up to her shoulders... and oddly... she seemed to be fully dressed... with her hair in a ponytail.
I went to the very edge of the window and peeked out to watch. I certainly didn't want Bianca to figure I was some pervert watching her, even though I guess I was one.
Bianca braced her hands behind her and looked up... right toward my window. I urgently backed away.
Terrified of getting caught, I returned downstairs to my living room. Horny and desperately needing to get fucked, I tried something I'd read about in an erotic story. I grabbed a cucumber and used it to fuck myself to a few orgasms.
The wet, limp cucumber no longer useful for its original purpose, I tossed it out.
A couple hours later, I took Hannah for a walk in her baby stroller like I usually did around 3:30, although I hadn't done so yesterday.
I was returning to the house around thirty minutes later, when I saw Miranda walking towards her car. I tried to pretend I didn't see her, but she called out, "Meredith, got a second?"
"Yeah, sure," I replied, sighing to myself as she came towards me.
As she reached me, she looked down at Hannah and said, "She's so cute."
"Thanks," I said, not used to receiving compliments from this woman.
"I can't imagine starting a new family at your age," she said, countering her compliment with a criticism.
"Yeah," I laughed, "Sometimes I can't imagine it either."
"Well, you got a good one," she complimented me again.
"Thanks," I said. "She keeps me pretty busy."
"I bet she does,"
"Yeah," I said, feeling a little awkward about this chitchat, still worried that she'd seen me watching her. It was only then that I realized I shouldn't be nervous. I wasn't the one who'd been licking a teenage girl's pussy!
"It must be lonely with Jack being away so much," she said.
"Oh, it's not much different when he's around." I joked, although sadly, there was plenty of truth to that statement.
"Yeah, I get it," she nodded.
Hannah started to make noises, which I used as an opportunity to say, "I'd better get Hannah inside."
"Good idea. But one more thing... if you ever want to talk about what you saw, just let me know," she said.
"What I saw?" I asked, trying to act innocent, as if I had no idea what she was talking about.
"I know you saw me eating Bianca's sweet pussy," she said bluntly, and with no sign of shame.
"Oh, that. Well, what you do for fun is your own business, not mine."
"Except you seemed to be making it your business."
"Not really, I just looked out the window at the wrong time."
"Oh, are you saying you didn't watch us for very long?" she asked. "I could have sworn you watched for quite a while, wishing you could be me. Which, actually, isn't an impossibility."
"I've got to go," I said, pushing the baby stroller towards my house.
"Whenever you get hungry for a snack, just let me know," she called after me.
I kept walking, my face flushed, and then I cursed myself, since all my kneejerk defensive responses likely had made her think she was right, and that I was obviously guilty as charged.
That night I called Jack, just to have a normal adult conversation.
I also pledged to myself no more looking out the window.
.....
The next morning, I was up early and looked out the window just to see what the weather was like, since it was six-thirty in the morning, and there was no way Bianca would be out there yet. But I found another major surprise.
Lorenzo Ricci was sitting by the fence in the same lawn chair Bianca usually sat in... and apparently maintaining a family tradition, he had a chubby woman sucking his cock... wearing a robe... and possibly nothing else.
She pulled back at one point, and I got a great glimpse of his cock... it was huge!
As she pushed her hair back, I also realized who she was: Debbie Conners. She lived on the other side of Bianca's house. She was in real estate, and she'd brokered the sale of pretty much every house in this gated community. And of course she was married. Her husband was in the music industry in some capacity. He'd met Taylor Swift, Aerosmith, Keith Urban and many other music celebrities.
She resumed sucking his cock... really bobbing.
He wasn't close enough for me to be able to assess his size accurately, but it seemed to be around double the size of my husband's.
My mouth watered, and my pussy burned.
God, I'd love to play with a cock that big. I hadn't been fucked by a sizeable cock since college, and none of those had been nearly this big.
I know it was wrong, but I dashed into my husband's office and filched his binoculars. I returned, and as the sun rose, I saw Lorenzo was now standing up with his hands on Debbie's hips, and she was bent over the chair with Lorenzo fucking her from behind. She'd now discarded the robe, and sure enough, that's all she'd been wearing.
I silently opened my window, wanting to listen in on them, hoping that would work from this distance.
"Oh fuck, fuck me harder," Debbie moaned, and he was fucking her so hard that all the way from my window, I could hear the slaps of their bodies crashing together.
"Do you like it hard, slut?" Lorenzo asked, reaching his left hand out to her ponytail and yanking on it.
"You know I love it hard when it's your big fucking dick," Debbie responded with a lust you wouldn't even find believable in most porn films. Although I'd heard Debbie swear before, especially when we played bridge, this was a different level of filthy language... making my pussy burn, as I brought my left hand to it, while I raised the binoculars to my eyes with my right hand.



"You're such a slutty married woman," he said as he pounded her roughly from behind... just the way I wished I could be fucked: hard and deep.
"For you I am," she moaned, clearly lost in euphoria from his hard backshots (a term I'd learned from reading erotica).
"Yeah, sneaking out for some young dick while your kids are still asleep after your husband left for work is pretty fucking slutty," he said.
"Oh hell, I'm guilty as charged, if that makes you happy! Now just give me that big dick," Debbie moaned.
"That's a good start. Now beg some more, bitch." He pulled out completely, and I finally got a great look at his cock. His huge fucking cock! Yes please!
Long...at least eight inches.
Fat... pussy-spreading thick.
Perfect.
"Please... slam that big hard cock into my cunt," Debbie begged wickedly, her tone dripping with desperation and lust. "I'll be your married whore whenever you want me."
"I'll hold you do that," he said, or something similar, since it wasn't as loud as their prior declarations.
"Now shoot your jizz inside my married cunt," Debbie moaned loudly, using the word cunt again... and jizz... terms that are so taboo.
"Shit," I moaned to myself, listening to her desperately pleading words as I rubbed myself faster.
"Get ready, slut," he growled as he pounded her hard.
"Yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me, oh, you mother fucker," she screamed as he grunted, and I witnessed a rare real life situation, where both the man and woman came simultaneously... unlike my married life, where Jack came when he was ready, and then I ended up finishing in the bathroom...if at all. For the record, it hadn't always been like that.
He kept fucking her hard for another minute while her arms trembled on the chair and her body was literally quaking, before he finally slowed down and then pulled out.
Without another word being said, letting me know this wasn't the first time he'd fucked her, she spun around, dropped to her knees on the pool's apron, and took his cock into her mouth... which made me moan... since I'd always enjoyed tasting myself on a cock... cream pie or not.
A minute later he backed away. So I hurriedly backed away from my window as well... collapsing onto the bed and thus out of sight, spreading my legs, and frantically rubbing myself to a much-needed orgasm.
Still in recovery mode, I reached for my iPad. I searched for online sex toys, having just decided I needed a new vibrator asap, my last one having died before Hannah was born, and I hadn't felt the motivation to buy myself another one. But after all my recent visual stimulation, now I needed dick... urgently. And if I couldn't get any real dick... I'd get myself something else to do what Jack no longer did... to fuck me.
I ended up spending more than I'd planned on. I purchased a new rabbit vibe like the one I used to have, except this one was better... with nine speeds and vibration patterns, triple my last one. I also bought a suction cup dildo that could be used in the bathroom, and for reasons I didn't even know, since I couldn't fathom when I'd feel the need to actually insert such a monster inside myself (although they were half price, since I'd already ordered the $75 minimum). I also ordered two vibrating eggs.
Then when I went to check out, I encountered a few more great discounts. So following a whim of extreme horniness, I also bought three anal plugs (since other than with my finger in college, I'd never explored anal sex... but recently the plethora of erotica I'd been reading had triggered my curiosity), a small vibrating anal toy, some specialized anal lube, and a ten-inch basic vibrator (I was going to learn whether size mattered).
I paid for one-day shipping... an extra twelve dollars, but I didn't mind. I wanted these toys yesterday, but I sure couldn't stroll into an adult toy store with a baby.
I clicked on Pay, and confirmed my order just a couple minutes before Hannah woke up. Perfect timing!
I got up, looked out the window, and the Ricci backyard was empty. I stretched, and went to feed Hannah.
The rest of the morning flew by... Hannah was playful... my best friend Jane called, and we chatted for an hour... and I watched the first episode of a show she insisted I just had to watch, called Only Murders in the Building. It was quite amusing and intriguing, and I knew it would be my next binge watch... since it was on its second season... I always liked almost everything Steve Martin did, and Selena Gomez was suddenly very cute... or perhaps she always was.
I put Hannah down for her nap and went upstairs, wondering if eleven o'clock was another showtime for Bianca.
This time I wasn't surprised to see Bianca sitting on the same lounge chair. However I was surprised to see she was alone.
I admired her long legs for a minute before I saw someone walking towards her.
My window still open, I heard Bianca say tersely, "You're late."
I didn't hear the response, but Bianca waved her hand and said something like, "Whatever. Just get to it," in an annoyed, inconvenienced tone.
I watched as she raised her ass, and the woman I didn't recognize, although she was old enough to be my mother, at least in her sixties, tugged at the strings, pulled the bikini bottoms off and placed them on the side table, before she lowered her head between Bianca's legs.
I watched another lesbian act.
Again, I wondered why a woman this old would be coming over and crawling between a teenager's legs.
Again, I wished it was me.
Bianca lay back on the lounge chair, her sunglasses on, and she seemed to be napping.
The older woman remained between her legs for over twenty minutes, before Bianca's legs stiffened, which was her orgasm tell.
A couple minutes later the older woman stood up and walked away. When I saw her face, I gasped. I did know her! She was the pastor's wife at the church we occasionally attended, but just on special occasions. I'd been with her a few weeks ago while we chatted about Hannah's upcoming baptism. It was scheduled for a few weeks away, and there was no doubt this was Dorothy Durant.
I shook my head. I just kept encountering more astounding surprises!
Yet, besides my bewilderment from seeing all these women, a fair percentage of whom I knew, all of those ones married. All in all there was quite a large number, if you counted all the ones I did or didn't know, willingly crawling between an eighteen-year-old's perfectly tanned legs. And why they were doing it was the ultimate mystery. Plus, how was Bianca managing to orchestrate all this activity? All these women just showed up, apparently scheduled beforehand, performed their sex work, and then left in time for the next one to arrive seamlessly.
It wasn't as if they were just strolling through the neighbourhood and happened to think, Hey, I'll bet there's a ripe young pussy behind that fence that I can snack on! But that said, while I'd been perving on Bianca all this time, that's exactly what I'd been thinking.
I went downstairs to grab a glass of lemonade, and then returned to my 'entertainment window', where Bianca had another eager visitor, and yet another shock for me.
The woman was already between her legs. Yet I recognized her instantly by her uniform. It was Edna... the community's mail delivery woman.
Edna was a very pretty, albeit chubby woman in her thirties, and a complete sweetheart. Like everyone else between Bianca's legs that I recognised... she was married. And also just like everyone else, her being included in this lineup completely shocked me... particularly because this was the first woman I'd seen between Bianca's legs I used to have a crush on... since there was just something in her persona that drew me in... always smiling... always sweet... and just so cute... plus a nice big butt and huge tits.
As I watched in voyeuristic awe, my doorbell rang. I sighed, but went and answered it. Then I was thrilled that I had, since it was my toy delivery. (As advertised, it was in a plain brown wrapper... Yay!) I signed for the package, hurried back upstairs, and opened it while I kept looking out the window, hoping to catch some more lesbian action... which was silly, since while I was unloading my toys, I wasn't at an angle where I could see anything. And except for some pop music playing from a Bluetooth speaker next door, I couldn't hear anything either.
I unpacked the toys, quickly put batteries into the rabbit vibrator, tugged my panties down and off, set the vibrator to Speed Five, Pattern three (randomly, since I was unfamiliar with this toy), and applied it to my wet pussy.
Edna was moving her head up and down and with more animated aggression than the previous women had done, as I watched Bianca tug at the strings on her bikini top and toss it aside.
Now completely naked, Bianca looked like the most beautiful (and wanton) woman in the world. Her breasts were perfectly perky, and her nipples looked hard, as I reached for the binoculars to confirm my assessments.
Binoculars in one hand, I stuck the vibrator between my legs with the other, held my legs together, and just let the pulsing sensations tease me, while I drooled over this teenager's amazingly perfect body.
I'd suddenly, well perhaps not so suddenly, fallen into completely lustful infatuation.
Bianca squeezed her breasts, leaned back slightly in her chair, and rested her feet on Edna's shoulders.
Edna seemed to really be going to town on Bianca's pussy, her head now rotating (like a planet going around the sun, not like a spinning top, silly) in a smooth, circular motion.
For the first time I saw Bianca give a more aggressive response to being serviced, then her legs tightened while she came, while pressing her right hand against Edna's head and pushing it deeper between her legs.
God, did I want to be Edna right now! I wanted to be the woman between Bianca's legs! I wanted to be the one tasting this teenager's forbidden fruit! I wanted to be used by Bianca just like Edna was being used!
I tossed the binoculars onto my bed, opened my legs, grabbed the vibrator, and slid it inside my desperately horny pussy.
"Oh fuck," I moaned a little louder than I'd wanted to, then darted away from the window in case anyone heard me.
A moment later, unable to resist watching their hot act, I leaned close to the window while also fucking myself rather frantically, badly needing to come.
Bianca had her ass up in the air as Edna kept licking her, before the beautiful girl collapsed back onto the chair... her body quaking in excessive ways I hadn't noticed during her other orgasms. I guessed Edna was exceptionally good at this!
A minute later, Edna got up, grabbed her mailbag, and spoke briefly with Bianca... although I couldn't hear a word they said... although it seemed Bianca was doing the majority of the talking and Edna was mainly nodding her agreement... except for a shock briefly crossing her face. She eventually nodded, seeming to agree to do something she really didn't want to do.
Bianca tossed her a pair of pink panties, odd that she even had a pair with her, since I could see both her bikini top and bottoms next to her.
Edna started walking away, and looked right up at my window as I furiously fucked myself... close to orgasm.
And then we made eye contact!.
I hurriedly slipped out of sight, but the damage was done.
I collapsed onto my bed, my need still to orgasm overriding my humiliation from getting caught, and I fucked myself hard, like I wished my husband would do to me at least once in a while.
I rolled over onto my stomach so I could muffle my moans into the pillow, and not let Bianca know what I was doing... in case she too would learn about my voyeurism.
I was fucking myself good... when the doorbell rang.
"Fuck," I cursed, a little too loud, as I rolled off of the bed, shut off the buzzing toy, and walked (mostly staggered) downstairs to the front door.
I peeked through the peephole, and I saw Edna standing on my doorstep!
"Fuck," I whispered to myself. There was no question about my being home, so there was no reasonable way I could avoid her! So I took a deep breath and convinced myself that she was the one who'd been sinning the most... which was the truth.
I opened the door and greeted her, noticing a shine on her face... undoubtedly Bianca's pussy cum. "Hi, Edna."
"Hi, Meredith," she said sheepishly, avoiding eye contact.
"Hi," I repeated, wondering why she was here. She'd only previously knocked on my door when she had a delivery for me... although we often chatted outside, since I often went out to walk Hannah, and so forth.
"I'm supposed to give you these," she said, blushing fiercely while she held out the pink panties.
"Oh?" I asked, surprised.
"Please take them; they're a gift from Bianca," she said, looking at me for the first time, and with utter shame in her eyes.
I accepted them, set them aside, and asked, "Are you okay?"
"I know you were watching me, and so does Bianca," she blurted out.
"I'm sorry, I just couldn't look away," I admitted; my worry that Bianca knew now confirmed.
"She wants you," Edna said.
"Wants me?" I asked. This wasn't what I was expecting.
"Yes," she answered.
"How did you end up...." I started to ask, but stopped.
"The same way as all the others," she said, which didn't help me at all.
"Oh," I repeated.
"I also know you've watched at least some of the others," Edna said. "Bianca said you've been checking her out constantly for a few days."
"Oh, God," I said, my cheeks burning red, I'm guessing as red as Edna's were... and to make matters worse, I could feel some wetness leaking out of my well-manipulated pussy, that was still urging me back to finish what I'd started.
"Did you get off just now while you were watching me pleasure Bianca?" Edna asked bluntly.
I coughed.
"You're flustered," Edna said, growing a little more confident, and she was now looking me in the eye.
"Um... I..." I said, not answering the question, but I'm sure my body language was a real giveaway.
"Actually, I hope you didn't come yet," she said, "because I'm supposed to offer to finish you off."
"What?!" I asked, not believing my ears!
"May I please come inside?" she asked, looking furtively around at the street behind her.
"Um, sure," I said. She walked in, and I closed the door.
She reached her hand under my dress and felt my pussy... my bare pussy, because of what I'd been doing. "You're very wet," she appraised.
"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered, even though it was obvious.
"Unless you strongly object, I'm going to help you finish what you started, just like I was told to do," she said as she slid a finger into my pussy, leaned forward, and kissed me.
With her soft lips meeting mine, and her finger inside me, I offered no resistance, and I kissed her back. This kiss was so different from kissing my husband... or any other man for that matter. It was soft and gentle... romantic... intimate... all the things I'd never felt while kissing a man.
She broke the kiss and said, as she pushed me against the door, "I need your consent before I can make you cum. Are you up for this?"
"Umm... yes?"
"I'm glad. Now let me taste you."
"Oh, God," I moaned, as I watched her drop before me, stick her head under my skirt, and then I felt her tongue on my pussy. I repeated my profound statement: "Oh, God."
"You taste amazing," Edna said, as she probed my pussy with her tongue.
"Please don't stop," I moaned, with my orgasm... that had been stopped in its tracks not long ago... suddenly escalating like a tidal wave.
"No worries, I won't stop until you come on my face," my mailwoman promised, licking my pussy recklessly... by which I mean she was extremely busy within my pussy region, probing my hole and flicking my clit and seeming to stimulate me everywhere at once.
Sadly, as if I were a teenage boy, I didn't last much longer than a minute before I replicated what Bianca had done by grabbing the back of her head and shoving it directly against my pussy.
She then sucked my clit between her lips, and that was all it took.
I let loose with a primal scream as my back arched against the wall, and I flooded her pretty face with my cum.
She hungrily lapped up my voluminous wetness as it gushed out of me, and into and onto her.
"Jesus," I said weakly as my orgasm cascaded through me, bringing intense pleasure throughout my very existence.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as I let go of her head and she kept licking.
"I haven't come that hard since college," I said. Then not sure if that was truthful enough, I added, "Or maybe never."
"Glad to be of service," she smiled, and she stood up and kissed me, and I tasted my own wetness on her lips.
I again kissed her back... still feeling complete rapture.
She broke the kiss a minute later and asked, "Do you have a laptop or a computer?"
"Sure," I said, feeling a little post-orgasmic wetness leaking out of me.
"If it's portable, please go and get it," she said.
"Okay," I nodded, mindlessly obeying her. I went upstairs to my bedroom, grabbed my iPad, and hurried back to her... feeling giddy, just like I had when I was a teenager.
"Enter your password for me?" she asked.
"Sure," I said, and did it.
I handed it back to her, and she opened the internet, typed something in, and said, "Here."
She handed it back to me.
"What's this?" I asked.
"It's an application so you can start servicing Bianca and some other girls and women," she said.
"An application?" I asked, repeating her words in shock... as I processed the other new piece of information... I'd be having sex with other women too?
"Yes, you just need to fill in the answers to some questions, and then Bianca will reply with the date and time of your first appointment," she explained.
"You're not serious?"
"Yes I am, actually. Quite a few women in the community are already taking part in this," she said. After she kissed me one more time she added, "As are quite a few recent high school graduates and college girls."
"How many of them in all?" I asked, struggling to process this new and bewildering information.
"Nope, you're getting ahead of yourself. But no worries, you'll learn everything in time," she said.
"I don't know," I said.
"Trust me," she said. "You really need to do this."
"I do?"
"Yes," she said, kissing me again. "For one thing, Bianca made it clear to me that until you're signed up, I'm not allowed to service her again."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah, she really wants you between her legs," she said.
"Oh," I said, still in a daze.
"And she assumes that at least for now, you're straight."
"Well, I was until a few minutes ago," I said, looking at her intently. Then feeling brave, I added, "I think I owe you one."
"If you mean that literally, I need to tell you that you're not allowed to service anyone until after you've serviced Bianca for the first time," Edna said. "But I'd love to take you up on your offer of 'owing me one' right after you've done her."
"Oh," I repeated, both the new information and her offer creating even more confusion and intrigue.
"When it's allowed, I'd particularly love to 69 with you," she said, picking up my phone again.
"42678," I said, giving her my password.
She typed in the code, then entered her name and phone number. "Text me when you're ready to play together."
"Okay, I will," I agreed.
"I need to get back to my route now."
"Right, I suppose you do," I said, sad this surreal conversation was over.
"Fill it out ASAP," she said, kissing me again. "It will change your life. And likely mine too."
"I will," I promised, kissing her again... not wanting to let this life-changing opportunity expire.



"You'd better," she said, and then she winked at me and left.
I went upstairs and peeked outside to see that the Riccis' backyard was empty. I closed the window securely, then I sat on my bed and examined the website.
The website was called Pillow Princesses.
I didn't even know what that meant.
A definition followed: A pillow princess is a girl (usually young) who enjoys receiving sexual stimulation more than she likes giving it.
Well, that description seemed to fit Bianca very well.
If you are exploring this page, you should be:
-older (likely married)
-mostly straight (bonus if you are)
-a MILF (another bonus if you are)
-submissive
-eager to please
-available at all times (day and night)
That's all. Your age, looks, and weight don't matter, so long as you are willing to please a girl or a young woman, and to satisfy her every whim.
Plus, if you're accepted, you'll belong to a Club that also includes frisky women who are not Pillow Princess... they're just exceedingly friendly and open minded.
And in case you're concerned, no money will be exchanged between members at any time.
Now be a good MILF (or not if applicable, still be good), fill out the online application, and we will reply with the details of your first assignment.
Curious about the application and still completely in the afterglow of my pleasure with Edna, I clicked on the link.
Without considering any consequences, only caring about my suddenly fully awakened libido, I completed the form.
Name: Meredith Hamilton
Age: 44
Kids: 3
Married: Yes
Straight/Bi/Lesbian: Straight, but VERY, VERY bicurious.
(That last was a tough question, since I wasn't technically any of those three categories anymore.)
Submissive, dominant or switch: Submissive
After googling switch, I chose the obvious answer, since I've always loved pleasing people... not only sexually, but also just in daily life.
Hair colour: Blonde
Eye colour: Blue
Height: 5 foot 4
Weight: 145 pounds
Breast Size: 34 C
It then required my phone number and address.
I pondered the safety of divulging these details for a couple minutes, before I entered the very private information.
Then I stared at the Send button.
My name... my phone number... my address... they were all personal information that could easily out me.
Yet Edna seemed comfortable... enthusiastic even... about her participation.
I wanted to play with Edna some more.
I also really, really wanted a chance to get between Bianca's legs... and hopefully numerous times.
So throwing caution to the winds... which normally I never did... I pressed Send.
A moment later, the page displayed a simple message: Thank you for your application. We will be in contact soon.
I was just beginning to get anxious... worry coursing through me... when Hannah woke up.
I went and took care of her, pushing the worry out of my mind, since there was nothing I could do about it for now.
Thirty minutes later, I went upstairs to see if Bianca was back at her station. She wasn't. I sighed.
I went back downstairs and started supper.
A few minutes later, while I was watching television, my phone buzzed.
I stared at it in confusion, having briefly forgotten I'd given them my phone number. Welcome to the Pillow Princess Service Club. Click on this link to install the app on your phone. Your username is MILFMER and your password is PUSSYPLEASER.
I clicked on the link and downloaded the app, where the icon was a pink pillow on a black backdrop.
I entered my username (flattered by their inclusion of the term MILF) and password (which I hoped to be living up to very soon), and the app opened.
I found another message: This app must remain active at all times. You must respond within five minutes of receiving any message addressed to you personally. Three missed responses, and you may be banned for a limited amount of time. Five missed responses, and you may be banned for life. Being a member of the Pillow Princess Service Club is a valuable privilege.
I perused the screen. There were boxes for incoming and outgoing messages, as well as a location finder. If I understood this feature properly, anyone using this app could know exactly where I was at any time.
A message popped up. It was from Mailmuncher: So very happy you joined. Welcome to the Club!
I responded: Thank you very much. Although I'm not sure what I got myself into.
Mailmuncher: It's an amazing female secret society, and a lot of fun.
I replied: I still can't believe all this.
Mailmuncher: Believe it. There are many members you already know, and a few younger pillow princesses as well. All the princesses are sexy as hell.
I texted back: Crazy.
Mailmuncher: Well, back to work. See you soon.
I replied: Can't wait.
I didn't even have time to put my phone down, before I received two new messages. One was from the username SQUIRTSALOT: I can't wait until I'm back in town, Mrs. Hamilton. I'm going to sit on your face and squirt all over you.
I had no idea who this person was, except she was probably a young pillow princess who wasn't Bianca. Nevertheless, even though I couldn't believe my own response, I replied: All over me? I can't wait.
As I waited for a possible response, I wondered who she was... obviously she knew who I was.
I checked the other unread message, and this one was strangely exciting, and when I read it, my pussy began tingling with anticipation and excitement. It was from VOTE4BITCH: I knew you would join. I'll be fucking you with one of my strap-ons very soon!!!
It took me less than a minute before I concluded based on the username that it was Miranda. I responded brazenly, oozing with confidence I hadn't had access to since before I'd given birth: I haven't been fucked in a year and a half, so I'll willingly bend over and take yours, so long as it is a BIG mother fucking dick.
VOTE4BITCH: Oh, I'll fuck you so good and hard, you won't walk straight for a week.
Another message.
ITALIANGODDESS: I sent someone over to watch Hannah. When she arrives, I expect you in my backyard immediately. Is that clear?
My eyes went wide. This couldn't be anyone but Bianca!
The time had come... or perhaps more accurately, cum.
I didn't hesitate before replying: This has GOT to be my hot neighbour B. I'll be there as soon as I can!
ITALIANGODDESS: Good pet.
A chill went down my spine and directly to my pussy. Feeling totally giddy, I rushed to my room and snatched up the vibrating eggs, praying they were pre-charged... I peeked out the window and saw Bianca lying on her stomach... completely naked... getting more tan. I admired her for a few seconds, but I couldn't leave Hannah alone for too long, so I returned to the living room with the eggs.
I examined them... tested them... thankfully, they were charged... and again throwing caution to the wind... I slid both of them (easily) into my wet pussy. Using the remote control, I turned them onto low, and I moaned.
I walked around a little to get used to them inside my pussy... getting a rush both from the buzzing, and from the way they were floating around inside me.
Then... the doorbell rang.
Another rush of adrenaline.
Then... a completely anxious moment.
Exactly who was at the door?
Whoever she was, she'd know why she was here, where I was going, and what I'd be doing there.
Whoever she was, there was no going back now. I checked on Hannah, who was playing contentedly, and went to the door.
I didn't even check the peephole before opening the door. She'd be whoever she was.
My eyes went wide, as I spied Barbara Bellusio, my daughter's best friend, who was standing in front of me with a huge grin on her face.
"Hi, Mrs. Hamilton," the cute nerdy girl in glasses said gleefully. She was wearing a white blouse, plaid skirt and knee high socks.
"H-h-hi, Barbara," I stammered.
"Apparently I'm here to babysit for you," she said.
"Yes, yes, please come in," I said, totally rattled by her walking into my house... even though she'd done it hundreds of times already
She walked in and said immediately, "You should get going, Bianca isn't very patient."
"Are you in the Club?" I asked, following behind her and moaning a little as the eggs inside me were jostled.
"I am," she nodded. "I'm a switch."
"Oh," I said.
"I both give and receive," she explained.
"I just learned that term today," I admitted with a smile.
"Well," she said, walking up to me with a confidence I'd never seen in her except in academia. This different Barbara was sexy and hot, making me see her in a fresh light, "if only you'd joined sooner, we could have had a lot more fun during all those sleepovers."
"Oh my," I gasped, another rush of adrenaline coursing through my overworked mind and body.
"But get out of here. We can discuss my payment for the babysitting once you get back," she said, reaching her hand under my dress and giving me a Trump. (In other words, she grabbed my pussy.) "You're very wet."
"It may be the vibrating eggs," I said. "Or Edna eating me out earlier."
"That's a decent start, but your initiation is just getting started," she said, slapping my pussy and making me moan. "Now go."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, but then covered my mouth... that was a term I found intriguing and erotic in the lesbian stories I often read.
"Mmmmmm," she purred. We don't often use that term in the Club, but if it works for you, it certainly does for me." She then spun me around and slapped my ass. "Now get going."
"Yes, Mistress," I repeated, this time on purpose. I slipped into some three-inch heels (not practical for going next door) and hurried out the door.
"Have fun," she called out, as the door closed behind me.
I slinked next door, looking around to see if anyone was watching me doing my pre-walk-of-shame.
No one was around.
I went into her backyard, closed the gate, and walked over to her.
"Have you enjoyed the shows I've been performing for you, Meredith?" Bianca asked as she rolled onto her back so I could admire her in all her naked beauty.
"Yes, I really have been," I admitted, seeing no point in playing coy.
"I thought you were," she said, as I reached her.
"It's been a few days with many big surprises," I said, admiring her bod... hoping she'd spread her tanned legs for me.
"And now that you're in the Club, there'll be many... and better... ones to come," she smiled, and then she seemed to read my mind, and she parted her legs.
I stared at her completely shaved pussy... which I hadn't done in years... okay, more accurately, decades.
"Have you eaten any pussy before?" she asked.
"No," I replied, my mouth watering, my pussy tingling, eager with anticipation.
"Then let's reverse that answer," she said, and she leaned back on her lounge chair while I crawled between her legs.
"Yes please," I replied awkwardly.
"I've been imagining this moment ever since I first met you," she said.
"I've been imagining this ever since a few days ago, when I looked out my bedroom window to check the weather, saw someone eating you, and wished you'd remove your bikini top." My face was now only a few inches away from her pussy.
"This time I've done that for you. Now go ahead, my pet," she invited me softly. "Lick my pussy."
"Yes indeed," I said, as I extended my tongue and licked.
"Nice and slow," she said. "I want to enjoy this for a while."
"Okay," I agreed, praying I wouldn't suck at doing this. Watching lesbian videos, reading how to articles, and having been eaten out (once) myself, doesn't completely prepare someone for a moment like this one.
I traced her pussy lips with my tongue... slowly.
I kissed her pussy lips.
I gently licked her clit.
I probed her hole.
I licked every inch of her pussy.
Allowed her scent to envelope me.
Enjoyed her subtle taste dancing on my tongue.
The sex act was as amazing and stimulating as I'd imagined it would be.
"That's it, worship my pussy," she moaned after three or four minutes.
"It tastes so good," I said, since I'd always liked hearing that the few times anyone had given me that compliment.
"I know," she said, not in an egotistical way... just an honest way. I was certain that a pussy like hers received frequent compliments.
"Yes, it's so good," I repeated, as I focused on savouring every moment of my first pussy licking. I allowed her scent to swarm around me... allowed her taste to consume my hunger... I was stimulated by every soft moan Bianca presented me with.
A couple minutes later, while I created more wetness in her pussy and randomly explored every crevice of it, she moaned, encouraging me in the loveliest possible way, "You're a natural, Mrs. Hamilton."
"Thank you," I said, happy she enjoyed what I was doing.
Time went by... my pussy burning with the eggs still vibrating ever so gently inside it... my head spinning with the task I was performing... my body burning with the thrill of my first lesbian encounter, and my tongue working like an explorer.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned. "A little faster now."
"Okay," I said, trying out a neat trick I read somewhere in some story, where your tongue inscribes the alphabet, starting with A.
I went through the alphabet, and then wrote one to thirty, earning me increasing moans from Bianca.
"Oh yes, eat my pussy, you eager little MILF slut," she moaned.
I'd always hated the word slut, yet Bianca calling me one turned me on... I wanted to be her slut... or her pet... or whatever she wanted to call me. I also wanted to get her off and taste the sweet nectar of her cum.
I continued doing the number trick... but faster now... reaching seventy, and then she moaned loudly, "Suck my clit, my pet!"
I obeyed... bringing my lips to her clit, then licking and tugging on it.
"Oh yes, don't stop," she moaned.
I didn't stop... I attacked her clit eagerly.
"Do you want to taste my cum?" she asked.
"Yes please," I responded lustfully... even desperately.
"Then keep licking just like that," she said.
I did, as her moans got louder and louder, and then I felt her hand on the back of my head pushing it roughly into her extreme wetness, which multiplied excessively as it coated my face with her cum by gushing out of her pussy.
"Here you go," she moaned, as I hungrily lapped up her pussy cum the best I could in my suddenly confined and restricted position.
After a couple minutes of my lapping up the tantalizing, tasty cum, she let go of my head and said, "Very good for a first time." It was far from lavish praise, but I'd take it, since I was certain she'd never give anyone an insincere compliment. So if you ever did get lavish praise from her, you could be certain she meant every word.
"Thank you," I said, looking up at her.
"I'll be summoning you often," she said.
"Anytime," I replied.
"And just so you know," she said, "my brother wants to fuck you."
"W-w-what?" I stammered.
"Lorenzo wants to fuck you," she paraphrased her statement, strangely rather matter of factly, like she was just telling me it was sunny today.
"Oh," I said, unsure about how else to answer her... although his huge dick popped into my head.
"Do you want to fuck him?" she asked.
"I'm married."
"Is that a no?"
"I didn't say that," I responded, his cock fully entrenched in my brain.
"Well, you need to decide. If you want to fuck him let me know right now, and I'll arrange your babysitter for 6:30 tomorrow evening."
"Okay," I said, once again thinking with my libido.
"Okay what?"
"Okay... or rather yes please, I do want your brother to fuck me," I said out loud... shaking my head at myself for making such a wicked declaration.
"Then I'll make it happen," she said, and she reached for her phone.
"Umm... Thank you," I said. And then she began talking to someone on the phone and behaving like I wasn't there anymore... so I got up from the chair and simply walked away.
As I was returning to my house, a few things popped into my head:
1. I'd just willingly agreed to cheat on my husband with a big dicked twenty-one-year-old. (Eating a pussy was cheating, but not on the same scale as fucking another man.)
2. My daughter's best friend was inside my house, waiting for me to return so I could service her in some fashion.
3. Edna and I could now have the 69 I hadn't actually agreed to... but it was a position I was dying to try... especially with her. And now that I'd lapped up the forbidden fruit of the top bitch around here (I hoped that calling Bianca a top bitch wasn't being disrespectful), we could go right ahead and do it whenever we pleased.
4. I'd agreed to get fucked by Miranda... at least I was 99% sure it was Miranda.
And then... as I turned the corner from the sidewalk to the walkway to my house... my walk of shame not feeling shameful at all... a disturbing thought popped into my head....
When my daughter returned home from her job at the summer camp, would she become a member of the Pillow Princess Club? Or even scarier, was she already a member?
Fuck!
The end... maybe....
Do you want to read about how Meredith pays the babysitter, her 69 playtime with Edna, her strap-on fuck fest with Miranda, her getting fucked by the big-dicked stud next door, who SQUIRTSALOT is, and whatever else pops into my head or your head?
If so, and especially if the latter (meaning you have one or more ideas to offer), please share your suggestions below.
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Summer Cock Surprise
Here's a story about a week in the Bahamas with my wife and our two best friends.
Christine and Tom Hansen were almost a dozen years younger than we were, but that hadn't interfered with our getting along famously.
Christine and my wife Pam were both elementary school teachers, which meant they were among the most patient people in the universe, the bravest souls in the world, and utterly crazy... because what sane person would ever choose to shoulder the burden of guiding children's most formidable years. (Yes, some people might be justified in calling them 'formative' years, but I'm sticking with 'formidable'.)
Tom and I had jobs in technology. He was in tech and I was in oil.
Tom and I enjoyed the same movies, sports and whiskeys.
The four of us almost always got together once a week, even during the peak Covid months. (If you sip your whiskey through a straw, a face mask isn't much of an inconvenience.) One week we'd go to the movies, another week was games night, another was pub night, and sometimes we'd meet in someone's home for a pot luck... often with another couple (or two or three), and after we finished eating we did whatever took our fancy (sometimes cards, sometimes board games, and sometimes a movie or two).
For a couple years we four had been chatting about taking a trip together, and finally we did it. We went to the Bahamas.
It was the third day of our trip, when my wife and Christine decided to go for a manicure and pedicure. Like my wife, Christine was hot, albeit younger, and she had a big wide booty from her Latina side, which was to die for.
Tom told us he was going back to the hotel for a nap, so I found myself with a rare opportunity to be alone. On a tropical island. Where I didn't know anybody. Or more to the point, where nobody knew me.
So of course I rushed back to Pam's and my room to download Grindr and see if I could touch base with a dick to suck. Since I was in the Tropics, perhaps I could find myself a black one, since I'd never tasted one yet.
Although I'm happily married, and Pam and I still have a decent amount of sex after more than twenty years of marriage, five years ago I became a secret cock sucker. I can't explain why I'm drawn to it, or even when I started getting curious, but whenever I'm in a suitable place, I start craving cock and cum.
I'm not gay. I don't find men sexually appealing (although I can tell whether they're good looking or not), but I love the proximity of a hard cock... and I fucking love swallowing cum.
The moment a guy (any guy, attractive or not) grunts, his cock pulses, and he unloads in my mouth, my entire body quakes with inner euphoria, and my cock twitches. The salty seed is addicting in a way I also can't explain.
And now... on an island far from home... I could likely find an opportunity. Yes, it was risky, I could be outed. But what the hell, I'd taken this risk before.
I'd once sucked a chubby Japanese man in a hotel bathroom in Tokyo while my wife, having succumbed to jet lag, was fast asleep in the bedroom.
I blew a college aged kid in a bathroom in a dingy restaurant across from a movie theatre where I was with my wife in San Diego.
And now... once again temptation and hunger overcame my common sense.
I logged into Grindr.
Let the app show me my location.
And checked out the men nearby .
Grindr is incredibly hit and miss... more miss than hit... especially if I have a limited amount of time... and if I refuse to upload a face pic... but every once in a while I'll connect with a dick to suck.
I sucked an older man in an airport parking lot a month ago, I sucked a guy while I was wearing pantyhose as he rubbed my dick and I blew him in his ancient living room. (I'll suck the dick of any man who's of legal age and is still alive... I'm not fussy, cock is cock.) I also had a Muslim man with a small but fat dick and huge balls face fuck me and have me suck on his balls while he watched television in his home... pictures of his wife wearing conservative religious attire all over the place.
My Grindr bio told people I was a married cock sucker who swallowed and took facials, was submissive, enjoyed being called derogatory names, and I sometimes wore pantyhose.
My cock picture was as average as they come, since... guess what... my cock is actually as average as they come. Just under five inches, not overly thick... but I've learned that most guys aren't fussy, they just love cock pics.
To my surprise, I received a response almost immediately... somewhat of a rarity, and it was more than just a 'Hey'.
Hammer32: Hi cock sucker, you available right now? I see you're very close by.
I liked his handle. My dick hardened upon my reading the question, and I wondered just how close by.
I clicked on his message. 20 feet.
Holy shit!
He was inside my hotel... in an adjacent room to mine, unless he was on a different floor, which according to the odds, was likely.
I should have logged out... this proximity was way too risky... but the dick pic that followed ended my brief impulse to do the safe thing.
It was huge.
Seven plus inches, thick, and with a slight upwards curve, which was the shape I'd always really enjoyed sucking... so instead of logging out, or even shutting off my location, I responded.
Marriedcocklover: Very close indeed. Only for about thirty more minutes, however. BTW, you have a magnificent cock.
I admired his cock as I awaited a response. It was a cock made to be worshipped. I'm not ashamed of my own tool, almost five inches is pretty much average. I wasn't really good looking, not ugly either. Not in amazing shape, but not fat.
Hammer32: Yeah, me too. And thanks.
Hammer32: Your profile says you swallow and take facials.
Marriedcocksucker: Yeah. I like doing both.
Hammer32: Which do you prefer?
I always enjoyed chatting like this before an actual hookup. As strange as it sounds, it built a certain level of trust and respect, or at least a bit of understanding, and it resulted in a better success ratio.
Marriedcocksucker: Swallowing. I love cum. I crave it.
Hammer32: You craving some now?
Marriedcocksucker: I am.
Hammer32: I'd love to chit chat, but I too have a limited time without the wife around. Do you want my cock? I'll give you a nice big load.
Still not sure I'd go through with this since we were still in the anonymous phase, and the risk was still high (which was why I never sucked cock except out of town), I responded.
Marriedcocksucker: Love to.
Hammer32: Put on some pantyhose right now.
My eyes went wide. I had a few pairs of pantyhose, and even a couple pairs of thigh high stockings for when I travelled alone, but of course I never brought them along while I was travelling with my wife.
Suddenly he was being more assertive. But that made sense, since my bio had already told him I was submissive.
Marriedcocksucker: I don't have any with me this trip.
Hammer32: Your wife doesn't have any?
I never told him I was married. A little concerned and this was another warning that I ignored saying I should log out right now before the temptation got any stronger. Yet I still didn't listen to any of those alarm bells.
Marriedcocksucker: How did you know I'm married?
Hammer32: You're staying at a couples resort, so it seemed likely.
Marriedcocksucker: Oh, right.
This was a couples only resort.
Hammer32: And your tag is Marriedcocksucker.
I shook my head. How could I forget that?
Marriedcocksucker: Right. Duh!
Hammer32: So did she bring any?
She did. At least one pair of thigh highs for bedroom play; in fact she'd worn them while we fucked last night. I didn't know if she'd brought any more.
Still pretty sure I wasn't going to do anything with this guy, and knowing I could still log out at a moment's notice, I looked through my wife's dresser (she always unpacked everything while we were travelling, while I kept everything in my suitcase except for a nice dress shirt and slacks for the festive dinner we always shared on the last night of any trip.
Happily, she'd brought along a black pair of pantyhose.
Marriedcocksucker: I found some black pantyhose.
Hammer32: Put them on right now.
Thankfully they weren't brand new, and I found myself climbing out of my shorts and into the hose.
Once they were on, I responded:
Marriedcocksucker: They're on.
Hammer32: Still craving my cock?
He sent me another picture of his big cock, this time with cum shooting out of it. It was a very impressive and delicious picture, making my mouth water.
Marriedcocksucker: Badly.
Hammer32: Put on some pants over your pantyhose, and meet me in men's bathroom on the 9th floor, last stall.
Suddenly this was becoming way more than a possibility.
Marriedcocksucker: Now?
Hammer32: Yes, time is of the essence.
Marriedcocksucker: I want to, but I'm not sure.
Hammer32: Do you want my cock or not, cock sucker?
My response was immediate... unable to deny it.
Marriedcocksucker: Really badly.
Hammer32: I require a cock sucking faggot who'll worship my cock, and who understands what a great privilege it is to earn my load. Is that you or not?
Cock sucker.
Faggot.
The words turned me on for some reason.
The dick pic was still on the screen.
Marriedcocksucker: Yes sir, it is.
Addressing someone as sir, especially someone younger (and I sensed that he was younger, his completely shaved cock a hint that he was, just added fuel to my submissive and eager persona. An ex of mine had once wanted me to call her names, and I struggled to do it without it feeling too awkward. On the other hand, I loved when the nasty humiliating names were hurled my way... although I still have no idea why.
Hammer32: Let's meet in five minutes.
There it was: a time.
A call to be prompt or be history.
I didn't respond right away, although I was hurrying to put on a pair of slacks over the pantyhose... which in this tropical heat was a horrible idea.
Fuck.
Fuck.
Fuck.
God, I wanted that cock.
I needed that cock.
But it was so risky... the guy was staying in this same hotel... right next door in fact... I might see him afterwards in a hallway... the restaurant ... on the streets... while I was with my wife.
On the other hand, he was with his wife too... would he out himself?
Hammer32: Cock sucker. Answer me, or I'll find some other married faggot to suck my big hard cock, full of all that cum you crave.
I knew once again I should log out, yet I responded with prevarication.
Marriedcocksucker: I really want to, but I'm nervous about you being in this same hotel.
A moment later there was a knock at the door. Had he found me? Oh fuck. I did have my location on. I walked to the door and looked through the peephole.
It was Tom.
I hurriedly turned my phone to vibrate... the Grindr sound was pretty recognizable... and opened the door... his arrival had apparently decided for me I shouldn't go out and suck a stranger's cock.
"Hey Tom, what's up?" I asked as casually as I could.
"Just checking in on you," he said. "Whatcha doing?"
"Literally nothing," I said, which was true at the moment.
He looked down at my feet and noticed the pantyhose. He gave me a perplexed look as he asked, in the exact same way you'd expect a guy to ask another guy this question, e.g. in utter confusion, "Are you wearing pantyhose?"
"Um... I... well... yeah," I struggled to answer the simple yes or no question.
"Why?" He asked the question I was praying he wouldn't.
There was no good answer, so instead there was a long pause..
"Just goofing around," I finally answered, as I went to the wet bar that contained a bottle each of Dos Maderas Rum and Collins Mix we'd bought and drank half of last night. "Want a drink?" I asked, trying to change the subject. (There were a few bourbons we normally drank, but during this trip we were drinking rum.)
"Yeah, sure," he said.
A moment later as I poured two whiskeys, my phone buzzed on the counter with a text.
I ignored the message... even though I desperately wanted to read it.
It buzzed again and again and again.
I handed Tom the mixed drink, and he said, "I think someone is trying to get hold of you."
"Probably Pam," I said.
"Then you shouldn't leave her hanging,"
"Yeah, I should probably reply," I agreed, giving myself an opportunity to check my Grindr messages... assuming that's what the vibrations were about... having left the phone on the hard surface of the table, making them easy to hear, instead of on mute like I should have done.
I went to the phone, opened it, and read four messages.
Hammer32: Take off your pants.
Hammer 32: Get on your knees before me.
Hammer32: Cock sucker.
Hammer32: Gavin.
My eyes went wide.
I stared at my phone as I processed the messages... especially the one with my actual name.
"We don't have a lot of time, Gavin," Tom said.
"You're Hammer32?" I asked, even though it was pretty obvious he was.
"Yeah," he said.
"And you still want to do this?" I asked, avoiding eye contact with him.
"Fuck yeah, it's perfect."
"Perfect?"
"Yeah. First off, it'll be great to have a cock sucker I know in town, and I bet you'd love to have a go to cock available back home."
"But you have Christine," I pointed out.
"And you have Pam," he countered. "We're not going to be boyfriends or make out with each other, we'll just be dropping a load from time to time."
"I can't," I said, even though his logic made a lot of sense... I often went months without any cock to suck, and I hated that... I felt like I was going through heroin withdrawal (not that I have any firsthand knowledge of that).
"I'm not asking, Gavin," he clarified, as he finished his rum Collins and walked over to me.
"I don't know," I said, although my tone was listless and vague, not expressing any real objection to where this was going.
"You do know, actually," he corrected me, placing his hands on my shoulders.
"You're sure about this?" I asked, my cock now completely hard.
"Yeah, I'm sure," he said, as he pushed me down to my knees "Now get my cock out."
"Okay," I said, as I pulled down his swimming trunks, and his big cock flopped out... semi hard. "I'm still not so sure...." I began, just before his amazing cock appeared before me.
"Oh, I think you are. Your eyes just went big like a kid's on Christmas morning," Tom chuckled.
"Your cock is amazing," I said, already mesmerized by my friend's dick, as I placed my left hand on it, admiring it as it it was a work of Italian art during the Renaissance.
"I know," he said. "And as a bonus treat, you get to taste Christine; I fucked her twenty minutes before she and Pam went for their massage."
"No way," I said. He'd just added some extra wicked hotness to our surreal encounter.
"Yeah," he said, as I kept stroking and staring at his dick, "Now get sucking, we don't have a lot of time."
"I can't believe we're doing this," I said, and I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth... tasting and smelling what was undeniably pussy...Christine's pussy.
"I wish I knew years ago you were a cock sucker," he said. "So many wasted loads."
"Mmmmmm," I responded, as I slowly bobbed on his fat cock... taking a little more of it with each bob.
"Don't worry," he moaned ever so softly, "we'll make up for lost time."
Again I moaned on his cock, imagining all the times I'd now be able to get a convenient load back home.
"Yeah, I'll be using this mouth often," he said, as I took more and more of his delicious pussy-glazed cock into my mouth.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned again, everything he said turning me on... my own cock rock hard in my wife's pantyhose.
"Maybe I'll even fuck that ass of yours," he added.
I didn't moan this time, since that was something I was on the fence about. I was an anal virgin. Sucking a cock didn't seem gay to me, but getting a dick up the ass definitely did. Yet over the past year, I'd watched more and more gay porn where men were ass fucked, had read lots of stories about guys taking it in the ass, and my curiosity had been growing.
He pulled out of my mouth. "No moan for that one?"
"I've never taken it in the ass," I confessed, before leaning forward to take his cock back in my mouth.
He backed away. "But you have wondered about it, haven't you, cock sucker?"
"Yeah," I admitted, my cock flinching at being called a cock sucker.
"Get out of those pants," he said. "I want to see the pantyhose."
"Okay," I said, standing up and getting my slacks off, wanting that dick back in my mouth.
"Nice," he said, as I crawled back to my place of worship.
"You like pantyhose?" I asked.
"Yeah, but Christine doesn't wear them much," he said.
"Pam wears them a lot," I said.
"I've noticed," he said, and he slid his cock back into my mouth and I resumed bobbing.
Then for four or five minutes I sucked his cock... eventually able to take the entire snake into my mouth.
"Shit, you really are a great cock sucker," he moaned, and he placed his hands on both sides of my head and held his dick deep inside my mouth, tickling my tonsils. He held it there for about half a minute (which feels endless... try it sometime) while I focused on not gagging.
He then face fucked me. Deep and hard. As in his balls were bouncing against my chin.
I once had a Muslim guy really face fuck me in his house, and another time a young college guy face fucked me in his dorm room, and I loved it both times... loved just being used.
"Oh yeah, get ready for my load, Gavin," he groaned, as his dick pumped in and out of me fast.
I moaned as my cock begged for attention, and a few thrusts later, he grunted and shot a load into me. Four or five gobs of creamy cum filled my mouth, and I smoothly swallowed it all... the taste of cum so addicting. I don't understand how any woman can claim cum is disgusting... I guess it can be described as salty and gooey, but that's what makes it so fucking good. I also can't fathom guys saying a girl tastes like fish... in my experience, that's equally ridiculous ... a woman's pussy is just as delicious... although it's very different of course... although if push came to shove, I'd have to say I prefer male cum to female cum.
When he was done shooting, he pulled out and said, "Shit, Gavin."
"Yeah," I said.
"Do you have WhatsApp?"
"Yeah," I said.
"Good, we can communicate there," he said. "I might text you at any time."
"Cool," I said, as I stood up. "I get off work at 5:00."
"Of course nothing else changes between the four of us," he said, as he pulled his trunks up.



"Perfect," I said, having been slightly worried our new pastime could make things awkward, going forward.
"I'd better get back to my room, and you'd better get out of your wife's nylons," he said.
"Good call," I nodded, as I began pulling the nylons off.
"But I'm serious, I do want to fuck you at some point," he said.
"I don't know," I said.
"Yeah, yeah; I've heard that before... and recently. Did you have a good time just now?"
"Yeah!"
"There ya go," he said, as he grabbed my rum drink and downed it. "See you at supper."
"Yeah," I nodded; the four of us had supper plans.
He headed out, I stored my wife's pantyhose back in the dresser, and got dressed. I logged out of Grindr, ignoring two other messages, and deleted the app. I didn't need any strangers' cocks anymore... now I had a sure thing.
.....
That night we went out for supper, and it was surreal. Tom didn't act any different than usual and I don't think I did either, yet I couldn't help but fixate on how I'd sucked his cock earlier... and... truthfully... I wanted to do it again.
I craved more of his cum.
At times I was so distracted I missed parts of the conversation.
So much so that Pam asked, "Are you okay?"
"What? Yeah," I said.
That night I fucked Pam... really pounded her from behind. I came before she did, which wasn't usual, as I replayed my earlier cock sucking experience in my head. And then, doing something I'd always wanted to do but never did, I pulled out, flipped her onto her back, and dove into her pussy to eat my own cream pie.
"Oh. Gavin, what are you dooooooing?" she moaned as I ate her pussy... which I was very good at... at least my wife told me I was.
"Getting you off," I said, as I slurped my cum out of her very wet pussy.
"But youuuuu..." she began to say, but stopped when I sucked her clit between my lips.
I attacked her clit with my sucking lips, her response telling me in just a few heartbeats she was getting close, and I also used my tongue.
"Oh fuck," she moaned.
Terrier-like, I shook my head left and right aggressively, and a few seconds later her legs squeezed around my head as she came... her creamy cum... mixed with my cum... gushing out of her and into my waiting... hungry... mouth.
I lapped up as much of the cream pie as I could... the taste even better than just pussy cum... or just cock cum....
A minute later as I exited from between her legs, she asked, "What was that about?"
"I wanted to get you off," I said.
"Well, that you certainly did," she said, her cheeks flushed.
"Yeah, that seemed like quite an orgasm," I smiled.
"But you ate your own cum," she said, looking bewildered.
"Yeah, and it was pretty good, mixed with your pussy juices like that."
"Really?"
"Yeah," I said. "I mean you always tell me I taste good."
"You do."
"Are you okay with it?"
"It was..." she paused. "Intense."
"Is that a yes?"
"Umm..." she considered. "Actually, yes it is. You surprised me, but yeah, you can eat your cum out of me anytime you want," she said, kissing me.
"Or anytime you want too," I added. Sucking Tom's cock had given me the confidence to do something with my wife I'd wanted to try for a few years.
"Good to know," she said, as she got out of bed.
We were still lying in bed a few minutes later... and I wondered if I'd get more chances to suck Tom's cock and eat my cum from Pam's pussy.
.....
The next day we were at the beach on a perfect sunny, cloud-free day. The women were tanning, and Tom and I had been playing some beach volleyball against a couple of other guys we'd just met.
He said to me, after we'd lost a game after winning three, "Meet me in the bathroom... last stall."
"Now?" I asked.
"Well, in a couple minutes," he said. "I'm going to grab another rum cocktail first."
"Okay," I said, checking out our bikini-clad wives basking in the sun.
"Matter of fact, go there now," he said, "I won't be long," and he turned and walked away towards the free bar.
My cock hardening in my trunks, I headed to the bathroom. I strode past a couple guys changing... taking a brief peek at one of their flaccid cocks... heading towards the last stall... noticing the door went all the way down to the floor. I went inside, and noted the partition wall also went down to the floor... so at least visually, we'd have complete privacy. We'd still need to keep it quiet, though.
I left the stall slightly open, and waited. I ended up waiting over five minutes... during which a chubby guy opened the door and saw me... apologized and backed out, I assume to go to another stall.
Tom came in, closed and latched the door, and immediately pulled his shorts and underwear down as I silently dropped before him... instantly hungry.
I took his semi-hard... well, more flaccid than hard... cock into my mouth. Which was perfect, because there's just something about feeling a cock hardening in your mouth that's fascinating. I just slowly bobbed and cupped his balls until it stiffened inside my mouth.
Once hard, I began bobbing.
"Slow down, cock sucker," Tom said. "We aren't in a rush."
I did as he said. Truthfully, I preferred worshipping a cock. To slowly suck it. I'd just assumed since we were in a public bathroom stall and our wives were tanning nearby, this would be a quick cum dump.
"Suck on my balls," he said a minute later.
I took his big, hard cock out of my mouth, slid my tongue down the thick shaft, and took one of his balls into my mouth. Sucking on balls, which I'd only done a couple other times, was strange. It felt weird having a ball, in a sac, in my mouth.
I went back and forth three times between his two big balls... before I licked my way back up his shaft and took his cock back in my mouth.
I swirled my tongue around his cock head.
I bobbed slowly back and forth, taking just a couple inches in... worshipping the head.
"Oh," Tom groaned, as I really pleasured his first three inches. "Deeper."
I obeyed... not bobbing any faster, but taking more of his cock into my mouth with each bob.
"Oh yeah," he groaned.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned, letting him know I was enjoying servicing his cock, as my left hand went to my own dick, and I began rubbing my dick through my shorts.
"So good," he praised.
I loved that he loved what I was doing. My cock was rock hard just from sucking his dick.
A couple minutes later, I was slowly taking all seven inches in and out of my mouth in a smoothly consistent flow.
As I rubbed my dick... dying to come... I was surprised when Tom gave a soft moan and his load oozed into my mouth... very different from the load yesterday, that had erupted into my mouth.
I smoothly swallowed his warm, salty load as I milked every drop of cum from his big cock.
Once done, he pulled out and said, "We'd better get back."
"Yeah," I said, my hand still on my cock.
"I'll go first," he said, putting his dick away. "Leave in a couple."
"Okay," I nodded.
He unlatched the door and walked out, and I got off my knees... still tasting the aftermath of Tom's cum.
I waited a couple minutes before heading out and returning to the beach.... My cock still hard.
That night I again fucked my wife... again I came in her pussy... again I ate our commingled cream pie... although this time right after I unloaded inside her, Pam ordered me onto my back and sat on my face... where I ate her to multiple orgasms while she ground on my face.
.....
The next day Tom arranged a three-hour afternoon pampering for our women, while we rented a convertible and headed out for a drive.
As we drove, he ordered, "Get sucking."
"While you're driving?" I asked, even though it was obvious he meant that.
"Yeah," he said as he slowed down for a red light.
As he stopped, he raised his ass and pulled down his trunks, removing them from his right ankle, his already hard cock standing straight up, saluting me. "And being a generous cock suckee, I fucked Christine right before we left, so her pussy cum is all over my dick."
"Very generous of you, sommelier," I agreed, and although I said it with a hint of sarcasm, truth was, this 'secret sauce' really added to my excitement.
As he resumed driving, he prompted, "Well, it isn't going to suck itself."
"Right," I said, and I looked around before bending down and smelled his wife's scent on his dick before I even opened my mouth and took his thick cock between my eager lips.
"There you go," he said, as I slowly began to bob. I'd always found it a thrill whenever I got a blow job while driving... although it was a bit (okay, a lot) distracting... especially the time I came in the girl's mouth, my legs stiffened, and I accidentally sped up like gangbusters... but it was an equal thrill to suck Tom's cock while he was driving, and the double kink of sucking it with Christine's delicious pussy cum all over it. "Doesn't she taste good?"
"Mmmmmm," I moaned.
"Yeah, I knew you'd like it."
The people who design seatbelts don't put enough thought into cock suckers wanting to suck a driver's dick, since the passenger-side seat belt kept me safe enough, but it was rather uncomfortable, and it rubbed me in awkward places.
"Man, do I have a surprise for you next," he moaned, as I worshipped this dick that was made to be worshipped.
Again I moaned on his cock, as I wondered what the big surprise might be. Oddly, especially since by now we were driving along the coastline with nary a building in sight, my first thought was a glory hole. I don't know why, but that's what popped into my head. My glory hole experiences have been somewhat hit and miss, and I discovered early on there were usually more cock suckers in attendance than tops. The two times I've ever gotten a blow job from a guy was at a glory hole... and both times I came quicker than usual. That was also the only time I ever got loads from two different cocks on the same day.
"Yeah, you're in for a real treat," he said as he kept driving.
'I already am' I thought to myself as I kept sucking his cock.
Ten minutes later he slowed down an turned off the highway, and then the terrain was rocky for a couple minutes, pounding his cock deep into my mouth and making me gag twice, then he stopped the car and said, "We're here."
I sat back up, and we were in a parking lot.
"Nice," a guy said, as he walked past, seeing me sitting back up... making my cheeks go red.
"Where are we?" I asked.
"A nude beach."
"Oh," I said. I'd never been to one before.
"It's reserved only for tops, cock suckers and bottom bitches," he added, as he tucked his dick away.
"Oh," I repeated, looking around and seeing the ocean.
"Let's go," he said.
"Okay," I said, curious about what a nude beach would be like... even if it was an all-male one... my visual of a bunch of hard cocks wandering around was quite appealing.
We got out of the car, walked through a grove of mangrove trees, and arrived at a beach filled with men. Naked men. Men doing all kinds of sinning.
"Holy shit," I gasped, as I tried to take in more sex acts at once than in any porn movie I'd ever witnessed. There was a large guy on the beach getting spit roasted by two well built muscle builders, an Asian man was sucking a fat man's cock, two men whose faces I couldn't see were in a 69, a twink-looking guy was bouncing on a tanned man's dick while the tanned guy with shades was on a recliner, eight guys were playing naked beach volleyball while two guys sucked off two other guys that were watching, a pasty white guy easily in his eighties was getting his ass destroyed by a well-built black man, and various other sex acts were happening all around the place. In total, there were something like fifty guys there... all shapes, sizes, races and ages. (No kids, of course.)
"Wow, this is bat shit wild," Tom said, sounding as astounded as I was.
"Yeah," I agreed.
"Well, let's go get you some dick," he said.
"I'm plenty good with yours, thanks," I said, sounding pathetic.
"Oh, trust me, you'll be getting more than your fair share of my dick from now on," he said, "but I want to see you in action."
"You do?"
"Yeah. I'm not gay, but watching men suck and fuck each other is hot."
"Yeah, I agree," I said, feeling a little better about my enjoyment of watching gay porn... hearing a guy moaning while he got fucked, often uttering sounds that weren't very masculine.
"Good. Now go find yourself some dick," he said, slapping my ass.
"Uh, okay," I said, and I started walking towards the beach.
"After you get naked, of course," he said, and I turned around to see him getting out of his clothes.
"Uh, yeah, right," I chuckled awkwardly.
A minute later we were both naked and walking along the beach. A man getting fucked was huffing, which is the only way I can describe it, "Harder, fuck me harder."
"That could be you," Tom said.
"Not sure I'm ready for that," I said, although watching the guy really getting hammered from behind, his hard cock swaying every which way as he huffed and groaned, was undeniably hot.
"You will be soon," Tom said. "I'm definitely fucking your ass at some point, but there's no reason I need to be your first."
"I don't know," I said.
"I know. That's your theme song, and then you go ahead and do it," he said as he walked away.
I strolled (that is if strolling nervously is a thing) towards the volleyball game... each guy young and sweaty, and with a cock swaying between his legs... I thought playing volleyball naked would be quite the challenge.
Two men on their knees were sucking each other's dicks as I went what I hoped wasn't too close and watched.
The volleyball teams played for three more points, before someone called out, "Game!"
A tall black guy came over to me and greeted, "You're new."
"Yes, I'm visiting from Canada," I said, glancing down at his dick. I'd already sucked a First Nation man, a Muslim man, and a Japanese man... but never a black man... although it was on my bucket list.
"Nice," he said. "I'm George."
"Gavin," I replied, reaching out to shake hands with him, but he responded by gesturing me into a fist bump.
"Cock sucker?" he asked.
"Yeah," I nodded, as my eyes didn't leave his big cock, but I wasn't hard at all.
"Then go ahead," he said. "It's obvious you're craving some."
"Yeah, yours is so big," I said as I knelt down on the warm sand and admired his huge flaccid cock up close.
"Yeah, but I can't take any credit for it, I'm just blessed," he said, as I took his heavy cock in my hand and pulled it towards my drooling mouth.
I could smell his scent and taste the sweat on his cock as I slowly bobbed on it... waiting for it to harden... which was always a thrill... feeling someone's dick stiffen and become steel-like inside my mouth.
"You like my sweaty dick?" he asked.
"Yeah, it's delicious," I said, taking his cock out of my mouth just long enough to answer, before returning it between my lips.
"You're married, I see," he said a dozen or so bobs later. "Where's the wife?"
"Getting a massage back at the resort," I answered.
"While you're out here giving one," he said, as again I took his almost completely hard dick in my mouth.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as my own dick hardened just from the thrill of having this one in my mouth... which had on more than one occasion made me question the accuracy of my straight designation.
"Shit, this guy looks hungry," someone said. George's dick was now hard, and I was beginning to bob smoothly.
"Yeah Henry, he left his wife at the resort so he could come out here and suck dick," George said.
"Then we should make sure he gets his fill of dick," Henry said.
"I imagine he's a bottom boy too," George said.
"Well, if he isn't, he will be soon," Henry said, as I felt big hands on my hips pushing me onto all fours.
"I only suck cock," I said as I felt someone's cock poking against my butt.
"Hell no, we can't have that," Henry refused me.
George's black cock slid back into my mouth, and he began slowly fucking my face as I felt someone's hands pulling my ass cheeks apart, and then a tongue licking my butthole. My eyes went wide as I felt the strange sensations of a tongue on my anus, and I tried to focus on breathing while George slowly fucked my face.
Then the licking stopped, and a tall Norwegian-looking guy came around in front of me and said with an accent, "Hallo, my name is Dag. Nice to meet you," and he reached out and shook my hand.
I shook his, and told him mine was Gavin.
"Good, good. I have examined your asshole Gavin, and I have concluded it was made for fucking. So unless you object, I shall go ahead and fuck it. Do you object, Gavin?"
Okay, moment of truth. Should I become a bottom?
"Yeah, breed the bitch," Henry said, as George kept slowly pumping his cock in my mouth.
"I don't know," I said as usual.
"I'll begin gently," Dag reassured me. To be honest, I have to tell you it will hurt at first, but before long, you'll love it, and your next time will be even better."
"Okay, why not?" I caved. "Take me for a test drive."
"Okey dokey," Dag said, and he scuttled back around behind me.
"Breathe," George advised, and my eyes went wide as he pulled out.
"Wait a minute, I'm not all that sure I can take a dick in my aaaaaaaaass..." I began to object, just as Dag pushed forward and after a brief resistance, his dick... a very large one... slid inside my ass.
"Relax," he advised, as his dick kept going deeper and deeper into me... a sharp pain coursing through my body, although my hard cock was flinching.
"I'm trying," I said, as my head went light.
"So tight," said Dag.
"Virgin ass is the best," added Henry.
"It hurts," I whined.
"Yes, but if you just relax, the pain will soon go away," said Dag.
"No pain, no gain," George said, his dick still in front of me, but not in my mouth.
"Fuck," I whimpered, as he was finally resting deep in my rectum.
"I'll go slow at first," Dag said.
"I can't take any more," I said, my head spinning.
"Don't worry, your ass was made to take big dick," George said.
"Just have to get used to it," Dag said as he placed his hands on my hips and slowly began fucking me.
"Oh God," I said, the pain intense, although my cock remained hard... while I was on all fours getting fucked.
"You'll want to have regular dick in this ass from now on," Dag assured me.
"Oh," was all I could muster, as I focused on trying to remain conscious.
"Just another minute and your whimpers will become moans," Henry said, as another guy, a chubby black man, dropped before him and took his dick in his mouth... which made me jealous.
"I can't imagine," I said, the pain still quite intense.
Then for a couple of minutes... I got fucked.
Slowly.
With smooth strokes.
And still slowly.
Ever so slowly.
The pain began to dwindle.
And...
And...
And...
A gentle pleasure began rising.
My cock stayed hard the entire time.
As Henry had predicted, my whimpers began becoming moans.
"There you go," Henry said.
"He's getting into it now," George said.
"They always do," said Henry.
"Always." Dag.
"Faster," I heard myself urging, as I began wanting more dick... faster... harder... deeper.
"Break him," the chubby black man said.
"Yeah," was all Dag said, and he squeezed my hips firmly and began going faster... and deeper... his body crashing into mine with each forward stroke.
"Oh yes, fuck me," I moaned, my pleasure increasing rapidly and the thrill of being fucked consumed me. I always enjoyed fucking my wife, I enjoyed sucking cock, but getting fucked was a completely new experience. One I couldn't explain, but one that sent pulses of pleasure through my very core.



"Want my dick back?" George asked me.
"Please," I moaned, the prospect of getting spit-roasted a complete turn-on.
He slid his cock back into my mouth, and I was now getting dicked in both holes... which was such a wild trip.
I didn't have to do anything.
I just got fucked.
Ass.
Mouth.
Two cocks pumping into me.
I was their pleasure toy.
My cock was swinging around wildly as Dag slammed into me hard... making George's cock in my mouth go even deeper.
"Breed the bitch," someone else said.
"That didn't take long," Tom said, who was apparently watching me getting spit-roasted from nearby.
"Your friend?" asked Henry.
"Yeah," said Tom.
"He's quite the bitch." said Henry.
"Yeah. I'm just beginning his training."
"Get ready for my load," George said just before he grunted and deposited his salty seed into my mouth.
Bucket List item: Suck a BBC: Check. And I supposed I was also now blacked.
"And get ready for mine too," Dag said as he really hammered my ass... making me moan wildly.
"Yes, come in my ass," I begged, wondering what getting bred would feel like, as I continued savouring the aftertaste of George's salty cum in my mouth.
"Get ready, bitch," Dag said, before another half dozen deep thrusts, and then a warm, wild sensation as he unloaded his sperm into my ass.
"Oh fuck," I moaned loudly, as the feel of his cum erupting inside me and his rough pounding became too much, and my own load spewed all over the sand.
"Shit, he came," someone said.
"He's a real faggot," someone else said.
"Bukkake," another someone said.
"Fuck yeah," Tom said.
When Dag pulled out, I was flipped onto my back, and at least eight men I'd never seen before surrounded me, all stroking their cocks.
Desperate to suck those cocks, I sat up and took a college stud into my mouth. I bobbed hungrily like a complete slut for only a few strokes, before I was pulled off his dick, and seconds later, I felt a warm load splatter all over my face.
Then another.
My eyes closed... I knelt before these strangers and felt load after load coating my face.
Seven... eight... nine loads at least, before I was pushed onto my stomach... cum dripping down my face, and another cock slid into my ass.
"You really loosened him up, Dag," the new guy said.
"Yeah, I broke him in good," Dag said.
The new guy in my ass didn't last even two minutes before he spewed his load deep inside it.
He didn't say a word... didn't warn me... and when he was done, he just pulled out and ambled away.
Three more guys took their turns pounding my ass... the last cock fatter than the others, and creating a new pain... a burn that this time was amazing.
My cock throbbed... and it was buried in the sand. (Have you ever considered how much like sandpaper plain sand is? Yeah, I moved it around as little as possible until I could find a different location for it.)
The three new guys took turns unloading in my ass.
Then Tom said, "Gavin, we need to get going."
"I'm not sure I can move," I objected, completely spent from my five ass fuckings and almost a dozen loads on my face.
He turned me around and helped me up.
"Jump in the ocean for a minute, then I'll give you this towel," he said, and after a thorough dunking, I wiped the cum from my face and eyes... which by now was largely washed away.
"Thanks," I said, as I finally opened my eyes... having no idea who'd come on my face... or who'd fucked my ass... which was humiliating, but exhilarating.
"Enjoy that?" Tom asked as we started off for the car, carrying our clothes.
"Yeah," I admitted sheepishly.
"I didn't think you'd agree to take it in the ass," he said. "But following your ritual statement of 'I don't know', you did lots more than just take it."
"Yeah," I repeated.
"I'm next, bottom boy," he said.
"Right now?" I asked.
"No," he laughed, "although I like your eagerness. We really do need to get back."
"How long were we there?"
"Over an hour."
"Really?" I asked, as we left the grove of trees and began nearing the car... cum literally leaking out of my ass.
"Yeah," he said.
"Oh," I said.
"You used up a lot of dicks," he said, as we walked past a black man getting spit-roasted by two older white men.
"Yeah, I guess I did," I said.
"Like it?" he asked.
"Yeah," I admitted, oddly feeling sad to be leaving. I now felt that getting fucked was as amazing as sucking dick... although they were completely different experiences.
"If you liked that, I know a place back home where you can get all the dick you want," he said.
"Really?" I said, immediately excited about the possibility... as we walked past a man easily in his eighties sucking a dick.
"Yeah, the college men's dorm," he said.
"Nice," I said, loving young cock.
"Yeah, they'll love you," he said, as we passed an Asian man getting fucked and making high-pitched moans that shouldn't emerge from any man... making me wonder what I'd just sounded like.
We reached the car.
Got dressed.
I asked, "Did you drop a load?"
"Yeah, I fucked a black man, he said. "I've always wanted to do that."
"Cool," I said, wishing I'd seen it.
Back in the car as he started driving, he handed me my phone and said, "I took some pics for you to remember your first time here."
"Oh," I said, as I flipped through the pics. One was of me absolutely drenched in cum. One of me spit-roasted. A few of me getting fucked by a variety of men: a large white man, an elderly Asian man, a black man, and a college aged dude. "Wow!"
"Yeah," he said.
We drove the rest of the way back in silence.
That night, Tom fucked me in his hotel room while we left the girls at a club for a fifteen minute quickie... I spent the rest of the night with his load in my ass.
Two more loads the next day.
One more ass fucking.
Then we returned home.
That was three days ago.
Today? Two more loads in my mouth.
And... this weekend... we're going to a college party... and I can't fucking wait.
Best summer ever!
The end
Maybe down the road... maybe... Tom is giving it to Gavin in the living room once they are back home and the wives walk in on them and... (no idea what the and would be).
JASMINE
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Summary: Kevin enjoys Mrs. Grady, her daughter and his own Mom.
Note 1: This is dedicated to the real Jeni who told me about this BIG FAT COCK... although her story wasn't told in the first story, and it isn't in this one either... but perhaps in a few more chapters. (This series is already very long, but I ain't done yet!)
Note 2: This is the eighth part in a lengthy series about a nerd's discovery of the power having a BIG, FAT COCK can have.
BIG FAT COCK: A Hot Mommy Seduced is a lengthy tale where Kevin learns from his divorced father, who has often been out of the picture, that having a BIG FAT COCK makes you irresistible to women. Kevin begins to use this power on a few MILF women, experimenting with his newfound power, as he gears up to using it to seduce his ultimate fantasy conquest: his own mother.
BIG FAT COCK: Anal Mommy has Kevin taking his mother's last forbidden hole while having some fun with a kinky roleplay. It also has Kevin learning more about his mother's slut past, and it sets up Kevin's plan to give his sexual mentor and talented cock sucker Ms. Chan a special gift... his cock in her other holes.
BIG FAT COCK: Double Penetration Fun has Kevin, with the help of his submissive mother, giving his paraplegic sexual advisor an amazing sex filled birthday.
BIG FAT COCK: Dumb Cheerleader has Kevin feeling a little insecure about scoring a girl on his own. After a lengthy discussion with guru Ms. Chan, he uses his BFC to seduce and dominate a hot blonde.
BIG FAT COCK: Eating Asian has Kevin meeting Ms. Chan's visiting niece from Japan, with whom he not only practices his oral skills, but also takes her virginity. That night at her hotel, he dines on three Japanese pussies and fucks the three Japanese beauties during his first foursome.
BIG FAT COCK: Ebony Sinners, where after a morning wake-up blow job and fucking from his Mom, Kevin engages in two wicked encounters while they're at church. First, a rendezvous as the service starts with one of his pets who is the Minister's wife Mrs. Grady in the preacher's office, and then after learning the identities of a few of Mrs. Grady's lesbian church going pets, he is surprised to be called back to Minister Grady's office for an anal encounter with eighty-year-old black choir leader Mrs. Baker.
BIG FAT COCK: Educating Mrs. Walker, where Kevin seduces a teacher in her home when he's supposed to be tutoring her asshole son, and he ends up also fucking the son's girlfriend and cucking him while he fucks the son's mother and his girlfriend.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Note 4: Please note this was released a few days ago and pulled as I sent in the first draft that was unedited. This now is draft three. I apologize for my editor who took heat for mistakes that were completely mine. i hope you like this version better.
Big Fat Cock: Effing Foursome
How many guys can say they've dropped nine loads in seven different women (plus a double facial) in less than twelve hours, while never even going near an orgy?
Mom before breakfast with a blow job and a morning fuck that culminated with my load in her pussy.
Then later at church, I got a blow job and fuck combo twice.
First Mrs. Grady, who I fucked while her husband was in the pulpit preaching about whatever the fuck he preached about, before I deposited a load deep in her pussy, and then ordered her to go into the service with my cum leaking into her panties.
And then while I was still at church, and after a brief reprieve, like fifteen minutes, which is more than enough time for a guy like me to reload and be ready for more, I scored a surprise anal fuck from the eighty-year-old Mrs. Baker, who demanded I plug her ass, which I generously did, including unloading a load deep into her bowels before she returned late to lead the choir through the concluding hymns of the service... my cum likely leaking out of her big black ass.
After a brief reprieve (in other words, a nap) from my constant dick worshiping from older women, I seduced Mrs. Walker in her home, which culminated in a wild threesome with her son's girlfriend while he watched helplessly. I unleashed three loads during our seventy-minute marathon: one on both of their faces, another in Maggie's pussy before she made her boyfriend eat the cream pie (which was wickedly hot), and a final load in Mrs. Walker's pussy, following a marathon fuck session in a wide range of positions... some of which she said she might see if she could use in a future story. She even agreed to write my own sex story, chronicling my journey from being a nobody to the stud I am today... and the one I'll be tomorrow, once I get there (which you're now reading, and it's now eight parts strong).
So the God of sex Eros continued smiling down on me, like when I pulled into my driveway after grabbing a sub at Subway (I'd just started eating healthier, since these days I was frequently seen naked), I saw my next door neighbor Mrs. Dieks wearing a flower patterned sundress and grabbing groceries from her vehicle.
I walked over and asked, gentleman that I could be when I was in the mood, "Need a hand, slut?"
"Kevin!" she gasped, since I'd spoken rather loud.
"What?" I asked, now closer to her. "You're not my slut?"
"Yes of course I am, but please don't say it in public," she whispered, her cheeks bright red.
"That sounds to me like you're suffering from anxiety. Maybe I should cure that for you by bending you over your car and slamming my big fat cock up your asshole; that should get you past it," I said, now standing right in front of her.
"Kevin, please," she begged.
"Is your husband home?" I asked.
"No, but he will be soon," she said, looking around every which way to see if anyone was watching us.
Being aggressive, wanting to humiliate her, to push her, I reached my hand under her dress and rubbed her pussy for a few seconds, ordering her, "Don't move."
"Keviiiin," she moaned, mortified she was being molested in her driveway. Yet like the obedient slut she was, she obeyed me, and didn't struggle at all.
"Miss me, slut?" I asked, sliding a finger into her.
"Yes," she admitted shamefacedly, biting her lip while looking around.
"Are you ashamed of being my three-hole fuck toy?" I taunted, having no respect for her, and seeing her as nothing more than a convenient cum deposit.
"No," she said.
I opened her car door, perched on the seat with my feet resting on the ground, and ordered, "Come here and suck me."
"Right here?" she asked, as I fished my cock out for her... wanting to see if I could push her into sucking me in her driveway... with just enough coverage that it would be unlikely we'd be obvious to anyone.
"I can stand in the driveway if that would be more comfortable for you," I offered.
"No, no," she said, staring at my cock with the usual mindless bimbo mindset she always had around me. "Here's good."
She looked around one more time before she bent over and took my cock into her mouth.
"Good. There's my hungry slut," I moaned, loving to push her further and further into her nastily complete submission to me.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned as she bobbed hungrily.
I warned, in case she thought she could work my dick quickly over and over and get my load, before escaping into her house, "I've already come seven times today, so if you think this will be quick, you're mistaken."
"Then can we please take this inside?" she begged.
Having pushed her enough for now, I agreed, "Sure we can, cum dump."
"Thank you," she said, ignoring the way I'd just insulted her, and was instead thankful for the chance to worship my dick in private.
As she stood up, I put my dick away just as a neighbour showed up.
As I got out of the car, Mrs. Moore, a partner in a law firm, a Spanish woman with big tits, big ass and really pretty, who was married to a complete asshole who was also a lawyer, said, "Hi, Karen; are you okay?"
"W-w-what?" Mrs. Dieks stammered, looking completely guilty.
I stepped out of the car, and Mrs. Moore looked at me, clearly perplexed.
"Hi, Mrs. Moore," I greeted, not acting like it was all weird to be getting out of Mrs. Dieks' car.
"Hi, Kevin," she smiled back, the smile just killer.
"I think your Bluetooth works now," I said, slyly covering for the red-faced and nervous Mrs. Dieks.
"Thank you, K-K-Kevin," Mrs. Dieks stammered, still not seeming very convincing that she hadn't been caught doing something scandalous.
"No problem," I said, grabbing two bags from her trunk. "I'll take these in for you."
"Aren't you a gentleman," Mrs. Moore said.
"I can be," I shrugged, and then planting just the subtlest hint of a seed, "although I can also be a pretty big dick. Can't I Mrs. Dieks?"
"Y-y-yes," Mrs. Dieks stammered, clearly not someone who'd be able to lie in court.
"Want to come over for coffee?" Mrs. Moore asked her as I began walking away.
"Sure," Mrs. Dieks said. "Just give me a few minutes to put my groceries away."
"Of course," she said, and then I was no longer within earshot... before I realized the obvious... I didn't have a key to get in the house.
A moment later, carrying two more bags, Mrs. Dieks walked up to me, and as she unlocked the door, she asked, a complete mess, "Do you think she knows?"
"That you're a fucking cheap slut, or that you were just sucking my dick?" I asked, really loving to talk shit to her.
"Either," she said, as she opened the door.
"No idea," I said. "So you and Mrs. Moore don't fuck each other?"
"What? No!" she denied as we went into her house.
"I'll be giving her some back shots soon," I said, confident that was a doable thing to predict, as we walked into the kitchen. After placing my bags on the counter, I snapped my fingers and pointed to the floor.
"My husband could get home any minute," she said.
"Do you think I give a fuck?" I asked. "Do you want my big fat cock or not?"
"Yes," she said with a heavy sigh, and she dropped in front of me and fished out my cock.
"You understand I have a lot of other women who want this dick?" I asked rhetorically, as she freed my cock.
"I imagine," she said, as she took my cock into her mouth.
"So you'd better stop questioning me and do as you're fucking told," I said, pulling my dick out of her mouth and asking, as I slapped her face with my cock, "Is that understood?"
"Yes, Kevin," she acknowledged. "I'll be an obedient slut for you."
"Good," I said, as I slid my cock back into her mouth and began face fucking her. I didn't really need to drop another load... I had a sure thing tonight, and also a pretty sure new slut for tonight... but I was in the mood to dominate and humiliate this bitch.
I slammed my whole cock into her mouth for not even a dozen strokes, when her phone rang.
I pulled out and said, "Answer it."
She stood up and pulled her phone out of her purse. The frightened look on her face was hilarious!
"Who is it?" I asked.
"My Mom."
"Answer it," I repeated and added, "put it on speakerphone." She gave me a look of 'please no', but after I'd just told her I expected complete obedience, and she'd just agreed, she sighed and answered it on speakerphone.
"Hi, Mom," she said, as I spun her around, pulled up her dress, and slid my dick into her as usual very wet pussy. It wasn't wet at all when I'd touched her in the driveway. Crazy how just the idea of my cock, or of sucking my cock, could get a woman soaking wet... just another aspect of the magic of BFC.
"What are you doing, honey?" A soft-spoken woman asked.
"Just got back from the grocery store," she answered, as I put my hands on her wide hips and began fucking her good... knowing she'd be unable to stifle her moans.
"Did you pick up the almond milk I suggested?" she asked. From the very beginning, this conversation was so boring and typical... which made my fucking her daughter right then even hotter.
"I forgot," Mrs. Dieks answered, covering her mouth after she did.
"Jesus, Karen," the mother sighed. "You need to start listening to me. Almond milk is way better for you than anything from some dairy animal."
"I know, Mom," she said mildly, as I kept pounding her from behind, giving her the back shots I was imagining giving to Mrs. Moore one day soon.
"You always say you know, and then you never actually do it."
"I promise I'll buy some later this week," Mrs. Dieks said, although she was struggling to speak with a normal voice.
"Good," she said. "Have you spoken with your sister recently?"
"Not since last week," she answered, and I now slammed into her so our bodies collided, making the undeniable sounds of two people fucking.
"What was that noise?" the Mom asked.
"There's a window open," Mrs. Dieks lied. "And it's windy outside."
"It's loud; sounds like it's right near you."
"No, that noise is the construction they're doing next door," the MILF I was hammering away at made up, and then she showed a sense of sly humour I hadn't known she had, "He's really hammering away."
"Well, make sure they follow the city bylaws for the times they're allowed to start and stop," she said.
"It's only one carpenter, and I'm pretty sure he'll be finished well before evening," she said, looking back at me, smiling.
I smiled back, and shrugged as I kept hammering away at her greedy hole.
"Oh, and the reason for my call?"
"Yessss?" Mrs. Dieks responded with the slightest hint of a moan... since she was getting turned on by getting fucked while she was on the phone.
"I'll be coming over for Thanksgiving."
"Oh, she certainly will be," I said in a normal voice, "over and over," the idea of fucking Mrs. Dieks' Mom, who I didn't recall ever seeing or meeting... but I was discovering that older MILFs were beginning to be my thing. They were all so needy... so obedient... so willing... such good sluts, and appreciative of my big fat cock.
"Who's talking?" The mother asked.
"The television," Mrs. Dieks responded, looking at me with shock.
"But that too sounded like it was right near your phone," she said.
"Sorry, I just turned it on," the slut adlibbed.
I asked, "Do you think she'll succumb to my BFC too?"
"Well, turn it down," she said. "And what's a BFC?"
"I-I-I don't know," Mrs. Dieks stammered, getting flustered by my embarrassing input.
"You're acting really weird," the Mom said.
"I guess I am; I'm a little preoccupied," Mrs. Dieks said.
I slapped her ass hard for using the word 'little' in my BFC presence.
"Sorry; I mean that I'm big time preoccupied," she corrected herself.
"By what?" the Mom asked, as I pulled out and decided to use only her pussy juice for lube while I sodomized this bitch.
"The hammeriiiiiiiiiing, holy fuuuuuuuck," she howled, as I slid my cock into her incredibly tight asshole.
"Karen!" The mother cried out, horrified.
"Sooooooorrrry," Karen moaned, as my entire cock disappeared inside her ass.
"What's gotten into you?" the Mom asked.
"Nothing, Mom, I've got to go now," Mrs. Dieks gasped, hanging up on her mother as I began seriously fucking her ass.
"You asshole," she accused, turning back to me angrily.
"No, I'm inside your asshole," I corrected. "Plus, I was being nice. I could have ordered you to beg me to fuck your asshole while your mother was still listening."
"True," she said.
"So what do you want?" I asked, stopping while still buried deep in her ass.
"I want my asshole fucked."
"Then beg," I ordered.
"Please Kevin, fuck your dirty slut's asshole before my husband gets home," she begged, her voice so urgent. One thing she was good at was being a slut.
"And if he arrives while my dick is lodged up your shit hole?" I asked, as I began fucking her ass hard... this wasn't a romantic fuck... this was strictly about my dominating and demeaning her.
"Then so what? You own all my holes, not him," she declared.
"Which means?" I asked.
"That I'll always do whatever you tell me, no matter what," she answered with a moan of acceptance.
"Good slut," I said. As I hammered away, I asked, "Is your Mom hot?"
"What?" She asked, completely flummoxed by the question.
"Is your Mom hot?" I repeated.
"I don't know," she answered. "I've never looked at her that way."
"I think I'll be sure to stop by and introduce myself when she comes for Thanksgiving," I said.
"Oh, Kevin, no!"
I pulled out and said, "I thought we'd already made this clear: whenever I'm around, you fucking have no opinions."
"But she's my mother!"
"So?" I dismissed. "I'm sure she's a nasty slut, too."
"I can't even imagine that!"
As I slid back into her asshole, I asked, "Would she believe her daughter would ever get fucked by a chubby eighteen-year-old in her own house while she was talking to her mother and expecting her husband home soon?"
"God, no!"
"Exactly," I said. "All older women are sluts for big fat cock."
"But not my Mom."
"Glad to hear it. Challenge accepted," I smiled as I sodomized her.
"That's not what I meant," she said, suddenly realizing what we'd both said.
"Regardless, I'm going to turn your Mom into a big fat cock slut just like her daughter," I said as I really reamed her.
"Oh, God," she moaned.
"Yeah, a Mom and daughter team of cum sluts," I continued, knowing she was close. "Think she takes dick up her asshole too?"
"Oh, Kevin," she moaned.
"Stop pretending. You want me to fuck your mother, you nasty slut," I said, pounding her as hard as I could.
"Nooooooo," she replied, although her loud moans betrayed her real feelings.
"You'd love to see your mother getting ass fucked and treated like a nasty old whore, wouldn't you?" I asked, stopping deep inside her... postponing her imminent orgasm.
"Oh Kevin, please don't make me say it," she whined.
"Say it, or I leave," I threatened, which wasn't an idle threat, since I was willing to leave right now and go deposit my load in either my mother or Ms. Chan.
"Fine, you bastard," she said, frustrated, but such an easy slut pushover whenever my cock was inside her, or frankly, even just within view, or truth be told, if I just offered it to her sight unseen. "I want you to turn my mother into an anal fuck toy, just like her cock-loving daughter."
"See, that wasn't so hard," I said, and I generously resumed destroying her asshole.
Close to coming, and in her completely insatiable slut mode, she babbled, obviously wanting to impress me, "Oh fuck, Kevin... the things you make me do... for your big cock... anything! I'll do anything... fuck my Mom in the ass... face fuck her big mouth... turn her into a cock-hungry cum rag... oh yes... Kevin... that's so hot... your idea... so hot... to fuck my Mom... fuck her... fuck... fuck... fuck!"
That tapeworm sentence took her a good thirty strokes to get out... and a lot of heavy breathing... some hair pulling... and my furiously deep thrusts... but then her primal scream echoed through the house as her orgasm struck her... an anal orgasm that ripped through her without ever having her pussy touched, like only an anal slut for big fat cock could ever achieve.
Deciding to humiliate her even more, I kept fucking her until I unloaded in her asshole a couple minutes later, and then I reached for the cucumber in a grocery bag... pulled out my dick, and slid the cuke into her ass instead.
She'd been moaning as I filled her ass, "Yes, fill my ass with your big load," and then she gasped as the cucumber arrived in her well-gaped ass, "What are you dooooing?"



"Helping you marinate your supper salad," I quipped, since the cucumber would retain her salty ass taste, as well as the creamy cum I'd already provided. "I expect this to be used in the supper you make for you and your husband tonight, without peeling or cleaning it at all. Is that understood?" I demanded, pumping the vegetable in and out of her ass.
"Oh, Kevin," she moaned, still recovering from her orgasm and too weak to say much more.
"Your answer is 'yes', slut," I informed her.
"Yes, Kevin," she agreed weakly.
"Good," I said, leaving the cucumber inside her ass as I put my dick away.
I slapped her ass hard and left the house without another word... curious about whether she would actually obey my ludicrous order.
I was walking down the Dieks driveway, when I spotted Mrs. Moore across the street, looking right at me. I waved... wondering what she might have seen while I was in the car, and what she was thinking at the moment. I'd definitely been inside the house way longer than it would take to bring in some groceries... even if I'd helped put them away.
Just then, Mr. Dieks drove into the double lane driveway. I waved to him as I headed to my house. He waved back.
I smiled at the power I had over Mrs. Dieks, and the growing influence I was beginning to have on much of the block... Mrs. Moore a very possible future target... but first, I had a young coed to fuck tonight.
But even before that... a much-needed nap.
.....
Mom woke me up in my bedroom the old fashioned way... no blowjob this time... she just shook me and said something. "Hey, wake up sleepyhead. It's almost time."
"Okay," I said, slowly waking up.
"Mistress Danai sent you a link, so you can watch our preliminary proceedings," she said.
"Oh?" I said, this news waking me up in a heartbeat.
"Although part of the plan has been changed," she said, as I looked up and saw she was wearing red lingerie with matching red stockings attached.
"Mmmmmmm," I said, admiring my mother's all red look. "You look good enough to eat!"
"You like?" he asked.
"If I wasn't saving my next couple of loads for tonight. I'd already be fucking you senseless," I said, as she placed her nylon-clad right leg onto the bed right beside me. I placed my left hand on her leg and felt the sexy sheer nylons. "Wow, these are super silky."
"Yeah, I found this pair on Facebook marketplace. They're Wolfords. Made in England, and super hard to get over here."
"Well, I approve," I said, stroking my hand up and down her leg.
"I thought you would," she said. "I've just ordered a few different colours and designs from their website. Although it will take a couple weeks for them to get here."
"Okay," I said. That wasn't too long.
"I paid for expedited shipping, so hopefully they'll arrive sooner," she said, as I lifted up her foot and sucked one of her toes into my mouth. "So I guess you like them."
"I love them," I said, worshipping her sweet delicate nylon-clad toes. "So the plan has changed?"
"Yes. Tamara and Danai are coming over here almost immediately," she said.
"Really?" I asked, giving generous attention to each silky sheer toe.
"Yes. Tamara called and asked if I'd be alone tonight," she explained. "I lied and told her I would be."
"I see," I said. "And where, perchance, did you tell her I'd be?"
"At the movies," she said. "Which is kind of true."
"Oh?" I asked.
"Yes, you'll be watching a live action porn flick with an audience of one," she smiled as she moved her foot down to the floor just as I finished the last toe.
"I see," I said, expecting her to offer me the other foot.
"I'd love to have you suck all ten toes, and even give Mommy a foot massage, but they'll be here any minute now," she said.
"Do they think I've already left?" I asked.
"I texted them just before coming in here and said that you had," she said, just as the doorbell rang.
"Speaking of devilish sluts," I joked, knowing it was corny, but pretty witty.
Mom bent down and kissed me while she squeezed my hard cock. "It's good to know Mommy can still get you excited," she said when she broke the kiss.
"Always," I said, and I watched her gorgeous ass while she walked away. As soon as her amazing back end was out of view, I grabbed my laptop, flipped it open and checked my email.
I clicked on a message from Mrs. Grady and saw a link and the words: I hope you enjoy. You did say you wanted to watch your Mom's first DP.
I clicked on the link and saw our living room. It was empty... although I could faintly hear some feminine voices.
A moment later, I saw all three lovely ladies walk in to the room. Mrs. Grady, as I'd instructed, was wearing white nylons. Tamara, to my chagrin, had on black nylons and, as I've already mentioned, my hot Mom was still in her sexy red stockings.
As I admired the three beautiful women, all in sexy nylons, I wondered what they were using for a camera, when in effect I was looking through the one Mom normally used. And had they filmed other sexual rendezvous? A question I'd be inquiring about later.
"Miss me, slut?" Tamara asked, walking over to my Mom, slapping her ass and then kissing her.
"Immensely," Mom answered when the kiss was broken a few seconds later.
"Then why are you still standing?" Tamara asked.
"Sorry, Mistress," Mom responded, immediately dropping to her knees, into a position I was very used to seeing her in... except it was usually to suck cock... my cock. Hearing Mom calling someone Mistress was also quite hot.
"Mom tells me you're craving some double penetration," Tamara said as she lifted her dress far enough to reveal that her black stockings were attached to a black garter-belt.
"I've been craving to service your pussy, eat your asshole, and to be fucked by you and your Mom simultaneously for a long time," Mom said wickedly.
"Fuck, I've missed your nastiness," Tamara said. "Coeds are shitty pussy eaters, and the professors are too uppity... they usually think they're doing me a favour."
"But you still use them, I assume," Mom said, as she rubbed her hands up and down Tamara's legs.
"That goes without saying," Tamara said, pulling Mom's head into her pussy. "And Professor Carter, bless her pussy, is becoming very well trained."
"I told you you'd break her," Danai said.
"Yeah, she took a little more time than most white sluts, who break just from the offer of some ripe young chocolate pie," Tamara said as Mom licked her. "But she still tumbled just like the rest of them. I had her wearing a vibrating egg a few days ago, which I turned on and off during class as a punishment for her soul food eatery resistance."
"You wicked bitch," Danai said, chuckling, as she removed her dress to reveal some sexy white lingerie that matched her sexy white stockings... a visual of contrasting black and white that was utterly erotic and beautiful... its very own style of art. My cock, as usual, was rock hard as I admired these two black beauties... as well as contemplating my Mom servicing someone less than half her age... plus all this hot lesbian talk. It was a voyeur's dream... and before my BFC discovery, this would have been the hottest moment of my life... but now it was just another wild event in a constant series of wild events.
"Says the incestuous Mom who taught me how to turn white bitches into pussy pleasing pets," Tamara said fondly, her hand gently stroking the back of my Mom's head.
"It comes from many generations of your ancestors training white sluts to pay for the sins of their fathers," Danai explained flippantly, this conversation becoming both hot and interesting.
"I'll be sure to keep our legacy going," Tamara said.
"I know you will, honey," Danai said, looking directly at the camera... obviously knowing exactly where it was.
"Get our slut onto all fours, and get her asshole ready for a double dicking," Tamara ordered.
"You and your fondness for alliteration," Danai said, shaking her head as she began maneuvering herself behind my mother.
"What can I say? I'm a writer," Tamara shrugged, as Danai arrived behind my Mom, rolled her onto all fours like a Barbie girl, pulled her ass cheeks apart, and began licking Mom's rosebud.
Then for two or three minutes, as I steadfastly held back from giving my very hard and very ready cock any attention, the threesome consisted of Mom on all fours licking Tamara, in what looked like a slightly uncomfortable position given how she needed to crane her neck, while Danae's face remained buried between my Mom's ass cheeks. Except now she also had a finger sliding in and out of that rosebud... some gaping that Mom didn't really need, after all the back door back shots I'd been giving her.
"All right Mama, is our slut's asshole ready?" Tamara asked, going over to a red duffel bag she'd brought along.
"It's slightly gaped now," Danai reported.
"No worries, Mistress. I'm very ready for your cock," Mom assured her, sounding very eager to get some fake dick inside her. Unfortunately from the angle the camera was pointing, I could hardly see her face.
"Who'd have thought you'd be such a slut?" Tamara said, pulling two strap-on harnesses out of the bag. "And I still can't believe you married an asshole like William."
"I'm sure his big cock had a lot to do with it," Danai said, as she gaped Mom's ass a little wider.
"That definitely had a lot to do with it," Mom said. "After the first time he fucked me, I just wasn't thinking straight anymore."
"I have to admit I totally understand," Tamara said, as she removed her dress to reveal an amazingly tight body, and then she put the harness on. "William was the only man I could never say no to, and it sure as hell wasn't his pleasant demeanour or middling good looks.
"Yeah, I know," Mom nodded, as Danai pulled out of her ass and reached for the other strap-on harness.
"William proved to me that I can't resist a big fat cock," Danai added. "I became a complete slutty bimbo every time he showed it to me."
"But you only like white cocks," Tamara said.
"Yeah, definitely just white ones," her mother said as she slid the harness up her white-stockings-clad legs. "I don't know why, but a big white cock just turns me into a mindless cock-crazy cum bucket." As she said this, she looked right at me via the camera and winked.
"Yeah, it's my only weakness," Tamara said, as she stroked her temporary eight-inch cock. After a pause she added, "On the other hand, every white pussy is mine to conquer."
"Hey, I've got one of those! Pillage away, Mistress," Mom invited, as Tamara snugly tightened her Mom's strap-on.
"So impatient," Tamara said, as she spun her Mom around and kissed her... which was so fucking hot. Sex was sex... fucking was fucking... but kissing was intimate. And to me, kissing was especially taboo and intimate between two relatives, since it expressed much more than just carnal lust... it conveyed true intimacy with someone who shared your blood... which as I said, made it tabooer.
The mother and daughter made out for a minute or so, both women's hands roaming over each other's bodies... hot compounding hot!
"Should we take this up to the bedroom?" Tamara asked.
"No!" the two women in the know quickly disagreed.
Danai explained, "it's just hotter if we do it right out here in the open."
"Okay. Then Joan, are you ready to be the middle of an Oreo?" Tamara asked... making me smile because of the sexy visual.
"Oreo?" Mom asked, as the young black beauty went behind my Mom after lubing her strap-on dick.
"The soft white filling between two hard black dicks," Tamara explained to my Mom, as she positioned her dick against my Mom's ass.
From my angle I couldn't see any penetration, but I could still watch the action.
"Oooooh," Mom moaned as Tamara slid her dick inside her asshole.
"Oh yeah, you're such a cute white slut," Tamara said, once she was all the way inside my Mom, and resting her hips against her backside.
"Yes, Mistress," Mom moaned, looking completely filled up, with sixteen inches of cock inside her two holes... likely almost touching each other... yes, I know... that's not actually possible, but you get my drift.
"Kiss me," Danai ordered, and as Tamara started slowly fucking Mom's asshole, Mom and Danai started kissing. Watching this intimate kissing that included my Mom, while she was also being double penetrated by this mother and daughter team, was wickedly hot.
As I watched, I pondered when it would be best for me to interrupt the action. I'd already decided to sneak out the back door, go around to the front, then casually walk through the door and surprise them... while acting surprised myself,,, and just see what happened.
"Oreo me," Mom requested, breaking the kiss and looking back at Tamara.
"You want both of us black bitches to fuck your slutty white holes?" Tamara asked, as I silently crept off my bed, unable to resist the temptation any longer.
"Yes, Mistress," Mom said. "I want both of you to fuck my cunt and my asshole, and use me as your white bimbo fuck toy."
I adjusted my cock, which was ready to burst.
Tamara said, "Match my thrusts, Mom."
"Sure, honey," Danai responded, and I watched for a few strokes... the first couple of them quite awkward, before they got into perfect unison while fucking my mother's two needy holes.
"Oh yeah, fuck me," Mom moaned as her body got thoroughly fucked.
I might have stayed put and watched, but this seemed like the perfect time to sneak outside undetected and sneak back in.
I headed out the back door, snuck around the house, and slipped back inside... my trip taking less than two minutes total.
As I silently closed the front door behind me, I heard Mom begging, "Harder, fuck my asshole harder!"
Luckily, the direction I walked in from allowed only Danai to see me... although at first she was preoccupied with fucking Mom's pussy... and in their positions, that must have been quite the workout for them both.
I watched for about thirty seconds, my phone out and filming for my personal collection, and also to expedite adding Tamara to my collection of sluts... one of the few who were my age... albeit a year older... getting an amazing view of her tight black ass. I don't think it's a racial thing exactly, but there's just something extra exotic about a black woman's body... especially her ass. And if there was a section of the Louvre featuring body parts, I don't think they could find a more perfect ass specimen than Tamara... sure, Beyoncé has quite the booty too, but Tamara's was perfection.
I was about to say something, when Tamara must have sensed someone behind her, and she turned around, saw me, and froze. She then asked furiously, "What the fuck are you doing here?"
"Kevin!" Mom fake gasped, giving quite the academy awards performance, "Yes, what are you doing here?"
"I live here," I pointed out.
"But I thought you were at the movies," Mom said as Tamara pulled out of her ass, and I could see her impressively gaped hole. Of course my own cock was fatter, and it could gape Mom's ass even better, but this was still some very nice handiwork. Or should I call it strap-on work?
"They were sold out," I answered.
"Stop fucking filming us," Tamara demanded, storming towards me, her toy dick even more spectacular up close... and her hard nipples were pointing right at me.
"I'm just gathering some evidence for your Dad," I shrugged. "After all, what you three women are doing doesn't seem very Christian."
"You fucker!" Tamara snapped, grabbing for my phone.
No, the fucker was the one fucking my Mom," I replied wittily, or at least I thought it was witty, but alas, no one appreciated it as I snatched my hand away from Tamara's.
"Kevin, instead of your blabbing to my stick-up-the-ass husband, I'm sure there's some other arrangement we could make with you that would be much more pleasant for all concerned," Danai said, playing along with me.
"Really? Like what?" I asked innocently. "I mean I appreciate your spreading the Lord's word, but this seems like an irregular twist to door to door proselytizing."
"Give me that damn phone," Tamara demanded, reaching for it again.
"Do you girls do this for all your parishioners?" I asked, enjoying this exchange way more than I should... as Mom climbed off of Danai.
"Kevin, please," Danai pleaded. "I'm sure we can work something out that you'd like."
"Hmmm... possibly. Does this generous Christian outreach program extend to males too?" I asked, keeping my phone out of Tamara's reach. She might have been taller than I was, but once one factors in strength, there was no way she was winning this keep-away game.
"Please, Kevin," Mom said.
"Mom, you've got an amazing body," I complimented her as if I was seeing it for the first time.
"You sick fuck," Tamara said, reaching around me, her tits squished against me and her dick between my legs... which was both hot and weird.
"Says the girl sodomizing my mother, with her own mother sticking it to her from the other side," I pointed out. "Now back away from me," I ordered, using my free hand against her tits to shove her backwards... not roughly, but strongly enough to push her a couple feet away.
Tamara glared at me.
"Sluts, get over here and get me ready," I ordered suddenly.
Tamara's eyes absolutely bulged, when both her mother and my mother rushed over to me, dropped to their knees, and pulled my sweats down... I had conveniently, like almost every porn star in the history of erotic films, gone commando, resulting in their revealing my big, fat cock.
"Mom!" Tamara cried out. "What the fuck?"
"Honey, get over here and check out what Kevin is packing," the mother said, taking my cock in her hands.
"Yeah, Kevin's dick is even longer and fatter than his Dad's," my Mom added.
I watched Tamara processing what had just transpired... and what was still transpiring. Finally, as she indeed did stare at my BFC, she asked, looking up at me, "You've fucked my mother?"
"Only twice so far," I answered, as I snapped my fingers and Danai took my dick into her mouth. "The second time was today during the service."
"Fuck, I knew it," she said.
"You did?" I asked.
"Yeah. Well I didn't know it was you, but I knew it was somebody. She never misses any part of the service, and when she finally came in, her cheeks were flushed, and she acted oddly for the rest of the service... she was totally unable to sit still," Tamara explained.
"Well, she did have a large load of my cum leaking out of her pussy," I explained.
"Jesus!" Tamara said.
"Balls, Mom," I ordered, demonstrating to Tamara that she wasn't the only one in the room having an incestuous affair with their mother.
"No way," Tamara exclaimed, as she watched my Mom obediently start lapping my balls.
"Both your Mom and my Mom will do anything for my big fat cock," I explained matter-of-factly, exuding a confidence I normally had only when I was excelling academically.
"So I see," she said, watching the two woman worshipping my cock, while obviously processing this sudden turn of events. "So, you set up this current scenario?"
"Actually, your Mom did... at least up to when I walked through the door. Then it was all adlibbing."
"And now you expect me just to drop to my knees and start sucking you too?"
"I do," I nodded, "or else you could bend over and let me fuck you from behind? You're ass is fucking amazing."
"I know," she said, just as confident about her body as I was about my cock.
"And just to be clear, the hierarchy has just changed," I said.
"It has, has it?" she asked with a smirk on her face. I couldn't quite read her... was she accepting her fate, or was she going to be the first female to resist me... I wasn't sure. I understood deep down that even after all my successful and rather straightforward seductions, that one of them would eventually turn out to be problematic, or even impossible... but since Tamara had already been used by my Dad, I didn't anticipate she'd be my stumbling block... even though I knew she preferred girls to guys.



"Yes, it has," I asserted, keeping any of my small insecurities hidden away, as I explained, "I'm the alpha, you're my beta, and then your Mom's next, and then mine."
"And you expect me to accept that ranking... as in you above me... just because you have a big dick?" she challenged, "is there any reasoning behind this insanity?" still not showing any of the submission all the other women had, once I'd revealed my cock... Tamara's eyes were almost always steadily on mine, instead of my dick.
"Well, for one thing," I said, and I pointed at my dick.
"And for the second?" she asked, her hands on her hips, not looking the least bit submissive, and not at all trying to hide her body... if anything, she was trying to tempt me with it, just like I was trying to tempt her with my impressive dick.
"You're already my Dad's submissive slut," I said.
"So?" She asked dismissively, not denying it, or displaying any shame about the accuracy of my accusation.
"Okay, then here's the third thing. Mine is longer and fatter than my Dad's, I have more stamina, and I'm just all around better," I said.
"You are, are you?" she asked, still dismissively.
"Yeah," I said, placing my smug bravado at the forefront.
"So assuming that's all true, then what exactly are you thinking we should do about it?"
"Well, first you could come over here and share my dick with your Mom," I said, as she came closer to me.
"You understand that I'm no one's slut," she said, now standing right in front of me, looming over our mothers' heads.
Placing my hands on her shoulders, the power move of power moves, although I wasn't even sure it would work this time... particularly because it hadn't worked even on Jasmine at first... I forged ahead and said, "That's not entirely true. Tonight you're my slut."
She stared at me.
I stared at her.
Her Mom kept devouring my cock.
My Mom kept sucking on my balls with tender eagerness.
And then... after what seemed like an eternity, but likely wasn't more than twenty seconds, she caved... kinda... by saying, "Just so you know, I only take it in the ass."
"I can work with that," I smiled. "So get my dick ready for your ass."
"It looks ready now," she said, looking down at her Mom, who was still working me over.
"Not totally. It still needs some double lipped Mom and daughter attention," I said. I'd once seen a porn film were two girls sucked a cock from both sides, while kissing each other both over and under their shared cock.
"You think so?" she asked, her tone sultry and sweet.
"I know so," I said confidently, as I finally applied some extra pressure on her shoulders to... successfully this time... gently guide her down to join the other two women.
So she complied with it this time, but said, "Mom, you'll pay for this later."
"I know, honey," Danai said. "And I look forward to that. But I knew you'd love this dick."
"It is a pretty great dick," Tamara admitted, as she took it in her mouth.
"There you go," I moaned, reaching into my back pocket and stealthily pulling my phone back out, to film this moment of long-to-be-treasured success.
"That's so hot! Suck it, Tamara," Mrs. Grady cheered her on, enthralled at the sight of her daughter bobbing on her favourite dick.
"Oh yes, Mistress, keep sucking my son's big fat cock," Mom added her encouragement, as she continued lathering my balls with her saliva.
"Yeah, for a mostly lesbian, you've got some great cock sucking skills," I chipped in as well.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, inventing variations on my dick as she sucked me.
After a couple dozen more bobs, I ordered, "Now share my dick with some lip-locked incestuous sucking."
"You got it, sexy," Danai agreed enthusiastically, as Tamara pulled away from my cock.
"I'm still your boss, Mom," Tamara reminded.
"Not a problem, my sweetheart Mistress," Danai agreed.
Then I watched as they both leaned forward, one on each side of my dick, locked lips across it, and began moving left and right, right and left, in sensational unison.
"Oh yeah, that's it," I said, filming this amazing double girl blow job, (triple if you include my Mom, who wasn't even in the frame at the moment, but who was still doing a sensuous job on my balls.
For a couple minutes, I just enjoyed the three pairs of lips ministering to my dick and balls.
I likely could have unloaded my next load of the day this way... although they were giving me more of a soothing, pleasurable tease than bust a bust-a-nut pleasuring, plus I was impatient to fuck Tamara. So I came up with a cool idea... a triple sodomy fucking.
I asked, "Who wants to get ass fucked?"
"I do!" both Mom and Danai cried out eagerly like schoolgirls, almost in perfect unison.
"And you, Miss?" I asked Tamara, tapping her lips with my fat cock head.
"Yes," she answered, but with very little enthusiasm.
"Yes, what?" I asked, Tamara a lot more stubborn than most women in giving in to her lustful needs.
She sighed, "I play this game with my own sluts."
"Then you know what I expect to hear," I said, sliding my cock into her mouth, and ruthlessly face fucking her for a dozen strokes... making her gag... and making her eyes water.
As I pulled my cock out of her mouth, she glared at me, saying, "You asshole."
"Don't you mean you want me to fuck your asshole?" I smirked, before sliding my cock back into her mouth for another dozen deep throat drillings.
When I pulled out again, her saliva dripping out of her mouth and off of my cock, she threatened, "You'd better be able to fuck me until I come."
"Oh, you'll come for me, all right," I promised, never yet failing to get a woman off.
"Then prove it," she challenged. She wasn't anywhere near being a submissive slut like her mother, she was just a strong and self-confident woman who wanted to be fucked by a big cock... and it was a nice change.
"Mom, get onto all fours with your hands on the couch," I ordered.
"Yes, honey," Mom agreed eagerly, crawling over to the location I'd just instructed.
"Mrs. Grady, go slide your dick up my Mom's asshole," I instructed, playing porn director.
"Yes, Kevin," she said, crawling into her position, and sliding her strap-on inside my mother's still well gaped asshole.
Tamara watched me choreographing her two pets and said, "Let me guess: you want me to slide my dick into my Mom?"
"Into her ass, actually," I corrected.
"You're quite the pervert," she said as she, unlike the other two, stood up. I was about to order her back onto her knees, when she picked up the lube. Okay, fair enough.
"That's an accusation I can't deny," I agreed with her.
"And you've wanted to fuck me forever, haven't you?" Tamara asked, as she lubed up her dick.
"I'd be lying if I said you haven't played a key role in lots of my stroke fantasies," I admitted.
"Just like I figured," she said.
"And while I know I didn't star in any of yours so far, I bet I will now," I said.
"Don't overestimate the power of your dick, Kevin."
"Really? Why's that?" I asked, as she stepped behind her mother.
"Because it's just a dick. Sure, it's an impressive one. Yes, it will entice many women into drooling and doing other embarrassing things they'd never do for a little one... but to be a real man, you need to understand that such power can lead to a very distorted view of who you are."
"So you're saying that with great big cock comes great responsibility," I misquoted someone from about 2,000 years ago.
"I'm serious," she said, even as she obeyed me and slid her cock into her Mom's ass.
"Ohhhhhh," Mrs. Grady moaned as her daughter sodomized her.
My Mom also moaned slightly, since Tamara leaning against her mother dominoed into Mrs. Grady's cock pressing deeper into my Mom.
"Then why obey me?" I asked, actually curious about what she meant, and why was she was obeying me if she felt that way.
"Because I want to feel your big fat dick deep inside my ass, Kevin," she said bluntly. "I wouldn't sell my soul for it, but since it's conveniently available right now, it's an experience worth having at least once."
That explanation didn't help... I'd already assumed most of that.
"So now that we've all jumped through your hoops, get yourself over here and fuck my ass with that big dick," she demanded, as if she was in charge. In fact she probably thought she was. But since I was getting what I wanted, I wouldn't make an issue of it... at least not right now.
"Fuck it," I said, her amazing ass bent over so perfectly, it was just begging for my attention. The philosophical challenge about responsibility would have to wait. I went to the lube and generously coated my dick.
"That's the point," she said, "so fuck my ass," as she bucked her hips to go even deeper into her Mom... which resulted in her giving my Mom some pleasure too. If my physics was correct, I could fuck all three women in the ass all at once by being at the caboose end of this four-person anal fuck train... which, if I do say so myself, was quite fucking impressive.
I got behind her and looked at the three women, all bent over, all because I told them to... this was power that almost no man could ever obtain.
I positioned my lubed cock at Tamara's butthole and asked, "Ready?"
"Just stop stalling and shove that big dick up my asshole, Kevin!" she demanded. Nope, she wasn't being the least bit submissive... more like the opposite. Oh well, I was certain her asshole would feel great!
I smiled, loving to hear a hot piece of ass who openly admitted she preferred women, and who was Mistress to many women... including my mother... begging for me to fuck her. It was an exhilarating feeling!
"Such a needy little slut," I said patronizingly, as I obliged her request by sliding my cock into her beautiful black ass.
"Don't push your luuuuuck," she said, trying to stay in control, but was totally distracted, once my cock was penetrating her ass.
"Oh, I'll push all your buttons," I said, as I watched my white cock disappearing beyond her dark chocolate skin... it really was a beautiful visual.
"Just shut up and fuck me," Tamara rebutted, not in the least becoming some mindful, obedient, lustful slut just because I had my big dick inside her.
"Don't pretend you're not a slut for my big fat cock," I said, now all the way inside her ass.
"I'm a total slut for your big white cock," her Mom added.
"And I'm a total slut for your big fat white cock," my Mom added.
"Is that true?" I asked.
"You bet your sweet ass I am!" both women answered in perfect unison.
"Just fuck me," Tamara said, clearly annoyed.
"Then tell me how much you want me to, Tamara," I ordered. "I have a lot of women who'll beg for this dick, ditch their husbands for this dick, even play hooky from cheerleading practice for this dick." Then to remind her the power of my big fat cock, I gave her six deep, hard thrusts.
"Fuuuuuuck," she moaned, as my entire fuck train was pleasured by my deep thrusts.
"Tell me," I repeated.
"Yes, fuck yes! I love your big, fat, white cock," Tamara admitted, even though she obviously felt frustrated to be saying those words. "It's a veritable Moby Dick among dicks. Is that good enough? Will you fuck me now?"
"Since you asked so nicely," I said with a touch of sarcasm, my hands firmly grasping her hips as I began pumping my dick into her amazing hot, tight ass... it was obvious this wasn't a hole that was regularly penetrated, even though she'd said this was her hole of choice.
"Oh fuck," Tamara moaned as I slowly fucked her ass... knowing from experience it would only be a matter of time before she'd be begging me to fuck the shit out of her (I've always wondered where that expression came from).
"Such a tight asshole," I said, enjoying its warmth and its grip milking my cock... at this rate, this wouldn't be a very long ass fucking.
"You and your father are the only ones who've ever fucked it," she revealed.
"So this tight asshole is only open to Walsh men," I said, loving that idea... although I wasn't a big fan of sharing any of my conquests with my old man... even the ones he'd turned first.
"I guess," she said.
I stopped, balls deep in her ass, "So say it."
"Fine," she said, annoyed, but obeying me nonetheless, "my asshole is only available to big-dicked Walsh men."
"Sounds good," I said, resuming my slow anal drilling.
"Now show me what kind of man you are," she said.
"I think I already have."
"No, so far you've only made gentle love to my ass," she said, turning her head around to look me in the eyes. "I prefer a man who fucks the living hell out of me. Who takes what the fuck he wants. Who instinctively knows what I need. Your dad did that. Are you man enough as well?"
The gauntlet was dropped.
I accepted her challenge.
"So you want it rough, slut?" I growled, my hands squeezing her hips.
"I don't believe you're able to give it to me rough enough," she challenged.
This wasn't a challenge that offended me, but it did motivate me. No way was I going to be compared in a negative light to my father. I'd been particularly sweet to some of my conquests so I wouldn't be like him, but I could be a dominant stud as well... and it was time for that persona to come forth and fuck this naysayer within an inch of her life!
"Oh, you little bitch," I said, reaching forward and grabbing her long black hair with a yank. "You want to be fucked like a cheap whore? Then I'll fuck you like one."
"Or you can just do your best," she taunted, turning her head back around, as I pulled out... and slammed back into her.
"Oooooh," she moaned.
"Ooooooh," was also uttered from the lips of my other two sluts with strap-ons in their assholes... who were only pleasured depending on how hard I back shot Tamara.
"Okay, I concede my argument; you are man enough. Now really give it to me!" Tamara moaned.
So I did. For several good minutes... one hand yanking on her hair and the other firmly on her hip, I pounded her asshole furiously... each forward thrust going as deep as possible... my strokes smooth and fast....
"That's it, oh, fuck yeah Kevin, drill my ass, fuck it, oh yeah, you fucking stud, that's it, don't stop, harder, pound my asshole, oh God, that's it, don't stop, don't you dare fucking stop, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh you mother fucking STUD!" she finally screamed, those words and many more uttered out of her mouth accompanied by moans, as I fucked her to orgasm.
Her Mom and my Mom also moaned throughout, although not enough to get off, as their resident cocks only rested deep in their asses, making only slight movements, dependent upon the greatly reduced effects of my furious anal attack on Tamara.
"Only nasty sluts come from getting their asses hammered," I said, as I miraculously succeeded in my resistance to unloading in her.
"That's me all right, and I love your cock," she muttered, as she collapsed onto her mother, her body quaking from the anal orgasm given to her by yours truly.
"I know you do," I smiled, loving to see a woman completely pleasured, and in the throes of an intense orgasm provided by me... the nerd... the wallflower... the geek who'd been constantly ignored for years... until now.
"Can you please come in my ass?" Tamara asked a few seconds later, as I kept fucking her ass. And she asked politely, so I guess I'd earned her respect. But I'd still make all the decisions.
"Actually, you can milk my load out of me by fucking our sluts," I said.
"Excuse me? How?" she asked, looking back at me with a confused look.
"Simple. Your Mom fucks my Mom, and you fuck your Mom, while you also fuck yourself on my dick," I instructed, curious about whether this scheme would actually work... knowing it would at least delay my imminent orgasm.
"Okay, let's give it a try," she agreed.
It took a good minute... with a few starts and stops... my dick sliding out of her ass once... before the train staggered into a smooth rhythm. I just stood in place... my phone filming away... as the two black beauties slid their cocks into the respective assholes in front of them, while also getting their own asses fucked by the chick or stud behind them.
Moans echoed through the room, in what might have been the most beautiful 'Symphony of the Moans' ever.
My balls resumed boiling... and in a couple minutes of smooth milking from Tamara's tight asshole... I was about to burst.
"Get ready for my load, slut," I warned.
"Yes, deposit that white man's load deep up my asshole," she urged me, maintaining a perfectly smooth pace in fucking her moaning mother while milking my cock.
"Oh fuck, here it comes, slut," I grunted, and I spewed a half dozen ropes of cum in her ass.
"Yeeeeeeeeessssssss!!" Tamara cried out, exhilarated by the warm cum coating her bowels.
"So tight," I moaned, loving my intense orgasm.
I remained standing as the Gradys kept fucking... and over the next two or three minutes... while I remained hard and ready for round two, or round nine for the entire day... my mother came... then Mrs. Grady... and to my surprise, a second orgasm cascaded through Tamara from fucking herself on my fat dick.
They all collapsed on top of each other... each of them spent... each still enjoying the ecstasy of her anal orgasm.
When Tamara collapsed onto her mother, my dick slipped out of her ass, and I admired her huge, gaping hole... so unnatural, yet also perfectly natural... an oxymoronic tribute to the power of sex.
I left the three women, really needing to take a piss.
A few minutes later... since I needed to wait for my dick to calm down first... I took a piss... washed my hands... threw some water on my face... and returned to the living room.
I wasn't surprised to see Tamara on the couch.
However, I was a little surprised to see both Mrs. Grady and my mother licking her pussy together.
"Nice," I said.
"Yeah, there isn't anything much better than having two pairs of lips on your pussy," Tamara said... "or on mine anyway, since you don't have one."
"Even better is my cock up your ass," I said.
"Yes, that is even better," she agreed, looking at my flaccid dick. "You really do have an amazing dick, Kevin."
"Thanks," I said, always appreciating compliments... which I was accustomed to academically... but a lot less so physically, before I learned how to take advantage of my BFC.
"Now we just need to help you make a difference to the rest of your body," she said.
"Yeah, you're not wrong," I admitted, looking down at my belly, which did somewhat conceal how impressive my dick really was.
"Bring me the phone from my purse," she said.
"Okay," I said. I went to her purse, found her phone, and brought it back to her... while taking in a great over-the-top view of two of my sluts working together to eat a pussy. Both tongues were licking away... constantly in unison, or more accurately doing the opposite, since one went up while the other went down...
She pressed something, and brought the phone to her ear.
After a few seconds, "Hey, Amanda." "Yeah, I'm doing great... two orgasms just now... and believe it or not, from a guy!" "But ooooh, so I have a project for you. Oh, you want to hear more? Okay, right now I have a couple hungry MILFs sharing a snack, you know where. Yes, I promise I'll make sure you get some next time you come for a visit. But back to my project."
As I listened to one side of the conversation, I couldn't hear her friend's voice at all. So I decided to get behind the two pussy lickers for some slow fucking fun. First, I got behind Tamara's Mom and slid into her ass... the gaping still there, and making it easy just to slide right in.



"I have a fuck toy who needs to get in better shape," she said.
Calling me a 'fuck toy,' seemed rather belittling, since I also had a brain. Yet I took it. Not a term I imagined describing me before the BFC discovery.
I began slowly fucking her mother as Tamara chatted.
"Yeah, he has the most impressive dick I've ever seen... or been ass fucked by," Tamara said, this time making me smile.
"That's for sure," Mrs. Grady said, as I enjoyed her asshole.
"You got it. His dick is a twelve out of ten, but his body needs a lot of work," Tamara said.
It was tough to argue against either of those assessments, since I was indeed quite overweight... I'd never really cared before... but now that I was a ladies' man, I wondered just how big of a ladies Man I could become with a slimmer figure. I wasn't great looking, nor was I ugly... just average.
"Yeah, tomorrow at four is perfect," Tamara agreed.
I looked at her with an 'oh really?' look.
"Yeah, sure you can take him for a ride... he'd never refuse a girl with a bod like yours. And I guarantee you'll thank me afterwards."
I smiled as I pulled out of Danai's asshole, went behind my mother, and slid into her also well gaped asshole.
"He'll fuck the shit out of you," Tamara assured her.
"Oh yeah I will," I said, enjoying the bravado kudos she was giving me.
"Talk to you soon," Tamara said. Once she hung up, she said, "You have a four o'clock personal workout session with Amanda at The Pump."
"I'll check my schedule," I said as I slowly fucked my Mom's ass.
"No, I vouched for you," she said. "You'll fucking go."
"Okay, okay," I said with a flinch, having already decided I'd go.
"And don't make me look bad," she said.
"Oh, I'll be sure to keep all your promises," I said.
"And do everything she tells you to," she said.
"And on that note, I want you to get between these two sluts, so I can give you one more fucking," I said.
"Great minds! I was about to say the same thing," she said, as she snapped her fingers and they both obediently backed away from her pussy.
"You have them well trained," I said, impressed.
"Yeah, while you get the women with a big fat cock, I get them with my looks, my attitude, and my sweet-tasting pussy," she said, as confident in her dominant persona as I was in mine.
"Makes sense," I nodded, admiring her confidence, and also that even with all that bravado, she was still getting on all fours and bending over to offer me her asshole... again.
"Now you two, 69 while I get myself some more dick," Tamara ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," they both said in unison, an acknowledgement I guessed they'd parroted to her hundreds of times before I joined the fold.
They relocated to a few feet away from us, rolled onto their sides, and buried their faces in each other's pussies.
Then Tamara said to me, "Now instead of this position, I want you to sit on the couch."
"All right," I said, more than willing to sit down, instead remaining on my sore knees.
Once I was on the couch, she lowered her ass onto my cock, reverse cowgirl.
"Oh yeah," I moaned, since this time I was able to watch her asshole swallowing my cock.
"Just sit back and enjoy," she said, as she began riding me like a wild and crazy cowgirl. She bounced hard going down, taking my dick as deep as possible, and then riding me fast.
"That's it slut, ride my big, fat cock," I cheered, as I watched her going to town on my dick.
"Great cock!" she cheered back, as she bounced like my dick was a pleasure trampoline.
"Great ass!" I replied in kind.
And as the older women licked and moaned... each reaching another orgasm from each other's experienced tongues, Tamara reached yet another orgasm from me, and then when I warned her I was close, she hopped off of me, got onto her knees, and devoured my cock... thus sucking the dick that had just been inside her well-fucked asshole.
Then I didn't warn her at all when I erupted my load number nine of the day into her mouth which, as I'd expected her to, she swallowed down smoothly.
All of us spent, the two Moms sat on each side of me, resting their heads on my shoulders, and I wrapped my arms around them... feeling like a king.
Tamara stood up and promised, "Get rid of that belly, and I'll take you up to my college for a weekend you'll never forget."
"Every weekend is a weekend I'll never forget," I countered, or in today's case, after nine loads and seven different women, a Sunday I'd never forget.
And to think Sunday was supposed to be a day of rest.
The end of Effing Foursome
Coming next:
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Pillow Princess Club Ch. 02
Summary: Pussy 2: new pet dominated by bitch neighbour.
Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.
Note 3: This is chapter two of an ongoing series. In chapter one, Meredith is home alone with her 8-months-old baby while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She spies through her bedroom window her 18-year-old neighbour (a gorgeous girl from Italy) being sexually pleasured by another woman, then another one, and then even more. This sparks a flame inside her, awakening her curiosity to explore her own same sex desires. She discovers there's a neighborhood secret Pillow Princess Club, where older woman sign up to frequently be summoned by younger women to sexually pleasure them. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and she's immediately summoned by that same beautiful next door neighbour Bianca, whereupon she services her. Which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism... which will be continued in this story and other stories....
Pillow Princess Club Ch. 02
Following my exciting encounter with Bianca, my face was still wet and sticky while I was walking up the driveway to my house, when I heard my name being called by a voice that was both smug and domineering all at once. "Meredith!"
I stopped, sighed to myself, and turned around to see Miranda Bellencourt standing across the street, a triumphant smile smeared across her face.
"Yes, Miranda?" I called back, trying to behave as if I hadn't just eaten a teenager's pussy... even though I imagine the wet glean on my face would be enough to prove me guilty.
"Enjoy?" she asked as she began crossing the street.
"Enjoy what?" I asked, playing innocent for as long as I could.
"Don't play dumb with me," she said, while I didn't take a single step, making her walk over to me. "We both know where you just were, and what you just did."
"And what did I just do?" I asked... holding on to my secret and moral righteousness for a few more precious seconds.
"You ate Bianca's pussy, of course," she said bluntly, now just a few steps away from me.
"And what if I did?" I asked, not about to be bullied or judged by someone I'd already watched doing the exact same thing. So instead of exhibiting any guilt or shame... which I assume was the response she expected from me... I acted like it was no big deal... when in truth, it was a huge fucking deal.
"I'm not judging," she said, as she arrived right in front of me. "As you well know, that would be the pot calling the kettle."
"Good," I said.
"But I am going to enjoy the benefits of having a new bottom bitch living nearby," she said as she Trumped me (meaning her hand went directly to my pussy. I like my new expression!)
"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered, astonished by her forwardness. I looked around to see if anyone else could see that I was being molested by another woman in broad daylight.
"You're soaking wet," she pointed out as she slid a finger inside me, ignoring my question. I let out an uncontrollable moan.
"Stop!" I begged, although I didn't do anything physical to stop her... pleasure instantly growing inside of me.
"Come to my place right now," she ordered, as her finger wriggled around inside me.
"I can't," I said, suddenly greatly distracted, "I have to relieve my babysitter."
"Oh I'm sure you'll relieve Barbara very soon," Miranda said, in a sexy tone that made very clear what she thought would happen when I returned home... which was exactly what I hoped would happen when I returned home... a second pussy to eat.
"She's my daughter's best friend," I pointed out... trying to play innocent in at least that regard.
"Like that matters," she said. "She lives around here, doesn't she?" as she started plunging her finger into me vigorously. (Right out here where there were lots of neighbors who had windows!)
"Please stop," I moaned, the moan lacking any force.
"Oh? You want me to stop?" she asked, as she pulled her finger out and shoved it in my mouth.
I mindlessly sucked my own wetness off her finger, thinking to myself, I taste pretty damn good.
When she pulled her finger out, she said, "Come with me... now."
"Miranda, I...." I began to protest.
"Look, slut," Miranda said, as she pulled me close to her, both of her hands on my ass. "You joined the Club less than an hour ago, which means you're the bottom bitch around here. You're a submissive pet to all the pillow princesses, and also to every other woman in the Club, which means you'll always do whatever the fuck you're told! Is that clear?"
"I don't recall seeing that on the website," I said, although part of me found this really hot... yet another part of me didn't want to give this bitch Miranda the satisfaction of knowing I found it hot. But in any case, no matter she was a bitch, my pussy was on fire. I wanted her finger back inside me... I also could readily eat a second pussy... and then a third one when I got home... but Miranda was extremely controlling, so giving into her once would automatically lead me into a long series of complete disasters.
"Trust me," she said as she took my hand and began leading me to her house across the street, "You really need this."
"Miranda," I protested, even while I followed her... my protest falling upon deaf ears, both to her and apparently to my body, since it wasn't resisting her at all.
"Don't pretend you're not a submissive little pet who's dying to become my plaything," she said.
"But I'm not," I said, although I continued following her, which weakened my bargaining power immensely... as did my leaking pussy.
"Stop fucking lying to me and to yourself," she growled, forcefully squeezing my hand.
"I'm not," I said, but in a weak whisper that I'm not sure she even heard. If she did, she ignored it completely.
"And have you really not been fucked for over a year and a half?" she asked, as I followed her up her driveway.
I recalled that online VOTE4BITCH had said she planned to fuck me with a strap-on, and I'd replied brazenly during my initial rush of excitement about joining the Club, that I 'd willingly bend over and take it, since I hadn't been fucked in over a year and a half.
Oops.
"Well, yeah, you see, my husband..." I began trying to defend him, but I then I couldn't find anything to defend him with. Truth was, I was very bitter about his neglect of me sexually and the insecurities that came with it... which was part of the reason I'd signed up for the Club, and shortly afterwards I'd eaten a teenager's pussy in her backyard (which was wonderful), and now I was about to enter a bitchy neighbor's home to do who knows what... well, I kind of knew what... just not everything that 'what' would entail.
"No worries," she said, as we reached her front door. "We'll rectify your depressing problem ASAP."
Part of me was scared... not wanting someone like Miranda taking control of me, yet another part of me was completely turned on. Yes, it was partly the rush of having just eaten my first pussy; yes, it was partly the rush of joining a secret lesbian Club; but the idea of getting fucked, and no doubt Miranda would back her promise to fuck me silly, was pussy-leaking hot. A year and a half with no dick would make any woman vulnerable to such an offer.
I didn't say a word as we entered her house, she closed the door, and led me into her living room before handing me something. "Strip and put this on."
It looked like a maid's outfit.
I took a closer look at a very skimpy maid's outfit. "You're not serious?" I asked. Why would she have this out and ready? How did she know I'd be coming over?
"Just put it on," she said, dismissing my question with a wave of my hand. "I'll be back in a couple minutes, and I expect to find you wearing this outfit and down on your knees waiting for me."
Before I could respond, she strode away... leaving me alone in her living room.
I sighed heavily.
But partly because of my submissive nature, partly out of curiosity, and partly out of sheer horniness, I shed all my clothes, removed the vibrating eggs from my pussy (they'd been in there for over an hour by now), and put on the one-piece outfit, with a hem that was a good ten inches above my knees (meaning most of my butt was exposed). I noticed some black thigh high stockings, and I put them on too... surprised by how soft and silky sheer they were. I'd always liked nylons. I usually wore pantyhose, but I hadn't worn them since I was a few months pregnant. They were way too much work to put on when I was pregnant, and they just didn't seem worth the effort, when I was just home alone with baby Hannah every day. Once they were on, I brushed my hands over the silky sheer hosiery, wondering what brand they were... they were easily the softest nylons I'd ever touched.
"Aren't they soft?" Miranda asked as she arrived in the living room wearing just a garter-belt, beige stockings, and a big strap-on cock around her waist... well, the harness was the only part around her waist, but I'm sure you get the picture.
"Y-y-yeah," I stammered, as I stared at her big cock, which was aimed directly at me, and I realized Miranda had a bitchin' body for a bitch.
"Wolford's," she said. "I bring some back from London whenever we visit there."
"They're amazing," I said, in awe of both Miranda's body and cock, and how soft and sexy these nylons were.
Miranda sat in an easy chair next to me and ordered, "Put on the lace hat, and get on your knees in front of me."
"Miranda, this is going a little over the top," I complained.
"I don't recall asking your opinion," she said, dismissing my words again with another wave of her hand. "Just do as you're fucking told."
Again I was torn between two polar opposite sets of thoughts and feelings. On the one hand allowing Miranda to treat me this way was risky, since I was giving a woman who loved power even more of it. On the other hand I was horny as fuck, and my natural submissive nature was shouting at me to go along with her. So buying a bit of time to decide, I looked at her, carefully settled the maid's hat that completed the sexy slut outfit into place, looked once again at the cock... and slowly lowered myself before her. Okay, I'd committed myself. No more doubts please, self, let's enjoy this new experience.
While I'd been dithering, she'd been simply waiting for me, which given her bossy nature was surprising. I suppose she'd recognised that as a newbie I'd need a little while to get up my nerve. Then once I was finally ready, she brought her nylon-clad foot to my face and ordered, "Lick the sweat off my sole, slut." Okay, back to being bossy; fair enough, my role here was to constantly submit to her.
"Really?" I asked, smelling her sweaty scent which was, to my surprise, a strangely sensual aroma as it drifted into my nostrils.
"Stop asking stupid fucking questions," she barked, bringing her other foot between my legs and directly to my pussy.
"Ooooh," I moaned as she continued belittling me.
"Bottom sluts obey their betters without hesitation, and bottom sluts do only what they're told," she added, as she rubbed my pussy with one nylon-clad foot while rubbing my face with the other. "Now lick."
Those were words I sometimes read in lesbian erotica where girls...usually younger ones... seduced older girls... and while Miranda was only a year younger than I was... her words made me feel ashamed... stimulated... dazed... my body controlling my actions. So I just caved to her, opened my mouth, extended my tongue, and began licking her sweaty, silky stocking's sole.
"Good girl," she said, slowly rubbing my pussy with her toes, parting my pussy lips, and driving me wild with her teasing, touching toes.
An odd rush went up my spine at being called 'good girl', even though her tone made it clear she was being condescending... yet my uncontrolled response was a moan as her toes drove me wild by slowly teasing my pussy. That said, although my task was demeaning and meant to put me in my place, I found it both sensually satisfying and surprisingly enjoyable. While not even close to the heaven-like taste of Bianca's pussy, the salty sweet of Miranda's foot mixed with her silky nylons, the humiliating nature of my task, plus her other foot slowly maneuvering between my pussy lips, created a unique scent and taste that captivated me.
As I licked every inch of her silky sole, she said, "I wore these nylons all day to get them nice and sweaty for you."
There was no way she could have known today was the day I was going to cross the line and join the club when just over an hour ago, I didn't even know it existed... unless since around dawn there'd been lots of behind-the-scenes plotting, but I didn't question it further. I'd become the newest bottom bitch in the Pillow Princess Service Club, and I was happy about it. 'Nuff said. So I just let out a moan as her toes grazed my swollen clit, "Mmmmmm."
"You like the taste of my sweaty sole?" she asked.
I could have lied, or at least feigned some sort of distaste, but I was captivated by her feet... her scent... her taste... even the humiliation... so I just admitted, "Yes."
"Yes what?" she asked, using the same question to get me to fall deeper under her power and to admit out loud the unspoken truth of the moment, just like in many erotic stories, where a dominant takes control of her new submissive.
I decided to go along with her game, feeling like I was a character in some wickedly wild erotic story I'd written myself, "Yes, I like how the sweat tastes on your silky nylon sole."
"Because you're my slut, correct?" she drilled down, the heel of her foot now pressing directly against my clit, creating intense pleasure and making me let out more moans, and making me into a horny mess, ready to agree to almost anything.
So I kept playing her game... a game where I was a pawn, and she was the queen. "Yes Miranda, I'm your slut."
As she brought her toes to my lips, she asked, "And you'll keep doing everything I say?"
"Do I have a choice?" I asked, but not as a question but a quip, before I opened my mouth and sucked her pinky toe between my lips.
"No, you do not," she said unnecessarily, slowly moving her heel up and down, maintaining constant pressure on my clit... but slowly, to continue teasing me and to keep me in a perpetual state of arousal and impending orgasm.
"Okaaaaay," I moaned, as I advanced to her second toe.
"Yes, do all five toes," she ordered, the pressure of her foot driving me wild, yet not enough to get me off, but just keeping me on the edge.
"Okay," I repeated, as I slowly worked my way through all five of her perfectly manicured toes, the nails painted an aqua blue colour, which was both tranquil and sexy.
"You're so wet," she said a minute later as I was servicing her big toe.
"It's been a wild day," I said, which was the understatement of understatements.
"And believe it or not, it's just gotten started," she said, removing her foot from my fevered pussy. I felt a wave of disappointment as I waited for whatever she decided to do next. As she took her foot away from my face and replaced it with the other, this next one a little wet from my juices, she instructed, "Now clean your cunt juice off my foot."
I'd always found the word 'cunt' disgusting whenever anyone said it, but for some reason I found it erotic when I saw it being used in a charged up lesbian seduction scene... one of which I was currently living livestream.
As her heel rested in my lips, I just obeyed her... licking my own wetness off of her nylon heel. The unique recipe of pussy juice, nylon and foot sweat, was an erotically charged combo meal that had my head spinning with lust as I licked, a little too eagerly perhaps, as her second sole went back to my needy pussy... no... to my wanton cunt. As I licked, I began slowly moving my hips to fuck myself on her other foot.
"You horny humper," she purred, amused by my actions as lust consumed me. I wanted to lick her foot... I wanted to taste my own pussy nectar mixed with her natural body sweat, and I wanted to fucking come so fucking bad!
"You're right; I am so awfully hoooorny!" I admitted loudly and lustfully, any shame about my compromised situation already long gone, as my tongue aggressively coated her entire sole with saliva.
"Well, five more slobbery toes, and you'll find yourself impaled eight inches deep on my dick," she promised, as she brought her other toes to my mouth. I didn't devour her toes like I would a cock when I used to suck cock eagerly, but I did worship each toe with focused fetishist fascination as I continued rocking my hips back and forth, using the top of her other foot to stimulate my pussy and my clit.
"Oh yeah, I'm about to pound you so fucking hard," she said, clearly enjoying her authority over me.
"I'd do anything for that dick," I admitted, desperate to finally come, and if that meant allowing her to fuck me like some cheap slut, then so be it.
"Oh, I know you will," she said, "but be warned, your day has just begun."
"What do you mean?" I asked, as I continued applying my lips to her toes, spending a fair amount of time on each delicate delicacy.
"Your day hasn't been finalised yet. But on my first day in the Club, I ate eight pussies," she said.
"You did?" I asked, that seeming like a crazy amount, yet also intriguing.
"Yeah, all the pillow princesses love testing out a new pet," she said. "I'm surprised you haven't been texted again yet."
As I took a brief break from sucking on her big toe, I said, "I left my phone at home."
"Oh, that explains it," she said. "then Barbara is likely taking messages for you."
"How do you know Barbara is babysitting for me?" I asked.
"I know everything," she said smugly. "But actually so will you whenever you're monitoring your phone. Our Club's app has two settings: one where you can see whatever anyone is texting to you and you to them, and the other where you can see whatever anyone is texting to anyone else. So in a sense you can live vicariously; for instance if you know Betty is with Veronica right now, you can imagine what kinds of naughtiness they're up to together."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes. But for now I suggest you stick to just your own messages, since at first you'll get a lot of them, and you'll be face deep in a lot of pussy today and for the next while," she said. "I'm actually a little jealous."
"You are?"
"Yes, there's nothing like that first day, and even the entire first week," she said, as she removed both of her feet from me and said, "Get on the couch and bend over."
"Okay," I said, not hesitating even the slightest before obeying the order, which would result in taking my first dick in well over a year... not caring in the least whose it was... just that it was inside of me.
"That first submission is so exciting," she said, as she moved behind me.
"Being with Bianca was exhilarating," I admitted, as I felt Miranda's cock between my legs, brushing against my pussy.
"That will never change," she said as she positioned her cock against my wet pussy. "But there's nothing like that first pussy, that first day... and your first week of submission."
"I knoooooow," I moaned, as she slid the hard fake dick into my pussy and rapture instantly consumed me.
"You want me to fuck you, slut?" she asked as she rested deep inside me.
"Yes, yes! Fuck your slut!" I eagerly, mindlessly answered, desperately wanting to feel her cock sliding in and out of me... and willing to degrade myself however she required just to get fucked.



"Your façade of propriety is long gone now," she observed, as she bucked her hips rapidly three times... making the cock reach new depths in my long-neglected pussy.
"Yes, just fuck me hard with that big mother fucking dick," I demanded, talking dirty something I used to do lots of back when my husband gave me good poundings... a side of me very few others except for a few lovers during my life ever knew.
"I am a mother fucker, ain't I?" she laughed.
"You are. Now fuck this mother good and hard," I demanded, needing an orgasm more than I could remember ever needing one.
"I'll be fucking this pussy often," she said, as she reached up with a hand, grabbed my hair, and pulled on it as she began fucking me... hard, deep and rough.
"Yes please," I moaned mindlessly, the idea of being fucked and used like this feeling exhilarating at the moment. I no longer cared about the consequences of giving even more power to this power-hungry woman, I just wanted to be fucked like a woman ought to be fucked. Besides, I knew her secret too, so although she had undeniable power over me, I still had information that could bring her (but myself as well) down if she ever pushed me too far. But she had a very large public presence, while I was a nobody housewife, so she had much more to lose. (If a dozen or so of my acquaintances were scandalised by my raunchy behaviour but nobody else knew who I was, that hardly qualified as a scandal. Whereas...)
"Take this," she said, as she slammed into me hard.
"Yes, fuck me, Miranda," I moaned as my orgasm rose quickly... a hard fucking from another person so much more intense than anything my fingers, or even my new toys, could ever achieve.
"You like this, slut?" she asked, as she pulled on my hair even harder while slapping the side of my ass.
"I fucking love it," I moaned, wanting her just to fuck me good and hard like she'd promised me in her text message, and she was indeed living up to that promise.
For two or three minutes she pounded me from behind... the sounds of her body slamming into mine echoing through the room... my moans increasing as the pleasure consumed every scrap of my body, making me a muddled mental mess.
As my orgasm bubbled to the top, I begged, although these pleas, albeit very short omes, and often only one word at a time, took a couple minutes to work their way past my lips, "Don't stop! Harder! Fuck your slut! Oh fuck! Give it to me! More! Harder! Faster!. Fuck me! Fuck me!"
"Come, my nasty slut," Miranda ordered, and she again tugged hard on my hair, and hammered into me.
It wasn't even half a dozen more strokes deep in my pussy, before I bellowed out a primal scream, "Yes. Yes. Fuuuuuuuck!"
Unlike my husband, who'd always slow down when my orgasm arrived... you know, back when he used to fuck me... Miranda just kept barrelling down the track, as my body pulsed with intense pleasure.
"It looks like you're enjoying this, but we're not done yet," she said, as she continued pounding me throughout my orgasm.
"Oh," was all I could muster, as a second orgasm seemed to be rising even as the first one continued its smooth journey throughout my body.
"You want more, slut?" she asked after a couple dozen more hard strokes, to keep the pleasure pulsing wildly for as long as possible.
"Yes, more please," I moaned, the pleasure cascading through me like a never ending waterfall.
She pulled out and ordered, "Turn around and spread those legs."
I quickly obeyed, wanting that cock back inside me, even as I felt wetness gushing out of me, the moment my pussy was no longer filled with dick.
"Such an obedient slut," she smirked, and she got between my spread legs, grabbed my hips, pulled me to the edge of the couch, and slid back into me.
"Yes," I moaned, as she resumed fucking me... now from a different angle, which delivered a different pleasure.
She leaned forward, placed her hands on my tits through the sheer outfit, and fucked me hard, looking right into my eyes.
Her eyes were locked onto mine even as she fucked me deep, which felt like a strange intimacy during our rough fucking... enhancing the intensity.
For a couple minutes, perhaps the longest I'd ever looked into someone's eyes, we did no talking, just fucking... and my soft moaning.
Then she ordered as she squeezed my tits, "Slap your clit while I pound your pussy."
"Okay," I agreed, bringing my right hand between us and to my well-fucked pussy.
She never stopped her fast-paced fucking, not seeming to tire at all, which my husband always had a problem with, throughout our entire fuck session. I began slapping my clit as she slammed into me, making my legs twitch, and of course enhancing the pleasure.
"Come again, my nasty fuck slut," she ordered, pinching my nipples as I slapped my clit, and her cock kept up its fast-paced fucking.
"Oh yes, more, more!" I moaned, the combination of the fucking, the clit slapping, the nipple pinching and the name calling, all bringing me to a nearly apocalyptic second orgasm. My head was in a fog, my body afire, and my legs twitching uncontrollably.
"Now, you slut, come all over my cock!" she ordered, giving another tug on my nipples.
I didn't even know I was saying the word until it was out there, as I screamed through orgasm number two while it ripped through me like a tornado shaking up an earthquake, then the whole mess deluged by a tsunami, "Yes Mistress!"
I delayed closing my eyes just long enough to catch her smirking, as I allowed the orgasm to deliver me into ultimate euphoria.
This time she slowed down after a few more strokes and pulled out, a massive gush of my cum flooding out of me when she did.
Then I remained still with my eyes closed, still trembling, until I felt her pulling me up and shoving my face into her pussy. Still in a daze, I mindlessly did whatever she silently guided me to do, and truth be told, I was more than willing to do it. Mainly, I licked.
"I've been waiting for you for some time," she said, her hand resting on the back of my head as I licked the wetness from between her legs.
"You have?" I asked, learning more and more about this twisted suburb I lived in.
"Oh yes," she said. "But you were off limits until Bianca gave the word, and she was letting you be because you'd just had a child."
"Oh," was all I said, as I kept licking her tasty pussy while listening, while also the dwindling orgasm inside me continued exploring every crevice of my body.
"But now that you're officially our bottom slut," she said, "you're fair game!"
"Okay," I said mindlessly, knowing I'd do almost anything to be fucked like I just had been or even more, to have more orgasms like I'd just had... and of course to eat lots more pussy. Hers had been my second pussy of the day, and my life going forward also looked very tasty, not always as tangy as Bianca's, but many women's tastes I knew I'd be craving often... as well as sexy tasks of many descriptions. For instance. even just contemplating the simple submissive task of eating a pussy, of pleasing a woman, which I suspected I'd be doing the most of, sent an adrenaline rush through my body, even as my second intense orgasm began finally to release its grip on my body and fade away.
Interestingly, after orgasms when I'd masturbated about lesbian sex I'd always felt guilty, and I cursed myself for having such shameful fantasies about younger women... especially Bianca, my daughter's 'innocent' friend. But as I finished licking my second real pussy, the second of two life changing orgasms in a single day, I felt no guilt.
None.
Just excitement.
Just unlimited possibilities.
Just thrilling thoughts of a new world ahead for me.
Just the immediate satisfaction of having serviced another woman, and given her considerable pleasure.
Just my natural satisfaction from having submitted.
Just discovering another side of my sexuality that had previously been hidden inside from myself, locked away until today.
Just discovering I was bi... very bi... while I explored Miranda's pussy with the dedicated focus of an archeological dig... perhaps I was even a complete lesbian.. since except for sperm, what could my husband give me that a woman couldn't?
"Do you like your Mistress's pussy?" Miranda asked. (Yes, she wouldn't have missed my calling her that... hence her smirking at the time.)
"I love it," I replied, no sense pretending I didn't, and no point in faking a facade of dignity when I was completely intoxicated with how she fucked me and her pussy in general... and her referring to herself as my Mistress was yet another example of the clearly defined hierarchy between us... one which I was oddly very okay with.
"I knew you would," she said. "You were born to eat pussy."
"You're right, although I certainly didn't think so until today," I said as I probed her hole... trying to fuck her with my tongue.
"Oooooh," she moaned. "But I did."
Then there was no more talk, as she pushed my face deep into her pussy, and I shifted from slow explorative teasing to hungrily pleasing feeding.
"Oh yes, eat my cunt, you hungry dumb slut bitch," she berated me (I loved it), as she held me with my face plastered against her wetness.
The term 'cunt' turned me on.
The term 'slut' turned me on.
The term 'bitch' turned me on.
The term 'dumb', less so. I was admittedly hungry. I couldn't deny I'd been a real slut almost from the moment I entered her house. But I certainly wasn't dumb. I hated that word.
I kept doing as I was told.
Licking faster.
Sucking her clit.
Hearing her moans increasing.
She raised a leg onto the couch, giving me a little more air to breath, and a little more access to dining on her as I really worked over her pussy.
"Oh yes, you cunt-loving bimbo slave," she crooned as she began grinding on my face. "Don't you dare slow down, you fucking fuck toy."
The word 'slave' turned me on.
The term 'fuck toy' turned me on.
And although the term 'bimbo' was perhaps even more derogatory than 'dumb', being called a bimbo actually did turn me on. Perhaps because at the moment, I was no more than a bimbo slave fuck toy for her pussy... or for any other pussy that might become available.
"Oh yes, oh yes, eat me, eat my cunt," she moaned and babbled, her orgasm obviously close.
I licked as rapidly as I could, wanting to get her off, wanting to hear her scream, and wanting the full taste of her pussy cum nectar.
"Here it comes, my pet," she said, and she grabbed my head with both hands and pushed my face roughly into her pussy, just as wetness squirted out of her and drenched my face, while I kept my mouth open and my tongue extended.
The word 'pet', for reasons unknown to me, felt like my perfect label... since even after two orgasms, my pussy, aka my cunt, burned, longing for even more.
"Oh," she moaned, as it was her turn for her body to quake... as I began to hungrily savour her flavour.
For a couple minutes I lapped up as much of my new favourite treat as I could reach, before she pushed me away and said, "Good job. Now go home."
"Really? Already?" I asked, surprised and upset by her sudden shift. Hadn't I done a good job? Insecurity washed over me just like it had during the past year plus, while my husband had neglected me as a sexual being.
"Don't worry, I'm far from rejecting you. It's just that you must have at least half a dozen more requests backed up for you to go and service other pillow princesses, and very likely Edna as well, and of course you owe Barbara some compensation for her babysitting," she said as she pulled me up and kissed me... eliminating my insecurities with her explanation, and one quick action.
It lasted less than five seconds, but five intimate seconds that washed over me as a wave of lesbian confirmation... this was now who I was.
"Now go," she said, slapping my ass.
"Okay," I said, wondering if there were indeed other women, or bossy naked girls, expecting me to come and service them... the possibility was both pussy twitching and terrifying... and of course the pussy twitching won. I began to remove the maid's outfit, which except for its symbolic purpose (of informing everyone within sight I was a servile slut), seemed a bit of a waste, but she stopped me.
"No, that stays on all day until you go to bed tonight," she said.
"It does?" I asked, "but it doesn't even cover my ass, or very much of my boobs, and I don't have any panties on," looking down at my very revealing attire.
"That's all true, it tells everyone you're a real slut. But nevertheless, that's your uniform for the day," she said, slapping my ass again. "Now go. You have a lot of pussy to eat today."
"I hope so," I said, resigning myself as I headed to the door and put on my shoes, which didn't go with the outfit at all.
"And for God's sake, switch into some fuck me heels," she added.
"I have some deep in my closet," I said, not having worn heels in a long, long time.
"Only wear them whenever you're out of the closet," she smirked.
"Terrible play on words," I said, shaking my head.
"Whatever," she shrugged. "Just put on some fuck me heels to finish off your sexy slut outfit."
"It is rather symbolic," I said.
"Yes, you're a slut maid, made to serve," she smiled.
"A much better play on words," I laughed.
"Just go," she said, waving me off.
"Okay, bye Mistress," I said, for some reason wanting to use that word at that moment. A submissive word that flowed past my lips with such ease.
"Bye, cunt-licking, cock-taking, community bottom bitch slave," she responded playfully, as she started getting dressed.
"Bye," I said, as I bounced out... my pussy wet... my head spinning but exuberant, and I hurried across the street in my not appropriate for public attire... my walk of shame part two in process... this time worse, since I was in a maid's outfit, and I looked like I was going out to get laid on Halloween... which was months away.
As I did, all I could wonder was how many texted summons were waiting for me?
Was Barbara getting impatient to use me?
What the hell had I gotten myself into?
It probably wouldn't be all that bad; in spite of my trepidations beforehand, I'd just had a great time with the formidable Miranda, and I was already looking forward to our next session.
My speculations were interrupted by someone honking at me... no doubt enjoying a great view of most of my naked butt while making me blush... but I didn't turn around. It likely didn't matter all that much, since in this neighborhood right now, all the men were at work, and all the women were probably members of my new Club.
So I just hurried into my house, wondering if this was, as Miranda had promised, just the beginning of a long sex-filled day, and my new life.
END OF PART 2
Coming next in part 3: Still dressed like a slutty maid (now with 'fuck me' heels), Meredith goes to service her ex-bully's daughter, and encounters said ex-bully.
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Sister's Comfort
Sometimes life sucks, and other times life surprises the shit out of us, but occasionally life is fucking amazing!
Sometimes all three of these circumstances happen on the same day, or even all at the same time.
But before we get to the crazy Devil's night (another name for Halloween) that changed my life forever, I need to set the scene for you.
First, I have a twin sister named Maya. She's athletically gorgeous, and oh so sweet.
Second, I should note that while I was a brilliant student... but socially not super popular nor an outcast, my sister was both smart and popular. She was on the volleyball and basketball teams, while I was on no teams and a member of no clubs. She loved high school; I tolerated it. We were opposites in many ways, and yet we were surprisingly close. We didn't have any sibling rivalry, and we always got along well together.
Third, I was a virgin. This was partly by choice and partly circumstances. I was a decent looking guy with a decent body (I liked working out) and a slightly-above average dick size at six inches (the average was somewhere between 5.1" and 5.5"... I'd checked... I believe every guy checks). I wanted my first time to be with someone I cared about... a lot. I wanted it to be special, and although I'd dated a few girls in high school and had some fun with them, I'd actually refused sex twice (not the few hand jobs or two blow jobs though, and I'd gone down on three girls... which I'd really enjoyed doing. Listening to a woman moaning is a real turn-on.
Fourth, and this may seem irrelevant right now, I loved Halloween and so did Maya. We always loved dressing up in outfits that matched... which may be corny for a brother and sister, and even more so for twins... but we'd done it every year since we were born... although of course for the first few years it was only because our parents choose our outfits. But once we were old enough to start making some of our own decisions, we continued the tradition, because we enjoyed it. In our freshman year of high school I was Mario, and she was Peach; in our sophomore year we dressed as Peanut Butter and Jelly (I was Peanut Butter). In our junior year I was Fred Flintstone, and she was Wilma (that year it was weird, because she was dressed very skimpily for a brother-sister duo. In our senior year we really outdid ourselves; I was Jon Snow, and she was Daenerys Targaryen. It worked very well since I had long, dark hair (but no beard) and Maya had the light blonde hair and fair skin to match her character.
Yes, once we were in middle school we started getting razzed for wearing our matching sibling costumes, but my very popular sister never gave into the peer pressure and teasing. She was always her own person ad never gave a shit what other people thought. I loved her for that. I was never as brave as she was, but her insistence upon our following our 'tradition' lent me the courage to follow her lead, and even to enjoy myself.
During the next summertime we decided to go old school next Halloween, and for the first time ever, repeat a costume set we'd worn when we were younger... Scooby Doo characters. When we were five, I'd been Shaggy while she was Daphne. We decided to do it again.
.....
Of course, the next fall we entered college. We both attended the same one, which was only two hours away from home... close enough to get back if we needed to, and it was far better than any schools closer to home.
Maya was attending on a sports scholarship (both basketball and volleyball, just like in high school; I was on an academic one (chemistry and math).
She pledged and was accepted into the most popular sorority on campus; I lived in a dorm with a cool roommate named Derek.
During the weekdays, we were both swamped with our studies, so we only saw each other occasionally, but we made a point of spending every Sunday brunch together to stay in touch... and I attended every home game she played volleyball in. (College volleyball began immediately when school did, and her basketball season wouldn't begin until early November.)
By Halloween, one thing had changed in our lives... well, mine more than hers.
I'd found a girlfriend.
Her name was Emma.
She was a hot one.
And a wild one.
A hottie who really brought me out of my shell.
We hadn't had actual sex yet, but she'd blown me in an Uber, in a movie theatre, and in a Victoria Secret change room.
I'd fingered her in the same Uber and movie theatre, and eaten her to an orgasm in Victoria Secret, where embarrassingly for me (but not for her), her orgasmic scream alerted everyone in the store to her climax.
One day (again to my embarrassment but not hers) she even did a cum walk after I'd dropped a load on her face. I was hesitant at first when she wanted me to hold hands with her so everyone would know who her cum donor was, but before long I was feeling quite proud that my accomplishment was being aired right out in public like that.
Like I said, she was wild... and she did a great job of helping me to get comfortable with college, and to do more than just study, work out and play video games, which had always filled my non-studying hours back in high school.
Which leads us to my horrific, shocking... but also my thrilling escapades of Halloween 2022.
.....
First, the horrific... although it was supposed to be thrilling.
But wait... first there was some wickedly good:
Emma decided to dress up as Velma, and I mean a hot Velma, with orange thigh high stockings (which I didn't even know anyone sold instead of just the unsexy socks). She also told me, "Tonight's the night!"
She didn't need to say anything else to clarify her intent. I replied, "Yeah? That's so cool!" agreeing that if she was up for it, it was indeed time. I wasn't sure I loved her, but she was amazing, and however the future went for us, I knew I'd never regret losing my virginity to her.
The party we went to was at a sorority house (not Maya's). We all posed for a great selfie with me grinning like a fool with my arms around the waists of Emma and Maya... which of course was Shaggy's ultimate dream... to be between Velma and Daphne, who were dressed in authentic, but slutty as fuck, outfits. Maya's Daphne costume was living hotness, with Daphne's exact shade of purple pantyhose... which just like the Emma's orange thigh highs, I hadn't known was a thing. If she weren't my sister I'd want to fuck her.
Okay, truth be told, I had wanted to fuck Maya for the past few years. She was ridiculously hot, and that night her being dressed like Daphne made her almost irresistible... which was made clear by all the guys (and some girls) drooling all over her.
Maya went off to dance with some of her girlfriends while Emma and I danced and drank together.
We were both on drink number four (or maybe more) when I needed to break the seal and piss...which took a lot longer than one might think, since the line was ridiculous. And then when I returned to the main party, I couldn't find Emma anywhere.
I looked for her for a good twenty minutes, worried she'd gotten sick (she tended to really hit the booze at these parties... which got her even wilder... like the time she'd blown me on someone's back porch while people squeezed past us. I was embarrassed by being caught in the act over and over without pause, but she hadn't minded at all.
I was going upstairs to the bedrooms, thinking maybe she'd passed out somewhere, when Maya appeared out of nowhere and stepped right in front of me, stopping me in my tracks.
"Don't go up there, Bruce," she said, having stopped me halfway up the stairs.
"What? Why not?" I asked.
"Just don't," she insisted, giving me no explanation, but with deep sadness and worry in her eyes... something was very wrong.
"But why not?" I demanded.
"Bruce, just trust me," she insisted sorrowfully. She obviously knew something I didn't, and whatever it was, it was so awful she didn't want me to know what it was!
Concerned, worried and confused, I pushed past her. "I have to find Emma, Maya!"
I hurried past some other students who gave me looks that could only be described as pitying... but I couldn't figure out why, as I pushed myself through the crowded hallway and made it through to a marginally open door.
"Don't go in there, Bruce," Maya called out from about twenty feet behind me. "Just DON'T!"
Not at all expecting to see what I was about to see, I pushed open the door, stumbled in, and froze in my tracks.
Emma was on a bed... completely naked except for the thigh highs she'd told me earlier today she'd bought just for me... just for our special night... knowing my fascination and kink for nylons... my pervy fetish I didn't really understand... I just found them hot.
She was on all fours on the bed getting spit-roasted, a term I'd learned from watching a lot of porn, while Barry (a senior football player who was already getting talked about becoming a first-round pick for the NFL draft) was fucking her from behind, while Perry (the richest asshole who'd attended my high school) was pumping his dick in her mouth.
And this fuck fest was obviously consensual, since Emma was vigorously bouncing back onto the well-built Barry before rocking forward to take all of Perry's dick in her mouth... while she moaned like I'd never heard her do before when I'd fingered her or eaten her out.
Perry caught sight of me, so he smirked as he pulled out of her mouth and shot his load all over her face... and Barry paused.
Emma moaned, "Yes you hot stud, give me that cum shower," while she stopped bouncing and begged the asshole to come on her face.
Barry then resumed slamming into my girlfriend as she moaned, even while her face was now covered in cum, and she said nastily, words I'd never heard my girlfriend use, "Oh yes, fuck my pussy with your big fucking dick!"
I couldn't move a muscle... or speak.
I was stunned. And still motionless.
Then the scene got even worse when Jake, another jock asshole, an ex of my sister's no less who'd also gone to my high school, got onto the bed and asked, "Want some more cock, Emma?"
"Yeah, shove that nasty cock in my mouth," Emma said lustily, cum dripping off her chin.
"You're sure?" he asked, sneering at me while all I could do was stare back helplessly.
"Yes, give me that dick," she said, and then she too turned towards me, and her eyes went wide. "Oh shit! BRUCE! I...."
The guilty look on her face was then replaced by Jake's dick as he slid it into her mouth.
"Sorry, man, those are the breaks," Jake shrugged as he began fucking her face.
"You assholes," I finally managed to break my paralysis and cried, as began moving toward the bed.
I felt someone pulling on my arm, so I looked, and saw Maya clinging to me with tears streaming down her face. She begged, "Bruce, please don't torture yourself, she's not worth it... let's get out of here!"
I wasn't sure what I'd been about to attempt since any one of those three fuckers could kick the shit out of me without much effort, so I gave in to my sister pulling me out while she yelled at her ex, "Jake, you're really a piece of shit!"
"It's not my fault your brother's girlfriend loves doing what you always refused," Jake taunted her just as we reached the hallway.
Maya led me downstairs through throngs of people, all of them obviously knowing about the sex show upstairs... most of them making fun of me, a few others looking sympathetic and perhaps saying kind words. Maya said, "Whatever they say, don't answer. In fact, don't even look at them; just keep following me outside!"
Once we were outside, I broke down completely while my sweet sister comforted me. I was so lost in my pain that she even needed to hold me up or I would have collapsed on the lawn.
"I saw a few sympathetic faces, but most of those people are fucking assholes!" Maya said, really pissed by what had just happened.
"Y-y-y-yeah," I agreed, openly sobbing for the first time since our father died.
"You deserve way better than that skank," Maya added, wrapping her arms around me and pulling me tightly against her... and I was suddenly able to smell her sweet perfume, feel her large, firm breasts pressing against my chest and her leg against my dick... which for reasons I still can't explain after what I'd just witnessed... was rock hard.
"She told me we were going to have sex tonight for the first time," I said, not sure why she needed to know that, but I had nobody else to tell.
"And instead she's the centrepiece in an orgy? That's just shitty," she said, still holding me tightly in her arms.
"Yeah," I said, and then I added through a sigh, my cock inadvertently twitching against her leg, "Nineteen years and counting."
"Huh? What do you mean?" she asked, giving me a confused look, I guess partly because of what I'd just said, and very probably because of my hard dick pressed against her leg. She then apparently caught on, since she looked at me sadly while she leaned away from me and said, "Wait! Bruce, you're not saying you're a virgin, are you?"
"Yeah, I am," I admitted.
"But what about Kimberly?" she asked. "And Carrie?"
"No and no," I said. "I wanted to lose it to someone really special."
"Really?" she asked, astonished by my answer.
"Yeah, I know. Stupid, right?"
"No, it's not stupid at all," she said as she wiped away a tear rolling down my cheek, which made me feel so pathetic. "I think it's sweet."
"Yeah, because any guy wants to hear that he's sweet," I sighed. "That, and 'you're a nice guy'."
"You are a nice guy," she insisted.
"Such flattery. And how many 'sweet nice guys' have you ever dated?" I asked.
She sighed now. "Not any. Which has always been my mistake. Jake for instance... he's a real asshole!"
"That's every girl's mistake unfortunately," I consoled her.
"Yeah," she said, pondering our conversation while I sat down on a bench.
"I knew she wasn't the one," I said, "but she was a lot of fun."
"You seemed happier with her than I'd ever seen you before," she said as she sat down beside me.
"Yeah," I said. "I was." Then after a pause I added, "I guess."
"You guess?"
"Yeah, she was fun, wild, and well... hot," I said, "but she didn't have much substance."
"I see."
"Sadly, who I really need is someone just like you,"
"Like me?"
"Yeah, exactly like you," I said. I wasn't hitting on her, just stating facts. "You're hot, and you're sweet, funny and smart."
"Did you just call me hot?"
"Yeah, and I'm not the only one who thinks that. Everyone thinks you're hot," I said. "Even some gay guys think you're hot."
"You know your attractiveness is lots more than just looks."
"That's what I thought in high school," I said. "Once I got into college, everything would be different. Yet here I am: different school, same shit."
"Trust me, I know," she said, her hand dropping onto my leg.
"How would you know?" I asked, knowing her high school experience had been substantially different from mine."
"How would I know? You know how everyone sees you as smart, but that's all they see?"
"Yeah."
"Everyone sees me as a hot chick athlete," she said. "And nothing else."
"And that's bad?"
"Nobody ever notices my intellect. They don't even care if I have any smarts or not," she said. "I'm just some babe playing sports whose ass looks good in shorts."
"I've never thought of you that way."
"Guys also assume I'm a sure thing."
"I guess," I said, never having thought my sister had any problems. Certainly not any social ones.
"And whenever I tell a guy no he automatically asks if I'm a lesbian."
"Every guy's dream," I joked. "Fucking a lesbian so she changes sides."
"You guys are all the same," she said, shaking her head and giving my leg a squeeze.
"Yes, we really are," I said, placing my hand on the side of her leg and feeling the sheer silkiness of her purple pantyhose.
"Actually, I don't think you're nearly as bad as most guys. I think it's cool that you're waiting for someone who really touches your heart to make your first time special."
"Most guys would call me a pussy for wanting that, instead of just banging some fox and moving on," I shrugged, wishing I could move my hand up and down my sister's pantyhose-clad legs. But I didn't, for obvious reasons.
"In hindsight, I wish I'd waited too," she said, resting her head onto my shoulder.
"You do?"
"Yeah, doing it in the backseat of Ralph's car all cluttered with fast food containers wasn't very romantic."
"I guess not."
"And both he and the sex were completely forgettable."
"That's a shame."
"Yeah, and he lasted less than two minutes."
"That's such a travesty!" I gasped, hoping I'd last much longer my first time. I'd jerked off four times today, hoping it would help me last longer tonight.
"Yeah, and I didn't even come close to getting off," she added. "And after he finished, he just drove me home, without either of us saying a word. Not even Good night'."
"That's inexcusable," I said as she stood up, her nylon-clad leg rubbing against my leg.
"Let's go," she said.
"Where?" I asked.
"If you don't mind, I'd like you to walk me back to my sorority house," she said. "I don't need to be anywhere near this one anymore."
"For you? No way would I ever mind doing anything you wanted me to," I said. I stood up and she inserted her arm inside mine. It would have been so romantic if she weren't my sister, and I hadn't just seen my girlfriend getting spit roasted. No, she was my ex-girlfriend now, and we didn't need any official breaking up talk... what she'd done had made it plenty official.
"Really? In that case, I want you to be a better man than all the other boys around here."
"How would I do that?"
"It's not hard. Just be who you already are, she said, "but also make sure the woman you're with gets off too."
"I couldn't imagine ever not doing that!"
"Then you're part of a tiny minority of nice guys. And I'm sorry, but you are nice... really nice... and I'm not putting you down by calling you that."
"Really?" I asked, that kind of courtesy from a guy just seemed like common sense. Why would a woman want to be with a guy, if he didn't make sure she enjoyed the experience too?
"Yeah, really. Would you like to hear a true confession?"
"Sure, if it's something you want to tell me."
"I've never come from having sex with a guy."
"But you have with a girl?"
"I didn't say that you pervert," she scolded playfully, squeezing my arm.
"You didn't not say it either," I countered, a visual of my sister having lesbian sex a very hot one.
"Fine, nosey! I've only ever come from using my fingers, my toys, and with another girl," she said. "Is that what you wanted to hear?"
"Um, that's not exactly what I wanted to hear about my sweet sister," I pointed out, and then I slyly adjusted myself while we continued walking.
"Did you just adjust yourself?" she asked.
"I plead the Fifth," I grinned sheepishly.
"That's an American thing," she pointed out. "We live in New Brunswick."
"I still plead the Fifth," I said. "But it's terrible that no guy has ever been a real man for you."



"Tell me about it!"
"If you weren't my sister..." I said, and then realized what I was about to say and stopped mid-sentence just as we reached her sorority house.
She halted immediately. Turned to look me in the eye. God was she hot! "If I weren't your sister... then what?"
I had no idea what to say. What I shouldn't say was right on the tip of my tongue, since I'd often jerked off picturing us fooling around, and I'd read lots of incest stories about siblings while imagining Maya and me were the characters. I finally blurted out the only logical (and fairly harmless) thing I could think of. "But you are my sister."
"True. But what if I wasn't?" she asked, seeming to be slightly flirting with me for the first time in our lives.
"I don't think you'll like me anymore if I answer that question," I said, and I started walking away while once again adjusting my dick. Maya was always hot, but in her Daphne outfit she was a complete goddess.
"I won't? Try me," she said, quickly catching up with me and taking my hand in hers... which felt both oddly strange and equally (but still oddly) natural... even more natural than when Emma's fingers had been entwined with mine. "But first let's go up to my apartment."
"Seriously?"
"Yes, it's getting chilly out here."
"Yeah, I guess it is," I agreed, following her into the sorority house. "But am I even allowed in here?"
"Sure," she said, as we walked upstairs to the second floor while I got an amazing peek at my sister's legs from behind, in her sexy purple pantyhose. Fuck, was she hot.
To my surprise, she really did live in an apartment, albeit a small one. We entered a tiny but nicely appointed living room that had a couple more doors, probably leading to her bedroom and bathroom. (As opposed to my dorm, which was just a bedroom with a small desk attached to the wall and a large, shared bathroom down the hall.) Once we'd entered the room, she went to a minifridge and grabbed us two beers while I sat down on the sofa. She handed me my beer, slipped out of her heels, sat down next to me, and then totally surprising me, she rotated her body around and dropped her feet onto my lap. At home over the years we'd sat next to each other watching television many... I don't know, a couple thousand?... times, and she'd never done that before!
"Bruce, will you please massage my feet?"
"Um, sure," I said, her request a literal dream come true. I loved nylons... but I loved nylon-clad feet even more. And although I'd never said anything to anyone except Emma (because she was a bit of a freak), I loved not only the feel of nylons, but also the smell and the taste of them. I wish I could explain any of this, but I can't. I'd sucked on Emma's nylon-clad toes, licked the sweat off her soles, and smelt the sweet homemade scent. That's the what. But the why? Who knows?
"That feels really nice," she said. "Especially because I know you have a pantyhose fetish," as my hands went to her right foot and I'd begun massaging it.
"Y-y-you do?" I asked.
"Yeah, you've been staring at Mom's feet like forever, but also mine, and pretty much anyone in sight wearing nylons, ever since I can remember," she said as I rubbed her sole worshipfully.
"I have not," I lied.
"Sure, sure," she said. It was obvious she knew I was lying.
"Okay, maybe I do like nylons," I admitted, figuring there was no point in still lying to her... not while her heel was resting directly atop my hard cock and making it harder.
As I massaged her foot, which I was very good at doing, she asked, returning to the question she'd left lingering when we came in from outside, "So what would you do to me if I weren't your sister?"
"Jesus, Maya!" I said not angrily but frustratedly, this alluring side of her was really hot, but also awkward... especially since I was focused on her silky sheer foot... and my cock was raging.
"Tell me," she insisted teasingly, as she brought her other foot into play, lightly rubbing it against my cock while her blue eyes looked right into my identical ones. "What would you do to me right here and now... if I weren't your sister."
"You really want to know what I'm thinking right now?" I asked.
"Yes, tell me," she said. "Be a man and spill."
"Okay, I will. But please don't shoot me after I tell you! So first of all... I'd caress and kiss every part of your legs, feet and your ass in your pantyhose."
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, raising her foot to my lips. "Do you mean this foot?"
"Yeah, this very one," I said weakly, getting a strong whiff of her stocking-clad foot with it directly on my lips and just beneath my nose.
"These are very expensive pantyhose," she said as she traced her toes up and down my face. "I order them from England. Did you know that in England they call them tights?"
"I did," I moaned, not because of her foot resting on my cock, but from the silky sheer stockinged foot wandering around on my face with its exotically sweet scent.
"Do you like my nylons, big brother?" she asked (I was born three minutes before she was).
"They're very nice," I said, continuing to inhale her naturally sweaty foot scent in one long breath for as long as I could... this was a literal dream come true.
"Nice?" she objected. "You think they're only nice? As in you're a nice guy so you'll never score?"
"No, I think they're really sexy," I hurried to correct myself. "It's just that you're my sister."
"That's true. But in secret, have you ever been a naughty boy and fantasized about fucking your sister?" she asked, as she changed the position of her foot from her heel resting on my cock, to her entire sole pressing down on it.
"Maya, stop it!" I groaned, one foot on my face driving me wild with its silky soft sensations and its sweaty sweet scent, and her other foot resting firmly on my cock... my very hard cock.
"Answer the question," she coaxed as she wiggled the foot on my cock, forcing me to moan.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Yes, what?" she asked, her foot dancing lightly on my dick.
"Yes, I've fantasized about fucking you lots of times; is that what you wanted to hear?" I asked, and I was unable to resist her anymore, so I grabbed the foot in my face with both hands, pressed my face against it, and took a huge breath before licking her sole.
"Oh my, you dirty boy," she moaned and giggled as I worshipped her foot.
"Your foot smells so good, and it tastes good too," I said, eagerly loving on it.
"You like my sweaty stockinged soles?" she asked, as her other foot kept slowly rubbing my dick.
"Love them," I admitted, my tongue exploring every niche of the sole of her foot, while I continued savouring her scent.
"That feels really nice," she said as I licked my tongue up to her toes, and started pleasuring each toe individually.
I didn't say anything... I didn't feel the need to. I just focused on pleasuring her foot... each toe... not wanting this moment to end... ever.
After I'd worshipped all five toes, she pulled her foot away and told me, "Now the other foot."
"Do you like my doing this?" I asked.
"Yeah, it feels amazing."
"Emma called my foot fetish weird," I said as I took her other foot and began licking the sweat off it, once again relishing the taste and scent enveloping me.
"I didn't say it's not weird," she said, her other foot moistened by my saliva, now resting on my cock. "You're a real freak."
"Yeah, sorry about that," I agreed, knowing I was always a freak whenever there was a question about what turned me on.
"You don't need to apologize. You're a freak, but I love it."
"Then you wouldn't mind if I wanted to lick and smell your nylon-clad feet all night?" I asked, completely intoxicated and hypnotized by them.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned as I tongue-bathed her sole. "Usually I'd love that, but tonight I have some other Devil's night sins in mind for us to share."
"You do?" I asked as I licked my way to her cute red-painted toenails.
"Yes, I'm considering some very devilish things," she purred in the most sensual voice I'd ever heard in real life, as her foot began rubbing my cock in a circular motion.
"You are, are you?" I asked, trying to sound suave... except that really wasn't me.
"Oh yes, tonight's the Devil's night," she said as I sucked her toes. "The night when civilization's stifling rules cease to exist."
"They do?"
"Yes. They're gone. Vanished," she said. Then she instructed, "Keep sucking on my toes, but whip your cock out for me too."
"Really?"
"Yes, right now," she ordered.
"Okay, but only because I'm a liberated man, which means I know the perils of disobeying women. One peril being some guys might go and start a war. Again," I said, keeping my lips on her toes as I pulled down the cheaply made bottom of my costume and my underwear to release my very hard cock.
"Oh my," she said, as she wrapped both of her feet around my cock. "I bet you've fantasized about this happening, haven't you?"
"Yeeeeees," I groaned, as she massaged her soles up and down on my dick.
"You have a big dick, big brother," she purred.
"Oh God," I moaned, her ministrations too good to be true.
"What else have you fantasized about?" she asked.
No longer holding anything back, since that line had now been crossed, I gave her a list of things I'd long fantasized about: "Eating your pussy, watching you suck me, and fucking you in every conceivable position."
"That's it?" she asked.
"There are more things you'd allow me to do to you?" I asked, distracted by her smooth, sheer hosiery gliding smoothly up and down my dick.
"Well, I wouldn't mind your giving your sister a big facial, or pounding my asshole... those are a couple more," she added wickedly.
"Oh, God," I groaned as she took her feet away, spun herself around quickly and smoothly, laid down and took my cock in her mouth while also presenting me with a great look at her ass and legs... especially when I lifted her dress to admire her pantyhose-clad ass... which was when I discovered she wasn't wearing panties.
I squeezed her ass, while my sister... my twin sister... my hot sister... slowly bobbed on my cock.
"Mmmmmm" she moaned as I caressed her pantyhose-clad ass... which was so perfect. An image better than any Da Vinci painting.
A minute or so into Maya's amazing blow job, and I was caressing my hand all over her silky sheer ass. But then a worrisome thought occurred to me. Of course there should be an abundance of worrisome thoughts going around in my head since we were committing incest, but that wicked thought didn't faze me. No, what fazed me was: was she drunk? I didn't want her to regret what we were doing tomorrow, or worse, not remember tonight at all. So I asked, my hand resting on her ass, "Maya, how much have you had to drink tonight?"
She crawled up to my face and said, looking into my eyes, "You mean alcohol? Not a drop. I never drink. And if you're asking about semen, the answer is kind of the same. I haven't had any... yet."
"Thank God," I said, a huge wave of relief (on two counts) washing over me as I pulled her in and kissed her.
In 'Back to the Future', a kiss was when Marty's Mom realized she didn't have an intimate connection with her son (of course she didn't know he was her son), but that wasn't the case with Maya and me.
The moment our lips touched, I felt fireworks (and I'm sure she did too), and a chill ran up my spine, since our kiss was both intimate and passionate. We really did share a connection that was way deeper than just familial.
So for a few minutes, at least three or four, time seemed to stand still, and we just kissed, our tongues soon exploring everywhere inside each other's mouths... our hands holding each other's cheeks.
"It's time for you to fuck me, Bruce," she said when we broke the kiss, lust in her eyes... she seemed to want to do it as much as I did.
"You're sure?" I asked, even though I'd never wanted anything more in my life.
"Yes, I want to be your first," she said, her hand going back to my dick and stroking it.
"Well, you certainly pass the test: I can't imagine ever loving anyone as much as I love you."
"And I love you just as much," she said, kissing me again.
"So we're really doing this?" I asked as I pushed her back onto her couch and dove between her legs.
"Tonight I'm completely yours," she promised.
"Mmmmmm," I said as I brought a hand to her pussy, which was glistening through her pantyhose like a perfect pink picture.
"Oh yes, Bruce," she moaned.
"You're soaking wet," I said as I rubbed her pussy through the silky sheer hosiery.
"I've fantasized a lot about doing this too," she admitted," and it was always with you."
"You have?" I asked, this revelation as exciting as everything else that had happened tonight.
"Yeah, ever since puberty I've gotten turned on by the idea of having incest with you," she said as I continued teasing her pussy. "Why do you think I decided to dress up like a slutty version of a Scooby Doo character?"
"You dressed like a slut to turn me on?" I asked, shocked.
"Yes, you were still single when we shopped for these costumes," she pointed out.
"I guess I was," I said, trying to process that she'd fantasized about me.
"You're sexy and sweet, and you have a nice cock. And when it turned out Emma was coming with us tonight, I went commando anyway, just like I'd originally planned to do for you."
"And I love this sex play, especially now that I'm doing it with you," I said as I brought my face down to her pussy and sucked on it through her pantyhose.
"Ohhhhh, Bruce!" she moaned as her body quaked uncontrollably while I sucked on her clit... her scent and taste sweetly exotic.
"Such a tasty pussy," I said, knowing how women were often insecure about the taste of their pussy. Fishy? Most men were idiots.
"Fuck, Bruce!" she cried out as I put some serious pressure on her clit... although her pantyhose prevented me from doing much probing between her wet, pink, pussy lips.
"You taste so fucking good," I said, and wanting to get inside her pussy, yet wanting her pantyhose to stay on, I used my hands to rip a large hole in the crotch.
"Now you'll have to buy me a new paaaaaaaaaair," she said awkwardly through her groaning as I slid my tongue between her pussy lips and worked her over... Emma having said I was amazing at going down on her.
"For sure I will," I agreed, not minding the cost, just the glistening wet pussy now fully displayed directly before me.
"Oh, fuck Bruce, eat my cunt," she moaned, her hand grasping my hair... well, my Shaggy wig.
Hearing her saying those words, well, more accurately moaning them, especially the forbidden cunt word, was so hot that I did her even more wildly... my tongue rapidly licking, probing and exploring every aspect of her pussy.
"Yes... fuck... oh God... Bruce," she moaned, her legs wrapping around me, her ass lifting higher and her hands holding me down.
Sensing she was getting close, which was its own turn-on for me, making my twin moan, beg, whimper and then cum was the ultimate rush... although my mind could change once I lost my virginity. So I really worked her pussy over... probing her hole... wiggling my tongue up and down her drenched pussy... and then as her orgasm seemed imminent, I suddenly attacked her clit.
"Oh, oh, oh, fuck!" my sister screamed as her orgasm struck, and her cum flooded out of her and into my hungry mouth... as she held my head deep in her wetness.
I lapped my sister's cum hungrily, until she released my head and gasped, "Fuck me, big brother. Fuck me now!"
"You want it now? You got it," I said, not asking anymore if she was okay with what I was doing, as I hurried my dick between her legs.
"Yes! Fuck me, Bruce," she demanded, my cock poking into her pussy lips.
"This is a dream come true for me," I said as I looked into her eyes and slid into her pussy.
"Mine tooooooo," she moaned as I filled her up.
"You're so lovely, Maya," I said as I plummeted all the way inside her, gazing into her eyes.
"You're not too shabby yourself," she returned the compliment with a soft moan.
"Don't you mean Shaggy?" I joked, knowing I was being corny.
"You're right, I do. Shag me, Shaggy," she grinned wickedly, playing along with my corniness.
"Yes Daphne," I said as I began slowly fucking her... in awe of losing my virginity not only to my sister... but to this awesomely beautiful woman.
"Oh yes, that's so good," she moaned, squeezing her tits through her thin costume.
"Hey, I should be doing that for you," I objected as I placed my hands on top of her hands and onto her large, firm tits.
"Yeah, give it to me, Bruce," she said as I fucked her. "Slam that big cock into my pussy!"
"You want it harder?" I asked as I went faster, the sensations of being in a pussy... inside Maya's pussy... very different from inside being in a mouth... not better or worse... just different... different good.
"Yes, fuck me hard and deep," she begged as I squeezed her breasts, wishing she wasn't wearing that costume so I could see her tits.
"I can do that," I agreed as I began fucking her harder and faster.
"Yes, deeper, even deeper, big brother," she moaned, clearly enjoying this incestuous act we were committing together as much as I was... her heartfelt moans making me feel so damn good about myself!
I did as she requested, slamming into her.
"Yes, don't you dare stop fucking me like this," she said through a lustful, urgent moan.
"Oh fuck," I groaned; this was the most surreal ecstasy of my life.
She suddenly pushed me off her and said, "Now I want to ride you."
As I rolled onto my back on the couch, she straddled me and dropped her pussy right onto me.
"Ride away, gorgeous" I said as she leaned down and kissed me.
I kissed her back in a passionate moment, as she ground on my cock.
For a minute, maybe more, we kissed and she continued grinding slowly on my cock, until she broke the kiss and began bouncing on my dick. "God, I love your cock!"
"I love your everything," I said as I reached for her dress and started pulling it off her.
"You want to see your sister's tits?" she asked.
"Yeah, I really do," I said as she helped me take off get her outfit, and soon I was staring at her sexy, white, lace bra.
"These tits?" she asked as she cupped them.
"Yeah, those timid ones that are still hiding under your bra," I answered like the horny teenage boy I was.
"You're saying you want to see more?" she asked, reaching behind her back.
"Definitely," I responded, as she released the bra while still riding my dick.
She took it off, tossed it aside, and I was then staring at her firm tits and hard, pink nipples.
I leaned forward and sucked on her right nipple and she moaned, "Yes, suck on my nipple, big brother."
"Such perfect tits," I said as I sucked that hard nipple between my lips.
"They aren't too small?"
"Are you joking? They're perfect," I said, considering them the exactly right size... not big enough to eventually start sagging, and not too small, either.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned as she rode me, and while I sucked her nipples and cupped her breasts.
For another minute I worshipped her breasts.
"I can feel your dick throbbing inside me," she said as my orgasm was getting close.
"That's because I won't last much longer," I warned as she really milked my cock while riding me.
"Then come inside me."
"Really?" I asked, encountering another surprise.
"Yeah, really. Unless you'd rather come on my face."
"You'd let me do that? Oh, that's hot," I said. So she took that as what I wanted, quickly got off me and sucked my cock, glistening with her pussy juices, into her mouth.



"Oh fuck," I groaned, and after just a few bobs I warned her, "I'm about to come, baby doll."
She sucked me for a few more bobs, and then just as I erupted, she pulled back, and my cum shot helter skelter all over her beautiful face.
"Oh, fuck," I groaned as an abundance of my cum splattered all over her.
"Mmmmmmmmm," she purred as I showered her with my sticky white seed.
As soon as I finished shooting, she took my cock back into her mouth and gobbled down any last remnants of cum she could find.
Yet not wanting this heavenly experience to end, and wanting to make her come from getting fucked, I ordered, "Bend over. I want to fuck you from behind."
"Mmmmmm," she said as she scooped up some cum dripping off her chin, and sucked it into her mouth, before she got on all fours onto the couch and offered me up a perfect pose of her amazing ass.
"What an ass!"
"Do you want to fuck my ass?"
"I-I-I... that wasn't what I meant."
"But what I asked was whether you wanted to fuck your hot sister's ass?"
"I wouldn't refuse such an offer, but are you sure?"
"Yeah, I love getting fucked in the ass," she said, and she used both hands to spread her ass cheeks for me.
"Oh fuck," I said as I admired her cute little starfish.
"There's a tube of lube in my bedroom, in the top drawer beside my bed," she said. "Go and get it."
"Okay," I said, as she pointed to the door on the right and I went in, opened the drawer, and found the lube, plus a couple vibrators and a strap-on. Interesting!
I grabbed the lube and a vibe and returned, thinking I'd ask her about the vibe not much later.
I returned, and she saw the vibe and asked playfully, "And what, pray tell, are you planning to do with that phallic-looking toy?"
"I was considering my options. Top of the list is how about I double penetrate my sexy sister?"
"Mmmmmmm," she purred. "Kinky! I've never done that. Yeah, do it to me!"
"Sweet," I said as I went behind her while she spread her ass cheeks apart for me again.
But instead of opening the lube, first I bent forward and licked her cute, puckered asshole.
"Oh my," she trembled as I licked her butthole.
"You taste salty and sweet," I complimented.
"Nobody's ever eaten my ass before," she moaned.
"Then is it okay?"
"Yes indeed, don't stop," she moaned.
"I won't stop until you want me to," I promised as I licked and probed her asshole.
She then said, "That didn't take long for you to satisfy me! Now lube up your dick Bruce, and fuck my asshole."
"As you wish, princess," I said.
"Oh, I wish I were Princess Buttercup, and you were my brave Wesley," she smiled, looking back at me with love in her eyes.
I lubed my cock generously, poured some of it between her ass cheeks, and positioned my cock at her asshole.
"Just go slowly at first," she said as I positioned my cock head.
"Slowly it is," I agreed, not wanting to hurt her.
"Now push."
"Okay, here goes," I warned, and after some brief resistance from her sphincter, I watched as my cock slid inside her ass.
"Oh fuck, Bruce," she moaned as my dick disappeared inside her amazingly tight ass.
"So tight," I moaned too.
"So good," she still moaned, clearly getting accustomed to my dick in her ass.
"Yeah," I moaned yet again as I rested against her body... my dick all the way inside her.
"Now fuck me nice and slow," she said.
"Slowly it is," I said, and I pulled out and pushed back in while I reached for the vibrator.
"Oooh," she moaned over and over... her moans sounding so fucking sexy.
After two or three minutes she instructed me, "Now start going faster."
"Like this?"
"Yes, fuck my ass just like that, big brother," she moaned, pleasure now consuming her.
As I did, just like that, I turned the vibrator on and slid it into her pussy, which was a bit awkward with my dick in her ass, but I managed.
"Oh, you bad boy," she moaned, "double-teaming my holes like that."
"You like it?" I asked, feeling a rush from taking control.
"Yes I do. And do you like using me as your slutty sister?" she asked as she began bouncing back to meet my forward thrusts.
"Fuck yeah," I agreed. "Do you want to keep being my sister slut?"
"Fuck yeah," she moaned loudly as she really began fucking herself on my dick.
"Then ride me, my sister slut," I said as I watched her really working herself on my cock.
"Pull my hair," she demanded, as her moans echoed through the room.
"Oh yeah! You want it rough?" I asked, reaching out with my free hand and pulling her hair.
"Yes, l want a twin who knows what he wants and takes it from me," she moaned.
"And I want a slutty sister who'll take my cock whenever I want her to," I said, her ass feeling so amazing, and the vibrations in her pussy delivering extra pleasure to my dick.
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned. "Do you want your twin sister to be your ongoing cum dump?"
"Fuck yeah," I said, loving the way she said such nasty words.
"Then fuck my ass as hard and fast as you can," she ordered, even though she was the one doing the real fucking. But we timed it perfectly, and soon we were fucking each other in sync, but also recklessly and with utterly wild lust.
Moans... groans... echoed through the room.
"Keep fucking me just like that," she moaned.
I did.
Sweat poured down me as I got the workout of my life. This was the best calorie-burning exercise ever, and unlike in the gym, the motivation to keep going wasn't a problem..
I pulled a little harder on her hair, and she said, "I'm getting close."
"Then come, my sexy sister slut!"
"More, more," she moaned.
I want sure if she meant she wanted more hard fucking, or more dirty talk, so I gave her both. I kept fucking her with hard thrusts into her ass as I listed off, "Come all over your brother's big cock," "Take my dick up your asshole," "Beg for my permission to come, my nasty slut."
"Oh yes, big brother! May your slave sister please come from your cock fucking up her shit hole?" she responded nastily, clearly about to burst.
"Come, my cum bucket, my slut, my slave, my wicked little whore," I listed off, my words flowing out so smoothly as our bodies endlessly collided into each other with lustful fire.
"Yes, yes, yes, you sister fucker, yes!" she screamed as her second orgasm erupted from her... her entire body trembling again while she came hard.
I continued pumping into her ass, my balls starting to boil again after spewing a load onto her face only a few minutes ago.
"Come in my ass, big brother," she demanded weakly, as she kept coming and coming.
"You want my load in your ass, you nasty brother fucker?"
"Yes Bruce, dump your load deep up my asshole," she said. "I want to feel your cock pulsing and exploding up my dirty shit hole."
"Oh fuck, your nasty talk is so hot," I moaned, her wicked words increasing the intensity and expediting the boiling load churning inside me.
"Destroy my asshole, paint my insides white with your cum, unload a load deep in my bowels, deposit your seed in your sister's shit hole, confirm me as your three-hole slut," she babbled wickedly, easily the nastiest diatribe I'd ever heard either in real life or in any porn movie... and I watched a lot of porn.
"Fuck, take it you ass slut," I grunted and kept slamming into her, loving the sensations of my cock pulsing and shooting inside her.
"Oh yes, fill my asshole, Bruce," she moaned while I did.
"Fuck," I moaned, as I had my second orgasm from my sister and somehow, in a miracle of miracles, I'd lost my virginity to my sister... to my favourite person in the world... twice... well, you know... both her pussy and her ass.
"So good," she moaned as I kept coming and coming in her ass.
Eventually I pulled out and she said, "Come with me."
"I just did," I joked.
"No, come and sleep with me," she said as she took the vibe out of her pussy and turned it off.
"Like sleep, sleep?" I asked.
She stood up and took my hand. "Yeah, you okay with that?" she asked... wearing only her purple pantyhose with the crotch ripped out.
"Yeah, I'm definitely okay with that," I said as she led me to her bedroom.
Two minutes later, her head resting on my shoulder, her body cuddled in my arms, still wearing her pantyhose resting against my leg, she said, her hand on my chest, "Tonight was rough for a while, but then it got amazing, Bruce."
"Yeah, thanks to you, it became the best night of my life."
"Yeah," she said, her hand slowly moving on my chest. "And I meant what I said, you can fuck me again anytime you want."
"Love to. But it won't be easy."
"Why? What do you mean?"
"Our difficulty will be that quite a few people around here know I'm your brother," I pointed out.
"Then we'll have to be careful," she said.
"Agreed."
"I love you, Bruce."
"I love you more than anyone, Maya," I replied as I kissed her.
Just one kiss, and then we both drifted off to sleep.
I no longer had a girlfriend... the filthy cheat... but Maya had become someone so much better... a woman I truly loved was in my arms, and she was willing to do almost anything for me... just like I'd do for her.
What had begun as a great day but had then tragically fallen apart, had finally ended up becoming the best day of my life!
Crazy!
THE END
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Mom's Motivation: Lesbian Seduction
Summary: Mom takes daughter's virginity with strap-on.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Larry, who requested the story.
Note 2: This is part eight in the MOM'S MOTIVATION series.
In Part 1, Mom's Motivation, Stephanie uses her sexual prowess to motivate the younger of her two grown sons into finally getting a job.
In Part 2, Mom's Motivation: A 2nd Son, after a few fun and exciting encounters with her younger son, she invites him over for another all-nighter (while her high school senior daughter is away at a sleepover), and they're caught in the act by her elder son, which leads to a very hot threesome. (Which only happens once Andrew, the elder son, convinces his Mom that he too can and will get a job.)
In Part 3: Mom's Motivation: Anal Mommy, the next day the boys double penetrate their Mommy.
In Part 4: Mom's Motivation: Daughter's BF, Stephanie, upon discovering her daughter's fear of losing her boyfriend Joel, decides to take matters into her own hands (for 'matters' read Joel's cock), and into her mouth and pussy... willing to do anything to protect her daughter.
In Part 5, Mom's Motivation, Daughter's Prom, Stephanie drains Joel before Haley's prom, ends up making sure he has a good prom when Haley doesn't follow through, and gets caught sucking his cock in the car by his roommates.
In Part 6, Mom's Motivation: Dorm Blackmail, Joel's two roommates don't quite mention blackmail when they tell Joel they want to meet Stephanie, but not wishing to take any chances (and also happy to get laid), she goes over late the next morning and takes all three of them on for a few hours, including a hot interlude while she's plugged completely airtight.
In Part 7, Mom's Motivation: Hot Masturbation, Stephanie teaches her daughter the pleasures of masturbation and the joys of watching porn.
And now...
Mom's Motivation: Lesbian Seduction
Stephanie arrived home at 2am and found her daughter in her (Stephanie's) bed, fast asleep. The laptop was closed, and her sex toy was lying on the bed... not where she'd left it.
The mother smiled.
She'd already helped both of her sons improve their lives through having lots of sex with them (after requiring them to get steady jobs).
She'd also improved Joel's sexual skills (after insisting upon his pledge to be faithful to her daughter... except for having all the sex he wanted with Stephanie), which would eventually become a valuable gift for her daughter.
And she'd very recently (just several hours ago) taught her virginal daughter how to masturbate and had pointed out some of the attractions of pornography.
So as crazy as it seemed, and as objectionable as most people would consider her actions, Stephanie had created imaginative ways to remain close to her children, and to bond with them in ways that were emotional, powerful and hopefully forever.
She slipped out of her work clothes (she worked at Hooters, so they were pretty sexy), but remained in her pantyhose, then slid under the blanket and sheets and wrapped an arm around her daughter.
Haley woke up somewhat, saying vaguely, "Mom?"
"I see you enjoyed my toy and my porn," the Mom whispered, as she pulled her mostly naked daughter close.
"I just felt so...." Haley began and stopped... since even after their frank conversation earlier in the day, she wasn't sure what was okay to say.
"It's okay, honey," Stephanie said. "We all have needs, and there are no limits to what you can tell me or ask me."
"It's just so embarrassing," the daughter said, even though she felt so warm and safe in her Mom's arms.
"It's natural, honey," the Mom said, giving her daughter a squeeze (believe it or not, just a motherly one). "Now, just go back to sleep if you want to."
"Okay," Haley said, completely spent from her discovery of the pleasure of sex toys... and the orgasms they'd given her.
"Love you, honey," Stephanie said.
"Love you too, Mom," Haley said, drifting back to slumber within her Mom's safe cocoon.
.....
The next day, Stephanie woke up to an empty bed. As she looked at the clock, she was surprised to see it was after eleven... Haley would have gone to school hours ago.
The mother got out of bed, had some breakfast and a long shower.
She was sitting at the kitchen counter watching The View on her laptop, while also scrolling through Facebook, when her daughter's arriving home startled her. It was barely afternoon, and she didn't normally come home for lunch.
"What have you done to me?" Haley asked immediately after coming through the front door, sounding agitated, and with her cheeks flushed.
"What do you mean?" Stephanie asked, standing up with concern.
"I can't focus on anything at school," Haley said, exasperated.
"Why, honey?"
"Because I'm so... I'm so... I'm so horny," Haley blurted out.
"Oh honey," Stephanie said with a slight soft laugh as she came around the counter and gave her daughter a hug.
"I'm serious," Haley said. "All I can think about is needing to come again."
"That's what happens when you wait so long," Stephanie said. "The dam broke."
"Well, now I need to get myself off... again... so I can focus," Haley said.
"Let me help you," Stephanie said, the idea of fucking her popping into her head, and perhaps even dining on her sweet, virginal daughter.
"Now that you've taught me how, I think I can do it myself," Haley said, heading upstairs to her Mom's bedroom... feeling so frustrated that she couldn't control herself enough to stop sinning... couldn't resist the temptation. As she'd headed to school that morning recalling the previous day's crazy conversation, then masturbating with her hands being controlled by her mother, watching porn, mostly lesbian porn, and coming on one of her mother's toys, she'd made a vow to herself not to let that kind of pleasure control her. But that vow had lasted less than four hours. At school she couldn't focus on the lectures, had daydreamed about sex during a video in history class, and had caught herself numerous times staring at Valerie's nylon-clad legs in her too-short-for-school plaid skirt.
The mother pondered for a couple of minutes about what to do. Then, deciding to do what she'd done for her other two children, she walked into her bedroom just as her daughter was getting out of her jeans, and saw she was wearing pantyhose underneath... which made her smile fondly.
"Mom, please," Haley said. "May I have some privacy? I know this is your room, but..."
"Honey," Stephanie interrupted gently, "it's my job as your mother to help you come to an understanding of your body." She slyly admired her daughter's body, which except for her small tits, was a younger replica of her own.
"Huh? What about equality between genders? Did you do that for Andrew and Alex? Teach them how to jack off?" she asked sarcastically, as she stood in front of her mother in only pantyhose, panties and a t-shirt.
"Actually, I did," the Mom acknowledged.
"You did?"
"Yes, with no father figure in the family, I had to," Stephanie said, not willing to go into detail about just how much she'd helped... at least not yet.
"And how did you do that?" she asked.
"Just guided them to an understanding," she answered vaguely.
"Well, you guided me very thoroughly yesterday," Haley said. "So today I need to guide myself."
"Okay, okay," Stephanie said, not wanting to push it. "I'll leave you to self-explore, but if you want to talk some more about your sexuality, or how to get ready for Joel, I'm here to help."
"What do you mean get ready for Joel?" Haley asked, suddenly concerned.
"Well, now that you've discovered the pleasure your body can experience, it's only a matter of time before you'll become curious to know how to receive that pleasure from another person. And if you're anything like me, which I believe you are, you'll come to love the thrill of giving pleasure to others."
"I'm not ready yet," the girl said, even though all morning she'd wondered what getting fucked would feel like... and oddly, what it would be like to eat a pussy.
"I'm not saying you are," Stephanie said. "I'm just saying that I'm here when you're ready to start considering it. There's no rush."
"Ummm..." Haley said doubtfully, then decided just to admit what was foremost in her mind. "But what if there is a rush?" she asked.
"What do you mean?"
"All I thought about today was sex," Haley blurted out.
"That's natural for someone your age," Stephanie said, walking towards her confused daughter.
"Natural for a guy, maybe," Haley said, knowing that was all guys thought about... knowing she was often checked out by her male classmates, and had also often seen how men drooled over her mother.
"That's a misconception, dear," Stephanie said, taking her daughter's hands in hers.
"You're saying guys aren't always thinking about sex?" Haley asked with a smirk.
"Oh no, that's true enough," Stephanie agreed with a laugh. "But so are girls."
"Really?" Haley asked.
"Certainly," Stephanie agreed.
"So do you think about sex all of the time?"
"Well, not all the time, but your mother has needs, and I need to satisfy them quite often," the Mom admitted with a smile.
"Gross!" Haley said.
"What?" Stephanie asked. "You don't think that more than a few women want to enjoy the pleasure you experienced last night?"
"I never thought about it," Haley admitted, recalling how good last night had felt... amazing... life changing.
"You know something? I walked in on your grandma fucking herself with a cucumber when I was your age," Stephanie said, recalling the shocking moment.
"No way!" Haley gasped.
"Your grandma was always a very sexual women," Stephanie added. "Actually, she still is."
"Things I never need to know," Haley said.
"Although she prefers women now," the Mom continued, which was true, and a sly opening to where she wanted to steer this conversation. She couldn't help it... she wanted to eat her daughter's pussy, to have her daughter eat hers, and to be the first person to fuck her... with one of her strap-ons.
"Mom!" Haley gasped, shaking her head at her Mom's shocking revelations.
"What?" the Mom asked, enjoying tainting her daughter's innocent view of the world... about her grandmother and, of course, about herself... her daughter's own mother. "Have you never considered being with a woman? You seemed pretty intrigued by those porn clips yesterday."
"Mom!" Haley said exasperated, stunned by her Mom's revelations about her grandma, and now her hints about she herself maybe being a lesbian.
"Sit down on the bed, honey," Stephanie said. "Let's have a real talk."
"Mom, I'm half naked," Haley said.
"Fine," Stephanie said, pulling her dress over her head and tossing it aside... now wearing only a bra that didn't really hide her huge breasts, and thigh high nylons... no panties... as usual... for quick access by her sons or her daughter's boyfriend. "Now we're both half naked. Better?"
"Mom!" Haley gasped again, as her Mom then gently pushed her down onto the bed while she stared at the unique nylons.
"Look, we're both adults," Stephanie said. "And I want what's best for you."
"I don't even know what's best for me," the daughter said with a heavy sigh. Her sexuality had suddenly been awakened, thus making her even more confused, not less.
Stephanie placed her hand on her daughter's leg and stroked it slowly, enjoying the feel of the sheer nylon and saying, "Honey, let Mommy help."
"How?"
"Well, it's a little unorthodox."
"Weirder than teaching me how to masturbate?" Haley asked, still shocked at what had transpired yesterday... even while her pussy tingled.
"Actually yes, even weirder, if you prefer that word," Stephanie agreed.
"I can't even imagine."
"I'll be right back," Stephanie said, squeezing her daughter's leg and kissing her cheek.
"Where are you going?" Haley asked, as her Mom stood up.
"Just into my closet for a moment," the Mom said.
"Why?"
"You'll see," Stephanie said. "Why don't you lie down and relax?"
"I'm not relaxed at all right now," Haley said... still quite horny... horny enough that the revelation about her grandma being a lesbian hadn't extinguished the fire inside her.
"Mommy will help with that," Stephanie called out, as she pulled her eight-inch strap-on... the smallest one she owned... out of its packaging.
"I can't imagine how," Haley said, surprised to still be horny, even after what should have been the fire extinguishing conversation with her mother.
The pretty mother slid the harness up her firm legs and said, "Just close your eyes and relax, honey."
"Your just saying that makes me feel anxious," Haley said. And she didn't close her eyes.
"Wasn't I a help yesterday?" Stephanie asked, as she tightened the harness around her waist.
"Yes," Haley said after a considerable pause. "Although it was weird."
"Well, this is going to be weird too," the Mom said striding out of her closet... her strap-on cock leading the way.
"Mom!" Haley gasped for the who could count how many time.
"What?" Stephanie asked, her hands on her hips as she posed.
"What do you plan to do with thaaaat?" Haley asked, as she stared at the dick suddenly planted between her mother's legs and certain she could guess exactly what her mother planned to do with it... since two of the videos she'd watched last night had girls wearing them. Which they'd used to fuck other girls.
"Depends," the Mom said walking to the bed.
"Depends on what?" Haley asked, as she felt a little wetness emerging between her legs.
"Well, I thought first I'd teach you how to suck a cock," Stephanie said.
"Gross," Haley said.
"It isn't gross at all," Stephanie said brightly, now standing at the edge of the bed... looking down at her daughter, who was lying down... staring up at the strap-on. "Sucking a cock is an important part of being a woman."
"Really?"
"Yes," Stephanie said. "Now don't get all prudish or judgemental on me."
"Mom, I am not a prude," Haley said, having hated that word when she'd been called one in the past.
"Sorry, poor choice of words," Stephanie said, knowing her daughter's insecurity full well. "My point is that sex is about intimacy, about pleasing your partner, and about expanding your own curiosity about exploring."
"I don't know," Haley said. "However, I do want to be good for Joel when the time comes, and I don't want to disappoint him."
"Honey, you most certainly won't disappoint him," Stephanie said softly, "not a chance! But it will help if you're ready. And I mean really ready."
"How?"
"Come here and sit on the edge of the bed," Stephanie instructed. She was still standing.
"Okay," Haley said, and after a momentary hesitation, she did, right in front of her mother. "Now what?"
"I want you just to look at my cock," Stephanie said.
"Okay."
"And admire it for a little while."
"Okay."
"What are you thinking?" Stephanie asked about twenty seconds later.
"I'm not sure."
"Do you feel like sucking it?"
"A little," Haley admitted, something about staring at a cock from so close was drawing her in... it was making her mouth water and her pussy dampen.
"Do you feel like having this cock in your pussy?"
"Mom!" Haley objected, feeling her cheeks burning.
"There are no right or wrong answers. Just tell me what you're feeling, honey."
After another pause, Haley admitted, "Yes... yes I do. I want to feel that penis in my pussy."
"You're allowed to use that word in a classroom or a doctor's office, but never in a bedroom. It's much sexier if you call it a dick or a cock," Stephanie corrected.
"Fine. I'd like that dick in my pussy," Haley said, as she reached up and wrapped her hand around it.
"Show me," the Mom encouraged.
"How?" Haley asked, as she slowly stroked it.
"Worship my cock," Stephanie ordered. "Start by just rolling your tongue around my cock head. Men like their cock stroked and sucked before they fuck someone."
"This is weird," Haley said, as she stroked the cock.
"Just trust Mommy," Stephanie said, this being a far more delicate seduction than Alex or Andrew's.
Haley stroked the cock slowly... becoming entranced by it... wondering what a real cock might feel like in her hand... might look like right before her eyes like this. "Okay," she agreed, and she leaned forward, extended her tongue, and swirled it around the cock head.
"Good girl," Stephanie encouraged.
Haley was all flushed... and yet excited... her pussy tingling. This wasn't bad at all!
"Focus on the cock head," the Mom instructed.
"Is this all I do?" Haley asked, wanting to take the cock into her mouth.
"No, honey," she said. "But at first getting him excited and hard is part of the fun."
"I want to suck it," Haley said, after swirling her tongue around a few more times.
"Then talk to me. Explain what you want to do for me," Stephanie pushed, doing her best to coax Haley into becoming desperately hungry for this cock.
"I want to suck your cock," Haley answered, feeling excited to be using dirty words, and as she wrapped her lips around the cock, she found herself wishing it was real... wishing it was Joel's.
"Take your time," Stephanie said. "Get used to having someone's cock in your mouth."
Haley listened and obeyed. She was surprised by how natural it felt to have this cock in her mouth... even though it wasn't a real one. It stretched her mouth somewhat. Her initial instinct was to bob. So... she bobbed on it.
"That's it, nice and slow," the Mom encouraged. "Keep worshipping my cock."
"Mmmmmm," Haley moaned involuntarily, the act of sucking her Mom's strap-on cock really turning her on. The act was sexually stimulating, and yet it felt oddly innocent, too. It wasn't dirty... or immoral... but simply an act of love.
"You're a natural little cock sucker, honey," Stephanie encouraged, as she watched her daughter bobbing slowly on her cock... in awe at how quickly this was all transpiring.
After a minute or two, Haley taking a little more with every few bobs, she was soon taking six inches between her lips with natural ease.
"By now you'd be swallowing Joel's cum, honey," Stephanie said, pulling the cock out of her mouth.
"I would?" Haley asked. That prospect would have been disgusting a day ago, yet now it was something she felt kind of curious about.
"Well, unless he pulled out and gave your pretty face a facial," Stephanie joked... although it wasn't really a joke.
"Gross," Haley objected to the idea.
"All guys want to come on a girl's face."
"All of them?"
"Yeah, it's part of the male DNA," Stephanie said.
"So, you've allowed men to come on your face?" Haley asked, still stroking the cock without even realizing she was doing it.
"Would you judge me harshly for it if I said yes?"
"No."
"I've been happy about that happening many times," Stephanie admitted. "Actually, I really like it."
"You do?"
"Yeah, the act is a little humiliating, but frankly, I'm submissive in the bedroom, and so I love to do just about anything I can to please my man," Stephanie explained
"That's hard to imagine."
"Yeah? Because I seem to be a strong-willed woman who doesn't really need a man at all?" the Mom asked.
"Yeah," she agreed.
"Actually, women like me... and like you, for that matter... are usually the most submissive ones."
"How so?"
"Well, in public, we're constantly living a life of righteousness and standing up for women and ourselves, so behind the scenes we just want to let go... to take a break from making all the decisions," Stephanie explained.



"Really?"
"Yeah, don't you feel like you just need to let go sometimes? To hand over all your control?"
"That's why I came home at lunchtime in such a state, and then rushed upstairs as soon as I could," Haley admitted with a soft smile.
"Right," the Mom acknowledged, as she gently pushed her daughter onto her back. "So let me help you with that."
"Mom, what are you doing?" Haley asked, as she felt her Mom pulling her legs to the end of the bed. This time she wasn't objecting, just asking.
"I'm helping my darling daughter discover some more of the pleasures of sex," Stephanie answered, as she parted her daughter's legs and went between them.
"How are you going to do that?" Haley asked, her eyes big, and glancing nervously down at the big penis... sorry, big dick... between her Mom's legs.
"Close your eyes," the Mom ordered, as she ripped a hole in the crotch of her daughter's pantyhose.
"Mom!" Haley gasped, both at what her mother had just done, but also because she'd just ruined a very expensive pair of hosiery.
"They're mine anyway," Stephanie smiled, examining a very wet spot on her daughter's panties. "I can see you're already very wet."
"Mom, we mustn't do this," Hailey said, embarrassed to have her mother noticing her wet spot, and then she pushed that feeling away, since her mother was being so frank and honest... even though she couldn't believe this was happening... her pussy betraying her with its lustful burning...
"Close your eyes," Stephane repeated. "Mommy knows exactly what you need."
"But you're my Mom!" Hailey pointed out.
"And your Mommy always knows what's best for you," Stephanie spun the thought, as she contemplated sliding her dick into her daughter's pussy, as well as dining on it... which was clearly very stimulated already.
She slid up her daughter's body to kiss her, and she tapped her clit through the panties, which were inconveniently trapped inside the pantyhose, while applying pressure to the pussy with the cock, making her daughter moan, "Ooooooooh."
"Let Mommy show you the true pleasures of your body," Stephanie added, next stroking her cock up and down between her daughter's pussy lips... knowing this teasing would be the breaking point for her innocent daughter, who by now was very horny.
"Mom," Haley moaned, intense rushes of pleasure coursing through her... and she desperately wanted to feel the cock harnessed onto her mother inside her pussy... any thoughts of this being sinful fading quickly away.
"Yes, honey?" the Mom asked, continuing to stimulate extreme cuntal wetness, and to push her daughter to the brink.
"Mom," Haley repeated, the teasing driving her wild... and yes, she knew this was wrong, knew she shouldn't let any of this happen, but her mind was no longer in control of... anything at all.
"Say it," Stephanie said, wanting her daughter to agree to what was coming next. "Tell me what you want to happen."
"Mom..." Haley said again, trying to force out the taboo words, and yet unable to say them.
"What do you want Mommy to do for you?" Stephani asked, as she again tapped her daughter's swollen clit that was outlined against her panties... this time three times.
"Fuuuuck!!" Haley screamed, as the taps on her clit made her legs twitch and her entire body quake.
"You want Mommy to fuck you?" Stephanie asked. "Go ahead and tell me."
Yes, Mommy," Haley said looking into her mother's eyes with undeniable lust. "Please fuck me."
"Yes, my dearest," the Mom agreed with a loving but also lustful smile, not waiting another second, and she tugged the panties aside and slid her eight-inch cock all the way inside her daughter's very wet, very greedy pussy.
"Oh my God!" Haley screamed, as she felt the cock slide inside her.
"Do you like Mommy fucking you?" Stephanie asked, as she slowly slid her cock in and out.
"Oh God, Mom," the daughter moaned, in awe at how much more intense the pleasure felt than just pleasing her on the outside. "It feels SOOOO good!"
"Mommy knows just how to make you feel good," Stephanie said, as she began thrusting her hips faster.
"Oh, yes Mom, fuck me just like this," Haley moaned, the pleasure so intense that any wrongness she may have felt simply melted away... this wasn't sinful... it was heavenly!
"You're so beautiful," Stephanie said, as she watched her daughter getting fucked. Her cheeks so red. Her moans so authentic. Her body so fit and tight.
"Oh Mom," Haley moaned, loving the compliment while her orgasm rose.
"This body was made for fucking," Stephanie added, as she slammed into her daughter.
"Fuuuuuck!" Haley screamed, as the cock plumbed never before reached depths inside her.
"Yes, Mommy is going to show you all the pleasures of your body," Stephanie said, as she really began fucking her daughter hard.
"Yes Mommy, really give it to me," Haley gasped, completely captivated by the pleasures her mother was giving her.
"You like Mommy fucking your pussy?" Stephanie growled fiercely.
"Yes, Mommy... don't stop... harder... fuck me harder, Mommy," Haley begged, her orgasm imminent.
Stephanie grabbed her daughter's ankles, pulled them together above her head, and really drilled her. "Yes honey, come for me, baby girl, come on Mommy's dick, come from getting fucked by Mommy."
"Oh yes, Mommy, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuuuuuuck!" Haley screamed, and she arched her back and then collapsed back onto the bed as the orgasm hit her, and as her Mom still kept slamming into her pussy!
"That's it," Stephanie said, as she took in the lovely sight of her daughter experiencing such an intense orgasm.
"Oooooooh," Haley moaned, as she felt all the energy being usurped from her body while she discovered how an orgasm from getting fucked was way more intense than one from her own hands or some toy.
Stephanie, wishing to push this kinky relationship even further and not wanting it to end, pulled out of her daughter, spread her legs wide, and dove between them to lick the pussy cum so generously flowing out of her.
"Mooooommm," Haley moaned and gasped simultaneously, as she felt the tongue licking her pussy... but she was so spent from the orgasm as well as still enjoying its aftershocks, she was helpless to do anything about it.
"Just let Mommy taste you," Stephanie purred, as she licked and savored her daughter's sweet pussy juice.
"But this is so wrong," Haley protested verbally, although her tone wasn't at all convincing, and her body did absolutely nothing to support the protest.
"Does it feel wrong?" the Mom asked, as she parted her daughter's excessively wet pussy lips and probed the hole with her tongue.
"Nooooooo," Haley admitted, since in truth it felt fucking amazing.
"You taste so good, honey," Stephanie said, not having dined on a sweet pussy in quite a while... and it being her daughter's was an additional sexual rush, with her own pussy getting quite wet.
"Oh Mom," Haley gasped, amazed to feel a second orgasm rising even though the first one hadn't finished running its course.
"Yes, honey?" Stephanie asked, before swirling her tongue in her daughter's hole again.
"It feels so good," Haley moaned, as her Mom next glided her tongue up to her sensitive clit.
"I know, honey," the Mom said. "Mommy knows exactly how to bring you pleasure."
"Does this mean you're a lesbian?" Haley asked, surprised just as much by this being her own Mom licking her, as she was by how marvelous it felt.
"No, honey, I love cocks, especially big ones," Stephanie said, as she slid two fingers inside her daughter's pussy. "But I also love pussy. I told you that yesterday."
"I guess I forgot," Haley said, not thinking very straight.
"It's okay," the Mom said, "just let Mommy make you feel good."
"You already have," Haley said, her body having perpetually either feeling incredible pleasure or yearning for more of it ever since last night.
"Oh honey," Stephanie said, gently wiggling her tongue up and down over her daughter's clit while slowly fingering her.
"Oh Mom," Haley moaned, as she suddenly felt pleasure both inside and outside her pussy... doubling the intensity... increasing the acceleration of the second orgasm rising inside her.
"You want Mommy to finger bang you, baby girl?" the mother asked, as she slowly slid two fingers in and out, while she also flicked her clit and licked her pussy.
"Yes please, Mommy," Haley responded, now horny as hell, the pleasure her mother was giving her consuming her very being, "Finger bang me."
"I want you to come all over my face very soon, baby girl," Stephanie said, as she increased the speed of her fingers... pumping away like a cock... while her sucking lips and wriggling tongue never left her daughter's delicious pussy.
"Oh Mommy, don't stop," Haley moaned, not caring anymore that this was incest, not caring that this was supposed to be a sin... if it was sinful, then why did it feel so good?
"I won't stop until you give Mommy a pussy facial," Stephanie promised, as she found her daughter's g-spot and tapped away on it.
"Mother fucker!" Haley screamed, as intensity struck her within an instant, and her second orgasm ripped through her like an all-consuming tornado!
Stephanie smiled upon hearing this apt term that she'd heard so often in the recent past... and she tapped her daughter's g-spot a couple more times, before pulling her fingers out and opening her mouth wide to capture as much of the sweet flood of pussy cum as she could.
"Oh Mom," Haley said weakly. Her body felt like it was surrounded by the fabled Fireworks of Euphoria.
"This is how I've been longing to worship you," Stephanie said, as she lapped up her daughter's cum.
"Well, you are on your knees," Haley observed with a half-smile.
"And you just baptized me," Stephanie joked, "only by sprinkling, but almost by immersion," as she stood up and looked down at her red-faced pretty girl.
"Did I come that much?" Haley asked, her Mom's face sopping wet, and even her hair a little damp.
"Yep, you're a squirter," Stephanie said, licking her wet lips.
"That was so intense," Haley said, still feeling the aftershocks of multiple orgasms.
"The g-spot orgasm is one of our ultimate pleasures," Stephanie said, as she removed the strap-on harness.
"I can't stop trembling," Haley said, feeling kind of disappointed that this wild sexual encounter was at an end.
"Hungry?" Stephanie asked.
"Yeah," Haley nodded. "I'm feeling a little dehydrated too."
"Let me help you with both of those," Stephanie said, kneeling on the bed and straddling her daughter's face.
"Mom, I don't think I can do this," Haley said, her Mom's pussy hovering over her.
"I think you'll discover you quite like it, honey," Stephanie said, as she lowered her pussy to just a couple inches above her pretty daughter's face.
"But I'm not a lesbian," Haley pointed out, as her mother's sweet scent began to envelope her.
"I never said you were," the Mom said. "Now be a good girl and lick your Mommy. Fucking your sweet pussy and thus taking your virginity, and then eating your pussy got me very horny."
"That's right! You did take my virginity," Haley said mindlessly, suddenly realizing it was true. She'd given her cherry to her mother!
"Yes, honey. And Mommy plans to get you completely ready for Joel's cock," Stephanie promised. She then reached down, gently tugged her daughter's head up and added, "Now lick Mommy."
Her face suddenly plastered against her Mom's pussy, the tangy scent drawing her in, the submissive need to please consuming her, she did as she was told. She extended her tongue and licked.
"Good girl," Stephanie moaned, as she felt her daughter's tentative tongue parting her wet pussy lips... for the very first time.
Haley didn't respond with words, just action. The taste was subtlety sweet, and she wanted more... and as she licked, she felt her own pussy continue to tingle... she felt a need to get her Mom off... she felt a need to obey her.
"Such a natural," Stephanie moaned, enjoying the slow licking.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," Haley said, thinking that eating her Mom couldn't possibly help her with Joel... and about Joel... she'd just cheated on him, and she was still cheating!
"Just do what comes naturally," the Mom advised... resisting her desire to actively ride her daughter's face.
Haley did... yet she was meanwhile processing the realization that she'd lost her virginity... which she'd been saving for Joel... for the man she loved. Yet... yet... she'd undeniably enjoyed everything her mother had done to her, and she was enjoying doing what she was doing right now... just like in the clips she'd watched last night... since she was eating pussy... and this being her Mom's pussy just adding to the surreal exoticness of her actions.
But finally the 18-year-old managed to push all those thoughts out of her head... and she just focused on getting her Mom off... the soft moans turning her on, and encouraging her.
"Oh God," Stephanie moaned. "You're getting Mommy all wet, baby girl."
"Then come on me, Mommy," Haley heard herself saying, wanting to taste her mother's cum.
"Oh yes, honey, I can certainly do that. Do you want Mommy to come all over your pretty face?" Stephanie asked, as she began slowly grinding on her daughter.
"Yes, Mommy. I want to taste your cum, just like you did mine," Haley said, in a lustful daze where her carnal desires consumed her, as she extended her tongue the best she could. "Do you think you can come lots, like I did?"
"Yes baby, I'm sure I can, since you're such a good cunt licker," Stephanie moaned, as she held her daughter's head up against her pussy and began really grinding.
"Give it to me, Mommy," Haley said, the word 'Mommy' making this kinky incestuous act feel even kinkier... more taboo... wrong-er, which somehow made it feel righter.
"Oh, yes honey, lick me, lick Mommy, oh yes," Stephanie moaned, her orgasm imminent.
Haley just kept licking... while her face got wetter....
"Oh yes, oh yes, yeeeeeeees!" Stephanie screamed as her orgasm hit, and her pussy juice gushed out of her, and yes... all over her daughter's face.
Haley drank down as much of the copious pussy juice as she could... the taste stronger and even more tantalizing than the wetness prior to her Mom's orgasm.
The mother leaned forward, bracing her hands against her daughter's pantyhose to allow her cum to leak out and coat her daughter's face.
Haley leaned up and licked her Mom's pussy, trying to get every drop of the surprisingly amazing taste, which she couldn't get enough of.
As Stephanie rolled off her daughter a minute later... she looked at her daughter... her face shiny with her pussy juices... and said, "Well, that was amazing."
"I can't believe we just did that," Haley said, not wanting this surreal afternoon to end, and yet knowing it had to.
"I know," Stephanie said, bending down and kissing her daughter. "You really were amazing."
"Thanks," Haley said. "I want to be amazing for Joel."
"You will be," the Mom said.
"How do you know?"
"Well, you've always been willing to do whatever it takes to excel at everything," Stephanie said.
"I guess," Haley said, more confused than ever... not only because she'd just committed incest with her Mom... had lost her virginity to her Mom... had eaten her Mom's pussy... but before last night, she'd not even once questioned her sexuality... but now... now... now she was feeling exceedingly confused.
"What's wrong?" Stephanie asked, her hand resting gently on her daughter's firm belly.
"It's just that..." Haley said and paused. "...I want to be good for Joel. I mean to be really good. The best ever."
"Then honey," the Mom said, her hand moving slowly downward towards a certain location. "If you want to, we can keep practicing."
"I'm not sure most of this will help," Haley said with a soft laugh, as she felt her Mom's hand arriving back on her pussy.
"I have a few unorthodox ideas," Stephanie said, as she pondered how to find a way to get her two sons to join her and her daughter. Or perhaps just a threesome with Joel for starters. She wasn't sure... it would take some thought.
"Like what?" Haley moaned, her Mom's fingers tracing her pussy lips... her wet, wet pussy lips.
"Oh, that's for another day," Stephanie said. But she was still horny, so she decided to do something she hadn't done since she was young... tribbing.
"I can't believe we did this," Haley said.
"Define 'this'," the Mom said as she began readjusting her body.
"Having sex with my Mom," Haley said, still shocked it had happened, and that she was hoping it would happen again.
"Well..." Stephanie smiled, before she asked, "...would you like to come one more time?"
"Oh Mom, I'm not sure that's even possible," Haley said, as her Mom moved her legs to the middle of the bed.
"Only one way to find out," Stephanie said, as she placed her legs between her daughter's.
Haley glanced at the clock, and her eyes went wide. "Gosh! I'm late for class!"
"I'll write you a note citing a family emergency," the Mom offered, as she wriggled her body to place her pussy against her daughter's.
"I haven't missed a class all year," Haley said, unsure of what her Mom was doing until she felt her Mom's pussy touching hers.
"Hold onto my leg," Stephanie said, ignoring her daughter's scholastic concerns.
"Okay," Haley moaned, as her Mom's pussy started rubbing against hers.
Stephanie grasped her daughter's leg and said, as she tugged her daughter's panties hard to keep her pussy completely free, "Now slowly move your ass up and down."
"Okay," Haley said, as she felt her Mom doing the same and rubbing against her pussy.
As Haley started moving her body, her worries about school faded, as the pleasure once again began increasing.
"This is weird," Haley said with a soft moan.
"It's called tribbing," Stephanie said. "It takes a little while to get into a smooth rhythm."
"It feels good, though," Haley admitted, as her pussy was stimulated in yet another new way.
"Yes honey," Stephanie moaned, as both mother and daughter ground on each other's pussies... their moans increasing as the pleasure did.
It was two, perhaps three minutes later, while both women were now moving in smooth unison, with both women having orgasms rising expediently, that Haley moaned, pleasure compounding pleasure, "Oh yes, Mom."
Stephanie was sweating, tribbing a great workout, as she ordered with a moan of her own, "Keep grinding, baby girl."
Their moans echoed through the bedroom... Haley knowing her orgasm was close... the sensation of her pussy rubbing against her mother's such an erotic thrill as she moaned, loving this word, "Oh Mommy."
The two women lost in the throes of passion, the intimacy of tribbing and the imminent orgasms rising in both women, they didn't hear the two men walk into the bedroom... but they both did stop dead in their rhythmic tracks when they heard the words that came in unison from two male voices, "What the fuck?"
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Dream Night: Bukkake

Everyone has at least one kink.
My first boyfriend loved nylons... which I often wore for him.
A girlfriend of mine will only fuck black men; another girlfriend only comes from anal; a kind of friend of mine likes armpits; and I've heard that Josie loves golden showers. Of course most of my friends simply like getting fucked or eating pussy, but let's be honest: we're all weird in some secret fashion or other behind our outer personas.
For example, I love... I mean I fucking love... cum.
And although I can't deny I love swallowing it, since I like the taste of it and the feel of it in my pussy or my ass... my main kink is taking facials.
I learned I had this kink way back on prom night, which also happened to be my eighteenth birthday... when I sucked my first cock.
Matt only lasted like two minutes before he surprised me by pulling out and spackling my face with his cum. I was stunned by its warmth when it sprayed on my face.

At first I was angry. He'd even gotten some of his cum on my prom dress!
Later that night I lost my virginity to him, and he came in a condom. And as I lay in bed, not reaching orgasm from that three-minute fuck, I felt disappointed that his load had been wasted in the condom.
As he lay asleep snoring a few minutes later while I frigged myself to an orgasm... I couldn't help replaying his load splashing all over my face. It felt so hot... the cum so warm... the act so dirty... it made me feel slutty... and I loved it.
A lot!
For the rest of my senior year I blew Brian everywhere conceivable; sucking him and taking loads anywhere I could.
In the boys locker room after a track meet.

In a classroom after school, where we almost got caught.



In the gym early in the morning where again we almost got caught.

I even blew him in the city park in broad daylight... which was quite a rush. This time we actually did get caught... several times... but the people didn't say anything and just kept walking.

But then we both graduated from high school and my boyfriend went to Europe for the summer.
And although I wasn't sure it was the best idea, I decided to break up with him.
Which made a certain amount of sense. We'd be attending different colleges in separate parts of the country so our relationship wasn't likely to last anyway... but I may have attempted the long-distance approach anyway, if it hadn't been for what had become my obsession with cum. So I'd be attending Simmons University in Boston, and my ex would go to UC Berkeley.
In addition, there was no way I'd be willing to go all summer without any dick... and especially without any cum.
So the day after I said goodbye to him with a great fuck (but like always, no orgasm for me), taking a load in my pussy and another on my face, I went across town to a very seedy area that had an adult club, and into a dirty bathroom with a glory hole I'd found online.
The past couple of weeks I'd been watching endless cock sucking videos, and many of them had featured glory holes.
I became fascinated.
A place where I was guaranteed to find cock.
I knew it was wrong, but I was looking forward to my boyfriend leaving, so he'd be out of my way while I went to that glory hole.
So there I was in a disgusting bathroom, on my knees, sucking a stranger's big cock.

I took two facials... tripling my total of men who'd busted their nuts on my face, from one to three of them... a figure I would increase substantially during my upcoming wild summer.

A couple days later I found my way to a nice club with a friend of mine. We were allowed in with our fake id's, and then we went into a very nice men's bathroom, where a couple guys walked in while I was being face fucked by a man around my dad's age. I took one of the guys' cock in my mouth, and soon thereafter a load all over my face, while my friend did the same with the other guy.

A couple days later at a different club in the middle of the day, I sucked another older man, a friend of the guy I'd blown in the prior bathroom....

A couple days after that, I started taking bigger risks... such as fucking a guy I'd found via an online app in an ally in the middle of the day.

The rush from maybe getting caught was a major turn-on.

I couldn't ever get enough cum... so it was only a matter of time until I found myself in a back alley outside a club, sucking and taking two loads from two cute men.

This series of adventures continued for a couple of weeks, before my best friend Angela and I flew to Jamaica for a week.
The trip had been planned before I discovered my cum lust... but oh my goodness, did we have lots of fun!
First, during the long flight, I told Angela all about my wicked previous month. She got super turned on by hearing what I'd been doing, and so we joined the mile-high club in a way I'd never imagined doing. For starters she coached me through my first lesbian experience. (I was surprised to learn it was far from her first.) She then fingered me in my seat while everyone else slept. I fingered her back, and then we snuck into the bathroom, which was fucking tiny, and ate me out, and I returned the favour. It was wild and crazy, and then I discovered I also loved a woman's cum on my face... sure, it was a different kind of facial... but I loved it. I also loved hearing her moaning and begging. (PS: sadly, no pics for this scene.)
That said, as soon as we landed, and took a taxi for about fifteen miles before taking the elevator to our hotel room, we immediately got naked, and I experimented with my first 69.

Which thereafter we did almost every night for the rest of the trip, no matter how much cock and pussy we'd played with earlier in the day.
We spent the week a lot differently than we'd originally planned. Sure, we took a couple of tours, but we ditched visiting the museums and replaced them with a couple of nude or nude-friendly beaches.
First beach... and the first cock we shared.

Second day... our second shared cock... this time on a boat with my first of a few black cocks.

Day three... we were invited to a rich black guy's house, where both men who lived there were in their forties (there's just something about older men and the way they can fuck), where out on the pool deck I experienced my first foursome, my first spit-roast, and my first double penetration. It was the wildest day of my life up till then.



After a marathon fuck session... where I came an unbelievable six times... the two men face fucked us for a few minutes... their huge cocks going so deep into our throats, saliva was drooling from both of our mouths...

...before they deposited their loads on our faces.

And, as was becoming common with us, we finished by making out after taking a load or two, and then licking all the cum off each other's faces.

I won't bore you with the rest of the week, but let's just say we had lots of similar fun, and I enjoyed a lot of cum.
Ok, since you asked so nicely, I'll share two more highlights with you.
We went to another beach, one for lesbians only, where we played with two different lezzie couples.
And they were wild!
At the beginning, we weren't there for even ten minutes, before two girls came up to us and one of them asked, "First time here?"
Angela laughed, "Are we that obvious?"
The black girl of the two came very close to Angela and answered, "No, it's just that we would have remembered such beautiful girls."
"I agree," the strawberry blonde said, coming close to me, sending chills of excitement up and down my spine.
And before I had enough time even to think, I was being kissed. So of course I kissed her back. And as she grabbed my ass and brought me close, I wrapped my arms around her.

I wasn't sure what was happening next to me with Angela, but I didn't care. The girl's hands on my ass felt good, her lips were soft, and her tongue danced inside my mouth.

Angela then said, "Let's all show my newly turned bisexual best friend a good time."
"Mmmmmmm," The black girl approved of the idea.
A moment later some bikini bottoms were shed, and everyone's attention was on me.

Each stranger kissed me in turn, with each kiss lasting only ten or fifteen seconds. Soft, tender kisses. Six hands languidly roaming all over my body. And over my tits. My ass. My hips. The slow burn they gave me was exhilarating.
My being their centre of attention continued while I was helped down to my knees where I made out with Jazmine, the sexy black girl, as Angela and the strawberry blonde Brianne traced their hands all over my body.

For a good ten minutes, I was worshipped from head to toe as they laid me on my back and pleasured my body.
All three took turns pleasuring me... wildly... except they left my bikini top and bottom on the entire time. Sucking on my nipples through the bikini, sucking my pussy over the bikini, fingering me, kissing me and eating my pussy.
I was in complete teased rapture.

Angela suggested, "Let's go closer to the water."
A minute later, all of us were huddled on a tiny pier as the water washed onto the beach nearby, and their worshipping me resumed.

A few minutes more... while every part of my body was pleasured.
Jazmine sucked on my face.
Brianne rubbed my tits.
Angela ate my pussy.
Finally after a good fifteen minutes, maybe more with all the attention on me, I pleaded, "Girls, I really need to come!"
"Then sit on our faces," Brianne offered.
"Not exactly. Brianne, you sit on my face," Jazmin proposed instead.
Both sexy strangers went quickly onto their backs, then Angela straddled Jazmin while I dropped my pussy onto Brianne's pretty face... and Angela and I enjoyed the eager tongues lapping away at our pussies.

Soon Angela and I came on the other girls' experienced tongues. I suggested that Angela and I return the favour, but the girls declined, kissing us and saying they had to go.
After another couple minutes of kissing, Angela and I put our bikini bottoms back on, our newest friends strolled away down the beach, and we walked in the other direction hand in hand.
"That was wild," I said.
"Yeah, you seemed to be enjoying yourself," she smiled.
"Except I didn't get to eat any pussy," I said with a playful pout.
"But we both came. And I'm sure we can stick around for a while longer," she said as she wrapped her arms around me and kissed my neck.
"I don't know if I'll ever want to leave here," I said. "The beautiful water, the warm sand, basking in the sun, and the luscious female scenery."
"And at some point getting eaten by your best friend," she added, kissing my neck.

"And eating out that best friend too," I added, my eyes closed as I enjoyed Angela's hands and lips upon me.
"You two in the mood to play?" a voice asked, startling me.
I opened my eyes and saw two women wearing fat strap-on cocks. One was completely naked, the other was wearing only a bikini top, their arms wrapped around each other.
Angela came up beside me, wrapped an arm around me in a protective manner... so I wrapped one of mine around her as well... looking like a couple... which I guess we were, at least for the duration of this trip. She replied, "Maybe. What do you beauties have in mind?"

"Some good hard fucking," the brunette said bluntly.
"I think we'd enjoy that," Angela smiled.
"Oh, you'll definitely enjoy it," the brunette bragged.
"I could use some dick," I said, wanting them to know I was more than up for their game.
"We can give you a lot of dick," the blonde (actually she was another strawberry blonde) smiled.

The blonde added as she came towards me, "I'm Bree."
"And I'm Shauna," the brunette said.
"I'm Angela," Angela greeted. "And this is my newly-awakened-as-a-bisexual best friend Beth."
"Our pleasure to meet you," the girls said in unison, and Bree placed her hands on my cheeks, her cock poking between my legs, and she pulled me in for a kiss.
I melted into her, and the kiss turned passionate instantly. A minute later give or take, she backed away and Shauna took her turn to pull me into her, and I wrapped my arms around her while her hands went to my ass (everyone on this island seemed to love my ass)... her strap-on cock nestled between my legs and rubbing my pussy in an intensely teasing fashion.

Then we all made out for a few minutes.
And as strange as it sounds, there's something so relaxing... yet stimulating... and intense... about kissing another woman... sensations that feel so natural.
I love cock.
I love cock cum.
But I also love a woman's tender lips.
And her sweet nectar.
And her ability to eat my pussy until I go completely ape shit.
Shauna unclasped my bikini top and sucked on my tits and my very hard nipples.
I glanced over to see Bree was paying Angela the same attention
As she sucked on my nipples, forcing them in and out with her suctioning, providing me exhilaratingly teasing sensations, she also took hold of my bikini bottom strings and tugged... and they dropped to the sand. Shauna then took my hand and led me to a nearby surfboard, where she pushed me roughly but playfully against the board and resumed kissing me. Before she kissed me, I saw that Angela was now completely naked too, and was crawling toward us on all fours behind Bree.
We kissed.
Shauna stroked her hands down my body.
"Suck it, slut," Bree ordered Angela, whose torso was now upright, but who was still on her knees. "Get my cock nice and wet for that pretty pussy of yours."
Shauna, breaking our kiss, asked me, "Are you ready to be fucked good?"
"Yes," I trembled as her hand went to my pussy. I glanced down to see Angela still on her knees, and now sucking Bree's huge fake cock.
"Yes what?" Shauna asked as she rubbed my pussy.



"Yes, I want you to fuck the hell out of me," I declared.
"Does that mean you want to be my slut?"
"Yes, yes, I do want to be your slut," I declared eagerly, loving the emotions being provoked in me from her taking control of me. Which I guess made me a switch, since I also loved taking charge of other people... both men and women.

"On your back, slut," Bree ordered, roughly pushing Angela away from her cock... Angela falling onto her back in the sand.
"On all fours next to your girlfriend," Shauna ordered me.
"Okay," I quickly agreed, while Angela also obeyed. "Hey," I smiled at her while I looked down at her lying on her back and spreading her legs.
"Having fun?" Angela asked me as Bree laid down between her legs.
"Only a little," I joked as I felt Shauna's hands on my hips and her cock between my legs. "But I think it's about to get a lot better."
"Oh, you're about to have some big fun," Shauna agreed, stressing the word 'big', as she slid her big cock inside my wanton pussy.
"Oh fuck, fuck me," I moaned the instant that big cock began filling me up.
"Yes, pound me too," Angela moaned, both of us with big, fake cocks pumping in and out of our pussies.
"You like this, slut?" Shauna asked, reaching over and pulling my hair.
"Fuck yes, I love being your cheap slut," I responded with a moan.
"Harder! Fuck me harder," Angela moaned.

Shauna really knew how to fuck, and she pounded me good.
I watched in my own voyeuristic perversion as Angela also got nailed. Bree pulled out, flipped her over and ordered, "On all fours, bitch."
"Mmmmmm," Angela moaned as she hurriedly obeyed.
Once she was on all fours, and as Shauna let go of my hair, placed her hands on her hips, repositioned herself and slid back in from a somehow different angle, Bree ordered Angela, "Give me your hands."
"Huh?" Angela asked, confused.
"Give me your hands, you dumb slut," Bree demanded.
Angela surrendered her right hand and then her left, which were both grabbed by Bree, who then pulled them straight back and used them for anchorage as she began fucking Angela.
"Oh, fuck yes," Angela moaned as she got drilled roughly, while I also got dicked good.
"Oh, yes Shauna, pound me," I cried out
"This cunt really needed some dick," Shauna said.
"That's not unusual, she always does," I said, since on this trip that was the ongoing truth.
"That feels so good," Angela moaned.
"You're such a greedy cunt," Bree accused playfully as she really gave it to my best friend.

For two or three minutes... we were fucked good.
Pounded like two dirty American sluts.
We were just used.
Angela went ballistic first. "Oh fuck, I'm going to come!"
"Then come, you dumb slut," Bree sneered, and she didn't remotely back off from her ruthless assault on Angela's pussy.
"Yes, yes, harder, oh fuck," Angela babbled like a bimbo bitch... which was so fucking hot.
"Now, you nasty whore," Bree said, yanking her arms backward even harder, pounding her dick deep.
"Fuuuuuck!" Angela screamed, alerting all the other beachgoers that her orgasm had arrived.
Watching her come for some perverse reason, mixed with the good hard fucking I was getting from Shauna had me following suit just a dozen or so quick and deep thrusts later, "Yeeeeeeeees!" I screamed, not using the foul language Angela had, but making it clear to everyone enjoying the show how blown away I was by the orgasm cascading through me.
Even though we were both coming, Bree and Shauna didn't slow down in their back-end assaults on our pussies... giving us plenty of time to enjoy our waves of orgasm, mixed with the pleasure of their hard drilling.
A good couple minutes of a long and slowly fading orgasm later, the girls pulled out and announced in unison, "Your turn, bitches."
"Really?" I asked, finding the idea of wielding a strap-on very exciting.
"Yes, really; stand up," Bree ordered.
We both did, both pairs of our legs feeling weak from our rough reaming.
Then to our surprise, the two women laid down on the ground and ordered, "Swap and ride."
"What?" I asked.
"Come sit on my cock, you dumb slut," Bree ordered, pointing to me, and then to her dick.
"Oh, I see now," I said, and I quickly obeyed and straddled her dick while Angela did the same with Shauna.
Even though I was still weak from my recent hard pounding, I dropped right onto that huge cock, which made me feel so full I began riding... resting my hands on her legs for balance.
"You're such a slut," Bree said as she watched me riding her.
"You've got such a big fucking cock," I moaned, feeling completely full while another orgasm began to rise.
"Only real sluts can take it like you're doing," Bree retorted.
"Thanks," I said, appreciating the compliment.

Over the next few minutes... besides my head bouncing on that cock for a couple minutes... I was fucked in a couple of other positions, as was Angela.


The last couple of minutes were just slow fucks before Shauna and Bree stopped again and Bree said, "Let's see if your sexy assholes can handle these big cocks."
"For sure, or I'll die trying," Angela said bravely.
"Then lie on your belly," Bree ordered her, as she pulled out of me and returned to Angela.
"And you get onto all fours," Shauna ordered me, slapping my ass hard.
I did, and I looked at Angela as we were about to get sodomized. "Well this episode of relying on the kindness of strangers got interesting really quick," I smiled.
"Mmmmmm," she smiled as Bree slid into her ass.
"Oh fuck," I moaned with a wince, my asshole not as accustomed to being penetrated as my slutty friend's was.
"Relax, slut," Shauna ordered me as her cock kept drilling deeper into my ass.
"Trying," I said through gritted teeth.
"You're going to take this entire dick inside your asshole," Shauna said. "And we're not even close yet."
"I know," I whimpered as she kept going deeper inside me.
"Pound my ass," Angela said to Bree but was looking at me.
"You're a filthy slut," I smiled.
"Says the newest member of the Worldwide Slut Club," she moaned as Bree began pounding her ass.
"If that's my status, I must have a lot of fucking to catch up on," I quipped as Shauna rested deep in my bowels.
"No time like the present," Angela said, as Shauna began slowly fucking my ass.
"Just pound me," I said, knowing I'd feel some pain if she complied, but that would soon fade.
"As you wish," she said, and slammed hard into me, making me scream.
"Fuuuuck!" I bellowed as a mix of pleasure and pain cascaded through me.

And for a few minutes... Angela and I were roughly ass fucked.
Angela came first again... and she again alerted the entire beach to her orgasm, this one anally induced, "Fuck, I'm coming!"
A moment later while her body was still quaking from the orgasm, she got up and said, "Sorry, I really have to pee."
"I guess that means you'll get to service two dicks at once," Bree said, kneeling before me and shoving the dick that had just been in my friend's asshole into my mouth... a nasty act that... believe it or not... really turned me on.
Oddly, just like the last pair did, after another minute Shauna suggested to Bree, "Let's go onto the deck so we can get into better positions to double team this slut."
"Yeah," Bree agreed, pulling out of my mouth. "Are you ready... Hey, what's your name?"
"All my best friends just call me slut," I replied.
"Okay 'Ms. Slut', are you ready to get double penetrated?"
"Sure, go for it," I said, having enjoyed it the last time, and since I was horny as fuck I'd agree to almost anything.
"Then let's go," Bree said, taking my hand and leading me to the shore, with my asshole feeling empty.
Once we were up there, Bree sat down and instructed me, "Sit on my dick, slut."
I turned my back to her and lowered myself slowly as she aimed her dick to slide into my asshole... this new position enabling her cock to reach new depths inside my ass... forcing me into moaning and trembling.
"Spread those legs, slut," Shauna ordered, as I settled down on the full length of the cock in my ass.
"Yeah, sorry," I said in a bit of a daze as I obeyed her, and she stepped between all four of our legs and slid right into my open pussy. "Oh my fucking God!" I moaned and screamed, since I now had two dicks inside me.
"Lift up your ass," Bree ordered.
I did.
Then I braced my hands behind me for balance... attempting to remain upright as both women, clearly having done this before, fucked me in perfect unison... the heads of their huge cocks feeling like they were meeting each other during every thrust they made into my body.

After I'd endured some brief discomfort from the dick in my ass, pleasure took over, and my entire body felt like it was on fire (in a good way). But just when it was getting good, I lost my balance and fell backwards.
"Shit!" I cursed.
"Sorry, that's a tough position to hold for very long," Bree said sympathetically, semi catching me, although both of their cocks slid out of me.
"Let's turn you around," Shauna suggested, helping me up.
Then after some maneuvering, I straddled Bree's cock, this time it going into my pussy while I looked into her face, before Shauna slid into my asshole, and my double penetration resumed.
Bree's cock in my cunt was mostly just lodged there, while Shauna pumped my asshole good.

Yet although it was pleasurable, I wanted more.
I wanted both dicks sliding all the way in and out of my pussy and ass.
I wanted to get fucked good.
I asked, "Please ladies, I need to be double teamed harder."
"Then how about we try a kinky position that will rock your world?" Bree asked.
"Fuck yes," I agreed.
"All right, stand up," Shauna said.
"Okay."
Bree remained where she was... and a chair was moved to where Shauna was, and they both laid on their asses... legs up in the air... both dicks standing up straight. To be honest, I was confused about what they had in mind.
"Straddle us, and ride both of our cocks," Shauna explained.
"Oh?" I queried, that action looking like a major challenge.
"Trust me, once you have both dicks inside you in this position, you'll go absolutely ballistic," Bree assured me.
"I can't fathom my ever being that coordinated," I worried as I slowly struggled towards getting into the position they were guiding me to.
"No worries. Once these two dicks are in your pussy and ass, they'll keep you anchored in place," Bree said.
"I hope so," I said as I lowered myself onto the two dicks... while the girls held them straight up for me.
Slowly and simultaneously the two dicks slid inside my two holes, sending waves of pleasure through me. "Ooooooooooh!" I moaned.
"Yeah slut, you've got it now," Shauna said with a hand on my back, helping me stay in positon.
"Fuck," I whimpered as I kept lowering myself further onto these two dicks.
"Yeah, you really are a nasty slut," Bree moaned, watching me.
"For you two I am," I said, continuing to take the two cocks in my pussy and ass... both of them feeling like missiles of pleasure.
"Now ride," Bree instructed... and I did.
Slowly.
Smoothly.
Slowly exhilarating.
Slowly accelerating.
Orgasm building.
Slut making.
Rapture rising.
After a couple minutes I'd settled into a smooth ride... literally... my wrists behind my head as I fucked myself on those two big cocks.

Taking ever more inside me.

And even more.

My orgasm eventually hit me, and I collapsed forward and almost fell off the rustic deck... Bree pulling me back to safety... as the two girls laughed and I trembled uncontrollably.
Okay... okay... no more Jamaica stories... even though we had a few more days of wild, wicked orgies.
.....
But then college started.
And I didn't want to be known on campus as a cheap slut.
I mean c'mon... I was there on an academic scholarship.
So I went cold turkey.
Just me and my toys... knowing what I'd be facing I'd bought a few of them before school started.
I was also alone... since Angela was at a different college 3000 miles away.
And that finally, after a bunch of meandering into my sexual discovery... I got my dream experience... a bukkake.
It was Halloween, and I had the perfect outfit for the perfect idea.
After two months of nary a dick, I'd use the Devils day to sin like Hell.
The idea: wear a mask so nobody would recognize me, go to an off-campus sex party I'd found online, and get some dick... hopefully lots of dick.
My costume: a super slutty Wonder Woman outfit. Commando of course, for easy access.

I hadn't been wearing the outfit for even ten minutes before there was a knock on my door.
I answered it, and it was an Amazon deliveryman. Ha ha... get it? Amazon delivering to Wonder Woman... an Amazon.
I opened the package and was confused since I didn't order anything from Amazon. It was top. A very slutty spaghetti top. Emblazoned on the front with the words Cum Dumpster. Inside was a note: This should be a perfect top for you to wear tonight, you dirty slut (takes one to know one). Angela.
I smiled.
With my mask on and switching my stockings from red to black, this was the perfect costume.
Since tonight that was exactly what I wanted to be... a cum dumpster.
After ten o'clock when the party was in full gear, many people were drunk, people already fucking (and not just the ones hidden away in bedrooms). In the living room I saw a large girl getting spit-roasted, a chick eating out another chick, and a girl riding a guy).
A went down to the basement where a few guys were siting around drinking, went up to them and asked in the most flagrant tone ever, "Anyone want to make what's printed on this top true?"
"Fuck yeah," a guy said.
"Good," I said. "I came here to get drenched in cum."
"We can help her achieve that laudable goal, can't we boys?" one guy asked his buds.
"Good," I said, as I lowered myself down onto the surprisingly clean floor, pulled up my skirt to expose my bare cunt and spread my legs. "Who's first?"
"Fuck me," he said, the phrase having one of two meanings: 'Fuck me' literally, or the stunned expression 'fuck me'. I wasn't sure which one he meant, but he got between my legs, pulled out his dick and slid it into me.
"Oh yeah, fuck me," I moaned (the first meaning).
"Holy fuck," another guy said.
"Get your dicks over here," I ordered, "there's more than one way to fuck a lady you know," really wanting a dick in my mouth next.
"Yeah, fuck yes," two buddies said, both rushing over to me. quickly getting their pants down and kneeling on either side of me.
I took a cock in each hand and stroked them before taking a nice fat one into my mouth.

"Oh yeah, suck me," the guy said as I bobbed on his cock.
"Hey, me too," the other guy said, and I began switching back and forth between the two thick cocks loaded with the cum I was craving.
I was in heaven!
Two months without any dick or cum seemed like an eternity after the wild summer I'd had.
I devoured each cock, sucking like the cum hungry (and anonymous) whore I was, desperate to extract loads from their balls.
After a couple minutes, I was finding this position uncomfortable for sucking dick, so I said to my initial fucker, "I want to ride you now."
"Sure," he said, and he pulled out of me and I pushed him faceup onto the floor, straddled his dick (wishing it was bigger), and beckoned the other two back to me.
"Dick, I want more dick," I said urgently before I resumed sucking both cocks... back and forth.

I bounced on a cock.
I sucked one and stroked the other.
Then switched to the other way round.
Guys being guys, they didn't last too long before they were getting close.
I demanded, "Shoot your loads all over my face.
"Oh yeah," one said as he stroked his dick and dumped his load onto my face... my first facial of what I hoped would be a long night..
"Shit yeah," the other guy said as he jerked his cock furiously... and in a few seconds, after load number one had sprayed all over me, the second one followed suit... with most of their cum landing on my chest... although some of it reached my chin and my face.

I bounced on the cock inside me and admonished, "I want that load on my face when you're ready to bust your nut."
"Then you'd better get off of me right quick," he said. "Because I'm not going to last much longer."
I quickly got off him, remaining on my knees as he stood up and slid his cock into my mouth.
I bobbed hungrily, tasting my sweet pussy juice on his cock, until he pulled out and sprayed a third load all over me... except I managed to catch a lot of it in my wide-open mouth.

I didn't notice through my cock and cum lust, but as soon as the three guys had finished awarding me their cum, three new guys replaced them. I never even saw their faces before I opened my mouth and took cocks four, five and six into my mouth... not all at once of course.
They were quick to double the number of loads on my face and body.






I'd been there maybe twenty minutes, likely less, and I'd already gotten six loads either onto my body or into my mouth.
Luckily the line-up of men eager to drop loads for me didn't end... although I had to go old school, with only two dicks for round three.
But these two men... really knew how to use a girl.
A guy I called Cowboy Face fucked me while Futuristic Guy groped my tits.
Then Futuristic Guy stuck his foot on the back of my head, forcing me to deep throat his friend... which I found kinky as fuck.

A couple minutes later the cowboy said, "I want to fuck the slut."
"Yeah, fuck the slut," I agreed, my pussy on fire from all the loads on me, and from these two men's rough treatment. There's really something special about being used as a slut.
Soon I was being spit-roasted... which might be my favorite sex position. Sure, double penetration is a thrill, but sucking and fucking two dicks simultaneously is a great multi-tasking adventure.

After a few minutes' fuck... I was back on my knees... taking two more loads on my face.
Eagerly waiting for my next fucking load.

Then catching that fucking load.

Then it became a whirlwind of strangers' cocks. I rarely saw their faces as I serviced cock after cock.
Loads nine and ten.



For loads eleven, twelve and thirteen, the men had me lie on my back for a more traditional bukkake, with the three guys pumping their dicks above me, and then I reached up to stroke two of them, and all three dropped their loads onto me.

Load fourteen was a bit wilder. I used my nylon-clad feet to rub one out for him.





Load fifteen really showcased my flexibility... a foot job and blow job at the same time.... My years of gymnastics showing their usefulness.
A load where I simply went for the warm sensations of it exploding in my mouth.

As soon as I sat up, I turned to see another guy beating his dick. I just posed sexily, waiting for him to unload my load sixteen.
It didn't take him long.

I stood up with cum dripping off my face and looked around.

I then simply left.
Feeling a rush of adrenaline from my cum-drenched cum walk.

Once I was outside, I was about to call an Uber when I realized I really had to pee.
So I crossed the street to a small all-night diner.
I walked in, received a few shocked looks from old men before I went to the ladies.
After a long pee, I got up and was about to check my whitewash job in the mirror, when an old man sitting in a corner offered, "Want another load, pretty girl?"
I looked at him and shrugged, "Why not?"
I dropped before him, fished out his surprisingly big cock for such a scrawny old man, and set to work on load seventeen.
"But I want to see that pretty face," he whined.
I thought about it. No way did I know him. So fuck it. I took off the mask and asked, "Like what you see?"
"You're a very pretty cum dumpster," he complimented me left-handedly.
"Thanks," I said as I took his cock in my mouth.

After a couple minutes he placed both hands on the back of my head and pulled me tightly against him. "Take it all, slut." I find it interesting that men are just about always courteous to a pretty girl, but once she's sucking his dick, they usually get nasty. I'm not complaining, mind you; their nastiness usually turns me on. I just find it interesting.
"MMmmmmmm," I moaned on his cock, loving a man regardless of his age who knows how to treat me like a proper slut.

The man pulled out, looked down at me, slapped my face with his big cock and ordered, "Beg like a dog."
My pussy still on fire, I got into what I imagined was a canine begging pose (on my knees with my 'paws' held at shoulder height) and said, "Please master, give me that bone again."

Again he face fucked me... this old man really knew how to use a girl.

We went on for a few minutes before he pulled out, saliva drooling down my chin, as he sprayed his sticky seed on my face.

Once he was finished, he rubbed his cock all over my face and said, "You look just like my granddaughter!"

"Mmmmm, if your granddaughter's a slut, I'll be glad to stand in for her anytime," I purred, loving his rough treatment.
"Stop by the Parker Old Folks' Home, ask for Bill, and I'll find you a lot of neglected dicks."
"Mmmmmm," I purred, the idea very, very appealing! A place where I could get my cock fix and still keep my identity secret.
"I'm serious," he said, looking down at me. "You could get a dozen dicks anytime you wanted.
"Then I'll seriously consider it," I said as I stood up.
"I expect to see you there by at least next weekend."
"Yes, sir," I said, already knowing I'd be there.
"Good," he said, putting his softened dick away. "What's your name, dear?" See what I mean? Now that he'd busted a nut, he was being sweet again.
"Beth," I said.
"Such a cute name," he said.
"Thanks," I nodded, and left.
I went outside, and for reasons that in hindsight were super risky, I went down a back alley, planning on taking the subway home, which was a block away.
Riding in a brightly lit and crowded subway car would be the ultimate cum walk.
A large nerdy black man was walking towards me, and he greeted, "Hey, pretty girl."
"Hey, sexy," I said, still going towards him.
He asked, "Still taking deposits?"
"I'll always have room for one more," I said, thinking that after all the loads I'd taken tonight... none had been from a black guy. In fact although I'd had sex in Jamaica with several black girls and women, I'd never been intimate with a black guy.
"But first I really need a good fucking," I said, having only taken a couple dicks in my pussy and, as crazy as it sounds, I hadn't yet gotten an orgasm from one... even though tonight I'd been on a constant slut high.
"I can do that for you," he said, and he led me to a secluded area, bent me over, and after pulling down his pants, he slid his black cock into me. His very big black cock.
"Yes," I moaned, "fuck me with that huge dick."

Although he was old and nerdy, he was strong and could fuck. After a couple minutes of slow, deep fucking while I moaned and told him how great his cock felt in my pussy, he lifted me upright, spun me around, pushed my back against the wall, lifted my knees high into the air, and fucked me.

It was exhilarating!
Being manhandled and fucked like that.
"Oh God, don't stop fucking me," I moaned, this position so hot and it really stimulated my pussy... my long-awaited orgasm from a guy rising quickly.
"You're a hot little white slut for black cock, aren't you?"
"Oh yes, I love black cock," I agreed.
As he kept pumping away, my orgasm about to erupt, he said, "If you do, you should stop by The Pit sometime."
"The Pit?" I moaned, about to come.
"It's a black guys' club for white sluts," he explained.
"Oooooooooooh," I moaned and then came from the revelation that a club for BBC was a thing.

He kept pumping his dick in and out of me throughout my orgasm.
Finally he put me down, I pushed him against the wall, and I dropped to my knees so I could extract his load from his big black balls.
I licked his shaft and teased his cock head.

Until of course I devoured his chocolate treat. (No, his jizz didn't taste much different from all the other loads I'd swallowed tonight, but he was chocolate, which I considered a real treat.)

After a couple minutes of my eager cock sucking, which usually was more than enough to get a guy unloading in me, he surprised me by saying, "Stop."
I did.
"Look up at me."
I did.
"Keep your lips wrapped around my cock head."
I obeyed.
"What do you want?"
"Your load, please," I said quickly, and then I clamped my lips around his hard, smooth cock head.

"You'll have to work for it," he said. "I already dropped two loads into two white sluts at The Pit."
"I'll do anything," I said, really meaning it. I wanted his creamy load. I had to have it.
"Prove it," he said.
"Okay, then why don't you sit down?" I said. "And let me ride your big dick."
"Yeah, that sounds good," he said.
A minute later I was bouncing on his dick... taking it as deep as I could... riding it like I was on a bucking horse outside an old Western saloon... except I had no intention of falling off this bronco.


I bounced on his dick for a few minutes like I was on a sex trampoline ... this activity being a real workout... before he asked, "You know what I want? A piece of that white ass."
"You want to tear my ass apart with your monster black cock?" I asked playfully.
"That's exactly what I want to do," he said as he helped me off him.
"Just going for some clarity," I smiled as I stood up and stretched my legs.
"Use the wall to balance against," he said.
"Okay," I nodded, following his suggestion.
He went behind me and slowly slid his dick into my ass.

It hurt.
The lack of lube not helping.
But he kept up his slow slithering movements in my ass.
Once he was all the way inside, I moaned, "Holy fuck!"
"Yeah, you have one tight little white asshole," he said.
"And you have one fat black dick," I countered.
"Yeah," he said, likely accustomed to hearing such compliments. I focused on my breathing, knowing from Shauna and Bree in Jamaica that this pain was only temporary, and pleasure would soon overwhelm it and consume me.

And then he slowly ass fucked me.
And slowly... like I'd expected... the pain faded... as my ass got used to having this fat cock inside it.
And slowly... the pleasure took over.
And soon I was begging to get fucked hard. "Yes! Hammer my white ass."
"Yeah, you want it hard, don't you, slut?" he asked, beginning to really give it to me.
"Yes, yes, I want you to pound my asshole," I moaned, an orgasm rising from just this anal penetration.
As my orgasm rose, I began bouncing back on his fat dick.
"Yeah, work that ass," he groaned.

A minute of mutual fucking... my ass bouncing back as his pelvis thrust forward... my orgasm was now officially inevitable.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck... I'm going to... I'm going to...." I gasped.
"Come, slut. Come on my nigger cock," he said. For some reason hearing him use that word was my breaking point, and another orgasm ripped through me. I would never say that word. I knew it was a huge taboo. But hearing a black man saying it triggered my orgasm big time.
"Yesssss!" I screamed.

As my orgasm hit me, he kept pumping his dick in my ass... so I was surprised to find myself in a pleasure daze when he pulled out.

I was about to turn around to do some nasty yet wicked ass to mouth and get his load, when he ordered, "Don't move."
"Okay," I said, and a few seconds later I felt his warm cum spray onto my ass... and my outfit... and my hand... thinking it was a wasted load.
So I closed my eyes and just let my backside take the load.

Once he was done, I scooped the cum onto my hand and then to my mouth, and sucked it up.
"Thanks, slut," he said, slapping my ass.
"No, thank you," I said, the multiple orgasms he'd given me had been just what I'd needed after tonight's marathon cock-sucking and cum-receiving marathon.
I was resting against the wall... my orgasm refusing to leave me... when two women came up to me and one of them asked, "So is it true? You've got guy cum all over you. But do you like girl cum too?"
"W-w-what?" I asked.
"That black man told us as he walked away, 'I'm sure that white girl back there will want to be a slut for you two lovely ladies too.'"
"Perfect," the blonde girl said, coming very close to me. "So is it true? Do you want to be a slut for us too?"
"M-m-maybe," I stammered when her hand went to my pussy, her black friend right behind her to grab the blonde's ass.
"She's soaking wet," the blonde mused as she continued rubbing my pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh," I moaned.

But I was spent, and feeling a little nervous to be alone with these two girls, I said, "Sorry, I need to get going."
I started walking away, but was quickly halted by the blonde, who grabbed my hands and said, "I don't think so."
"Yeah, you look like you could use some more chocolate," the black girl added.

"No," I protested, trying to break free.
The blonde held me from behind, immobilizing my wrists as she began kissing my vulnerable, sensitive neck, while the black girl dropped in front of me and dived into my extremely spunky pussy... all of this happening in just a few seconds.

My weak resistance was shattered by two pairs of lips on me.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned as the double pleasure coursed through my body.

"Oh fuck," I moaned.
"I think she likes it," the blonde said.
"You're right, the slut is soaked," the black girl confirmed as she licked my pussy.
"So good," I moaned, the hot breath on my neck sending chills through my body while the tongue licking my pussy was stirring up another tornado of euphoria.
For a couple minutes they pleasured me, then guided me to the ground, whereupon the blonde sat on my face while the black girl dove into my pussy with a similar hunger to the way I always attacked pussies.





Then things really got wild as the blonde rolled onto her side and demanded, "Fist fuck my pussy and my ass."
"Really?" I asked, dumbfounded. I'd never heard of anybody doing such a thing!
"Yes, just slide your hands all the way into my holes, you dumb slut," the blonde demanded as she brought her hand to my pussy and slid the entire thing inside me.
"Oh my God!" I screamed as she began fist fucking me.

"See how it's done? Now do it to me," she demanded.
"Fucking okay," I said, my head light as she spread her fingers inside me while moving her forearm back and forth.
"Just shove them into her," the black encouraged, leaning down behind me.
"Okay," I said, thinking 'just fuck it, literally', as I presented my hands to her two holes and pushed them inside.
To my surprise, my hands disappeared easily.
"Oh yes, double fist me!" the blonde screamed.
So I did.

As I pumped my hands in and out of her holes, her hand stopped moving inside me.
"Oh fuck, yes, fuck," she moaned loudly as I double penetrated her by myself... which was quite the sexual rush of adrenaline-based power. While I was usually the submissive, this felt dominant.
"Take them, you cheap two-hole slut," I ordered.
"Oh yes, faster, faster," she moaned, her orgasm rising out of nowhere to an apocalyptic explosion.
"Come, you nasty whore," I ordered.
"Yeah, come all over the bitch's hands," the black girl added.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, mother fucker!" the blonde screamed, as her hand spasmed inside my pussy while her orgasm hit.
I pulled my hands out, admiring the gaping hole I'd made in her ass, before diving into her pussy to lick up her cum.
I lapped it up for a minute before I turned around, pushed the unnamed black girl onto her back and straddled her face.
"Oh my," the black girl said as my pussy was suddenly burying her face.
"Eat me, bitch," I demanded in a dominant voice as I reached for her head and pulled her deep into my wetness
"Girl," the blonde said as she watched me sitting on her friend's face.
"Yeah," I said, as I ground on the black girl's face.
After a couple minutes as she eagerly licked me, I let go of her head and just slowly kept grinding on her face.

A couple minutes later I reached my third orgasm in a row before I weakly rolled off her.
"You should visit Le Chateau Club some day soon," the blonde said.
"What's that?" I asked.
"It's an exclusive lesbian cocktail lounge a couple of blocks from here," she said. "You'll see the clientele getting into some really crazy shit there."
"Really?" I asked, such a club sounding intriguing.
"Yeah, you'll be very popular there," the black girl said as I looked down at her shiny face.
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Oh yeah," the blonde confirmed.
"Good to know," I said.
"If," the blonde said, "no, when you go there, tell them Brittany vouched for you. If they don't believe you, just say you double-fisted me, and then they will believe that you know me."
"Okay, thanks," I agreed as I helped the black girl up from the ground. "Sorry, I got a little aggressive there."
"No worries, it was hot," she said.
"I'm usually a submissive," I said.
"I'm a switch," she said.
"A switch?"
"Yeah, I can be dominant or submissive depending on the situation."
"Oh, interesting," I said. I guessed that would make Angela a switch for sure.
"See ya," Brittany said, kissing me.
"Yeah, nice to meet you," I said.
"I'm Deidre," the black girl said before she kissed me.
"Beth," I said.
"Nice," she said.
"You still owe me that chocolate treat some day," I said.
"Go to the club on the weekend, and I'll make sure you get your fill of hot chocolate," she promised.
"I'll be there," I said.
"Why don't you come home with us overnight?" Brittany offered. "You can have your dessert soon, and maybe a late-night snack later on."
"Mmmmmm," I said as I hooked my arms around the girls. "I could use a late night snack."
In the Uber, we made out.
I got fingered.
At their apartment, I enjoyed the treat of dining on Deidre's chocolate pussy, then she fucked me with a strap-on, and I also washed my face in a full flood of pussy cum from Brittany.
As I drifted off to sleep between the two women, I was thrilled by the possibilities that laid ahead.
I could get all the cock I wanted at the old folks' home... a location where my identity would undoubtedly be secure.
I could have all the pussy I could eat at that lesbian club... which was very intriguing, and although I might meet someone I knew... she'd be there for the same reason I was.
And, if I wanted a night of black dick, I could go to that club they called The Pit.
So many choices, so many possibilities... the future suddenly looked very appealing.
Maybe I could have it all!
Be perceived as a good girl at school. Get good grades. Keep earning my scholarship.
And yet I could also secretly get my fix of cocks and cunts.
The best of both worlds!
EPILOGUE
Deciding to live a new life... one that balanced school, dick and pussy... I went and got a haircut.
Then of course over the next couple weeks, I did all three things.
I went to the lesbian club, where I feasted on a variety of delicious pussies, young and old, and even had mine eaten a few times, including by one of my professors, so we of course agreed to keep private things between ourselves... and we now meet every Wednesday at 2:00 in her office for some one on one student-professor time.

I went to The Pit, where I really enjoyed getting my fill of chocolate and cream... where I sucked cock, got spit-roasted, triple penetrated, and of course served as the target for another bukkake. Here are a couple of pics of cocks four, five and six.


And I started my weekly visits to the old folks' home every Thursday at nine PM... where I discovered there were always at least nine men grateful for my services, and even a couple of elderly women... and after my third visit, a very sexy nurse joined in after catching me with a dick in my mouth. Here are a couple pics from my first time with the old man from the diner and two of his buddies.


And I lived cock and cunt satisfied happily ever after.

A COUPLE OF DELETED PICS
COMPLETELY DELETED SCENE (IT JUST WASN'T BELIEVABLE... WHICH IN THE CONTEXT OF THIS STORY MEANS IT WAS SUPER UNBELIEVEABLE)
I thought about rewriting it into a fantasy sequence, but even then it didn't make any sense. So here are a few of the many pictures deleted from that ill-fated scene.




DELETED LESBIAN PIC
Loved this picture. Tried to make it work. But she's wearing a strap-on the entire time, and uses it both before and after this intimate kiss took place. Alas, it had to go.

ALTERNATE CUM SHOT WITH OLD MAN
I liked this one too, but the saliva dripping down Beth's mouth seemed too extreme, even though her open and inviting mouth was exciting.

Okay... now it's really the end.
Do you like my new necklace?
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Jessica Alba's Wild Night
Summary: Jessica gets all three holes fucked by stuntman.
Note 1: This is a Halloween Story Contest 2022 Story.
Note 2: Thanks to a reader who suggested a Jessica Alba fantasy.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this and all my stories.
Jessica Alba's Wild Night
Jessica sighed.
Is this what everything had come down to?
Being the star in a direct to video movie that was pretty much a mindless action romp that focused on her dressing in a variety of sexy outfits and spouting ridiculous dialogue in pursuit of a plot that barely made any sense.
Her recently filmed Trigger Warning for Netflix was in the can, which she hoped would lead to some meatier roles for her, and she really felt it would be a hit. But alas, since it had no release date yet, she'd accepted the lead in this nightmare of a killing time movie.
She'd thought she'd be a highly sought for actress when Sin City came out, although that hadn't translated into any big roles on the level of Angelia Jolie, who she was often compared to.
Her most recent decent role in LA's Finest, which had lasted for two seasons, hadn't been a big series, even with the wicked chemistry between her and her co-star Gabrielle Union and its gritty plot. She still thought that series could have gone huge if only the producers had opted for better marketing. The writing was good and the cast excellent... but alas, as was often the case, the TV studio was too stingy (in both time and money) to assist in the show building an audience.
And now, post-Covid, these were the only kinds of roles she was getting.
Sexy women getting revenge by betraying her character. It was like she was a female Liam Neeson.
At forty-one she was still in great shape, was still perceived as sexy, yet she was no longer being hired for the roles from major studios that could even remotely be considered as potential box office hits. Recently she was often even playing second fiddle to younger women. She resented this downer kind of thinking, since back in 2007 For Him Magazine had named her the sexiest woman in the world.
It wasn't that she was vain, although winning the title had been exhilarating, and she'd thought it would boost the success of the second Fantastic Four movie... but instead it had crashed and burned like a meteorite. She'd been briefly considered for female leads in romantic comedies, although that niche had also faded almost as quickly as it had begun with the poor reviews and dismal box office of Good Luck Chuck. Alas, neither of those had ended up being as big as she and the studio had hoped, and she'd never really managed to capitalize on being named the sexiest woman in the world.
A year later she'd dropped to number three behind Megan Fox and the wholesome Jessica Biel, and over time she'd continued fading until she'd fallen completely off the list.
Her last appearance on the list, in 2017, had gotten her even sadder and a bit more insecure, since ten years later various women from the 2007 list she'd once been at the top of were still in the top ten, and unlike Megan Fox and Scarlett Johansson... she was nowhere to be found. While Gal Gadot was crowned the most beautiful... snagging the role of Wonder Woman that Louis Sollune of DeviantArt fame had painted Jessica herself as years ago.
Whenever she was down on herself about her career, she often re-read the quote about her: "Jessica Alba is a worthy winner of this year's FHM title. She's a talented, successful and beautiful actress who clearly has sex appeal that translates worldwide."
Yes, she was talented.
She was also successful, even if her movie career didn't end up on the A-list like she'd once envisioned. Although she did have a successful YouTube channel and was a popular guest on the talk show circuit.
Yes, she was beautiful... although her insecurities had been advancing... Covid perhaps factoring into this insecurity... as well as her husband's general lack of sexual appetite. Where they'd once used to fuck all the time... day and night... in every room in their house... they now went months without any sex at all. She worried there might be cobwebs in her pussy.
One of the reasons she took this job was her need for some time away from her husband Cash... since with a net worth of around $200M, she sure as hell wasn't strapped for money.
She hoped some time apart could rekindle the flame between them. Things had become so tepid.
That's why she was in France filming a movie that likely would never be seen by anyone, although she was getting a reasonable paycheque and a five-weeks trip to Paris... a city she'd always loved.
...
The movie was two weeks into filming... and there was no doubt about it, she was smitten by one of the younger stuntmen. There was just something about him, although she couldn't put her finger on it.
He just had a look that turned her on. And a smug confidence that also did it for her. Truth was, she'd always liked the bad boys... just like some of her characters did on film. A man who could take charge in the bedroom. A man who knew how to treat a woman behind closed doors.
He was twenty-one, so about half her age, and not a guy she should even be thinking about sexually... but she was. She blamed it on her lack of a sex life... she really needed a good pounding. Truth was, in many of her roles she was a bad ass, while in other roles she was portrayed as a sweet, innocent girl. These opposite personas existed in her own life as well, although not in the same ways. In real life she was often seen as America's sweetheart: a great mother, and an advocate for charity groups... all true. Jessica was always a mother first, and she'd do anything for her children. She also had a huge heart, and she wanted to help the less fortunate in any ways she could.
These tendencies were countered by her persona in the bedroom, where she loved being treated like a slut. She loved sucking cock, getting her face fucked so roughly that balls bounced off her chin, taking facials, swallowing cum, being called names, getting really pounded, having her hair pulled, her ass spanked, and, although this only happened after she'd had a few drinks, getting her asshole pounded... and all that had still been true a couple years ago.
Bewilderingly, unlike the leading man in this movie who drooled over her just like men often did, this stuntman didn't show any interest in her at all.
In one scene where she was catapulted through the air in one of her many unrealistic action scenes while dressed only in lingerie and black stockings, the stuntman was the stand in who caught her. The scene went through multiple takes, and Jessica was getting horny from his firm hands catching her again and again... firmly gripping her ass each time. Yet she was also feeling frustrated, since he didn't say a word to her during any of those times he held her in his strong arms. Not once. It was like he didn't care at all that she was in his arms. Which she was far from used to. Men always drooled over her... admired her from afar... desperately wanted to talk to her... even asked point blank if they could fuck her. She was always, regardless of whichever production she was in at the time the center of attention. And she'd had that kind of attention on her ever since she was in high school... and she'd revelled in that acclaim for her entire life... that sexual power which instilled a strange confidence in her.
So when she was steadfastly ignored by this man, she didn't know what to do... she'd never experienced this before.
Which gave her insecurities she hadn't had since her pregnancies when she'd gained weight. Back then she'd struggled at first with her changing body, but she soon came to accept it. Then after giving birth she'd exercised and dieted hard to regain her pre-baby body. Then until now she'd felt even though she was aging that she was still as beautiful as she'd been in her youth.
This... not rejection, since she hadn't offered him any overtures... but indifference she guessed it was... was brand new to her.
She didn't like it.
Actually, she hated it.
Even though the frequency of scripts being offered to her had slowed down in the past few years and her accolades as the sexiest woman in the world were in the past, she still exuded a sexuality that drew both men and women to her like moths to a flame.
Ironically, while she was annoyed at being ignored by this stuntman, she was equally annoyed at the unwanted attention she was receiving from the lead actor. He was good looking, charming and suave, but she saw all that as fake, and had she literally no interest in him. She'd known men like him for her whole life... guys who thought fame automatically delivered a smorgasbord of chicks to him to pick and choose between... which of course normally it did. Except for Jessica. He did nothing for her.
The actor's flirtation, blunt inuendo and his hands on her ass on a couple occasions, only pissed her off. She usually loved attention. But she'd aways hated the pretentious assumptions of men who thought they could just do whatever they wanted to a girl without even checking in for permission.
Which made him repulsive to her. She couldn't explain why, but the good looking, nobody stuntman with his obliviousness to her, got her wanting him to do the things to her the star kept trying to force upon her.
Yet he ignored her completely in the same way she'd always ignored the guys who'd drooled over her for years. In retrospect she was likely being mean, although she'd never thought of it that way... but as this unknown continued ignoring her, which she wasn't used to happening... she became ever more determined to get to him.
One day she was wearing a white teddy and stockings that showcased every curve of her dynamite body... she may not still be on those top twenty most beautiful woman lists... but she knew she'd become the MILF of MILFs. Her tits were still firm at 34B, the perfect size, having grown from their pre-kids' 32B, and her easily stimulated nipples were still perky as fuck. Her legs, especially in these nylons the clearly nylon-perverted male director constantly had her wearing were really showcased, and were still as amazing-looking as they'd been in her so-called peak years. Her ass was also still fine as fuck... just made to be fucked.
She approached the stuntman, who was chatting with the younger version of her in the movie (who was needed for a dozen flashbacks throughout this often confusing script), and asked in her usual voice, which was usually enough to melt any man, "Bart, can we talk?"
"Can't you see I'm busy? I'm talking to Amy." The stuntman bristled, dismissing the famous actress while chatting up the cute younger starlet. Truth was, he'd long since realized Jessica was into him. He also knew she was married. And he also knew the best way to manipulate a sexy celebrity into becoming his little fuck toy was to be cool, play hard to get, and to pretend she made no impact on him whatsoever. When the truth was every time he fucked Amy, who did indeed look a lot like Jessica, he called her Jessica.
Amy didn't love Bart calling her Jessica whenever he fucked her, but she loved the way he used his big, thick seven-inch cock to pound her like a cheap slut. Calling her names, fucking her face, pounding her pussy and coming all over her face. She usually hated this kind of treatment, and she only permitted it when it helped her to land the roles she wanted, like this one, when she'd been sodomized by the director and a studio head... her first ever double penetration.
"Oh-okay, sorry," Jessica apologized, not accustomed to being treated this offhandedly by anyone... especially by a mere stuntman. She stalked away, mortified at being rebuffed so disrespectfully.
That night back at the hotel she turned on some gangbang porn... which she'd never actually done... but had fantasized about a lot. She'd also never been spit-roasted or been double penetrated... so obviously never been fucked airtight... and never been part of a train... never had a bukkake flooding her body... yet these were all things she wished she could experience. But being a celebrity prevented her from indulging in such acts (of course performing such acts might have helped her to land the better roles, but she refused to sully her reputation like that). And now that she was married, she lived the most vanilla sex life of all vanilla sex lives. She was a major disappointment to the many boys, men, and even some women, who imagined her living a wild sex life that might someday include them.
That said, she did have a sizable collection of toys. She'd only brought a couple with her to Paris... and one of those was a seven-inch vibrator with a dozen speeds and a dozen patterns.
As she watched a blonde teacher dropping to her knees to start sucking one student's cock while stroking two other ones, Jessica slid her toy, buzzing on low with pattern five, while she watched intently. She'd always thought if she wasn't an actress, she'd have become a teacher. So porn scenes about teachers always turned her on. The idea of lots of students using their eager teacher 'Ms. Alba' as a cum slut was so hot!
As she watched the flick, her pussy gradually firing up, she closed her eyes and imagined Bart bending her over the car she'd be driving later that day after his earlier rejection, and just using her. She knew without a doubt he had a big cock. Guys like him... guys who walked with the same swagger as the star of the film, always had big cocks... and a big cock was enough to enable a guy to do a lot of things. In her younger days she'd fucked more than a few undesirables just because they had a huge dick and knew how to use it. They might have been overweight; they might have been average looking, or they might even have been complete assholes... but a big cock leveled the playing fields in their favour.
And any woman who says size doesn't matter, is either lying or being nice... or likely both. Sure, a decent sized cock on a man with the right looks and skills could do wonders for a gal too... but nothing can compare with a seven-inch or bigger cock with some girth to it. Nothing at all.
In her fantasies, Bart's cock was a solid seven inches with a slight upward curve, and it was fat as fuck... just the way she liked it. She'd test driven a couple of bigger cocks: eight was still good, nine even better, but that ten-inch monster belonging to a famous actor (who'll remain unnamed so I don't get sued) made her literally unable to walk properly the next day, and everyone on the set knew why.
In her fantasy he simply walked over to her, shoved her against the wall, reached under her dress and rubbed her pussy, asking, "You like that, slut?"
W-w-what the fuck are you doing?" Jessica stammered (in her fantasies always playing hard to get). She didn't get turned on my rape fantasies or anything else that extreme, but she loved the idea of her prim and proper exterior being destroyed with only minimal consent from her.
"Don't play dumb," he growled earthily. "We both know what you want."
"We do? Then what do we want?" fantasy Jessica countered, looking into his eyes with a strong will like most of her characters... even as, of course, she made no attempt to halt the man's strong hand from rubbing her pussy through her panties.
"You surely know what I want," he said, his hand sliding inside her panties and two fingers parting her pussy lips. "The question is, what do you want?"
"Ohhhhh," Jessica moaned as he teased her pussy, and in real life she dialed up the speed of the vibrator.
"What do you want, slut?" he repeated, his fingers teasing her hole, but not venturing inside.
"Don't you call me a slut," Jessica protested weakly, even though being called names in situations like this always enhanced the pleasure rising inside her.
"Don't pretend to be such a prude, Jessica," he admonished, his two fingers sliding deep inside her. "We both know you'll do anything for this cock." He grabbed Jessica's hand and placed it directly on his crotch.
Jessica's eyes went wide at the thick, hard cock in his pants and beneath her hand. "Oh my," she said with a moan, now being finger fucked.
"You want this dick, don't you, bitch,?" he asked, confident of the answer.
"It is big," Jessica admitted, still not completely giving in to her lust... playing hard to get something she'd done most of her life (the operative word being 'playing'). Sex had always been a cat and mouse game for her.
"Yeah, and it'll send you batshit crazy, once it's inside that slutty cunt of yours," he promised, pumping his fingers in and out of her.
"You think so, do you?" Jessica asked coyly, challenging him slightly.
"I know so," he said as he pulled his fingers out, grabbed her shoulders with his big, strong hands, and pressed her roughly down to her knees. "Now get my dick ready for that dripping wet cunt of yours."
"I really don't know if I should," she said weakly, still shamming a little resistance even while she started rubbing his cock though his pants.
"Get sucking, or I'll go away and fuck that younger version of you," he threatened.
"Go ahead, if you want to be a loser. She can't do half of what I can," Jessica said, always eager to prove to anyone that she was still the bodacious vixen people drooled over and longed to fuck.
"Then prove it."
"I can do that. Let's see this cock," Jessica said, fishing it out of his pants... while in reality she began fucking herself faster with her vibrator, while she turned the speed up to eight. "Jesus, it's fucking huge!" she exclaimed about both cocks... the real one and the imagined.
"Yeah," was all he said, not a man of many words, as Jessica stroked his massively fat fuck stick. "Suck it, slut."
"I don't usually do this," Jessica lied, as she leaned forward and took the big cock in her mouth.
"Oh, you'll be doing this all the time from now on, slut," he assured her as she bobbed.
"Mmmmmmm," Jessica moaned in her fantasy, and then let out a louder scream as she came in real life, "Fuuuuuuuuck!"
She collapsed on her bed, the vibe still inside her, her legs twitching as her orgasm struck.
Once she'd recovered a couple minutes later, she cursed, "Fuck!"
First, because she came so quickly... in her fantasy she hadn't had enough time to get the dick into her pussy.
Second, because she'd, albeit briefly, allowed her lust to control her. She needed to behave herself! She was, after all, a married woman.
She told herself, as she sucked her juices off the vibe, how much she always enjoyed the taste of her own pussy. But I've got to stay in control, she thought to herself.
.....
Jessica didn't see the stuntman at all the next day, since all the scenes filmed that day were only dialogues with thoughtful pacing around.
The director reminded everyone about the Halloween party tomorrow after shooting... Jessica wasn't sure she wanted to stay for that... although she'd ordered her assistant to fetch one of her three sexy Cowgirl stripper outfits just in case. Truth was that parties... wild or tame ones... weren't her thing anymore. Plus a party and some alcohol would only tempt her further to pursue her secret lust for Bart the stuntman.



Yet that didn't stop her from resuming her sex-with-fantasy that night in her hotel bed... continuing where she left off... but starting with the vibe on low again.
"That's it, slut," fantasy Bart moaned, as Jessica sucked his cock. "I knew you wanted this."
"Mmmmmmmm," Jessica moaned in agreement as she kept her smooth bobs going. She'd always been a great cock sucker... with no gag reflex... which had always made deep throating a big dick or getting face fucked easy for her.
"You like my dick?" he asked, pulling out of her mouth.
"Oh yes, I love your big fucking dick," Jessica moaned, wiping saliva off her chin as she stared at the big sausage.
"You want to be my slut?" he asked, slapping her face with his hard cock.
"Yes," Jessica admitted, turning the vibe speed up... her wicked imagination getting her revved up quickly.
"Yes what, you dumb slut?" he demanded, slapping her face again.
"Yes, I want to be your cheap cock-sucking, dick-taking slut," Jessica said wickedly, both in her fantasy and on her bed.
"Bend over the table, slut," he ordered.
"Okay," Jessica obeyed quickly, spinning around and bending her perfect ass perfectly... as she increased the speed on her toy again and kept it teasing away between her pussy lips.
"You really want it, don't you?" he asked, slapping her ass as he went moved behind her.
"Yes, slam that big dick into me," Jessica cried urgently, both in her fantasy and out loud, as she flipped herself onto all fours as she moved the buzzing toy onto high speed between her pussy lips.
"You want this big cock in your pussy?" he asked, rubbing up and down her wet pussy lips while Jessica did the same to her own pussy lips, making her moan loudly.
"Yes please, just slam that big fat cock in my pussy over and over," Jessica moaned, as her mind tried to reconcile her fantasy with her reality, as she relentlessly teased herself with the high-powered toy buzzing between her lips.
"Beg, bitch," Bart said as he continued his ruthless teasing.
"Oh God, please give me that dick, fuck my pussy, pound me, use me like some cheap slut," Jessica declared aloud... in her hotel room... forgetting that someone in a room just beside or below hers might be listening in on her wicked words.
"Okay slut," he said in her mind, as for real she slid her dildo inside her wet pussy.
"Oh, fuck yes," Jessica moaned as she slid the vibrator inside her wanton, fevered pussy. "Fuuuuuuuuck!"
As he pumped into her, Jessica furiously fucked herself, and just like yesterday, her orgasm rose, escalated, and erupted, at an expedited pace.
Within a couple minutes, Jessica inadvertently informed her thin-walled neighbours beside and below her (she was on the top floor) she'd reached orgasm, as a primal bellow escaped her mouth, "Mother fucker, yes!"
Jessica collapsed onto her pillow... with her second intense orgasm in two straight nights... cascading through her.
As she lay there... her cum leaking out of her and into a large puddle on the sheet... she shook her head. "Fuck!" She'd done it again! She laid there for several minutes, enjoying the afterglow of her intense orgasm. God, I really need to get laid! she thought. Her vibe was topnotch, and it got her off, but it didn't deliver any of the roughness... or the domination... an actual man could give her.
As she got up and went to shower, she considered herself lucky that the stuntman was oblivious to her. Because if he made any moves to fuck her, she wasn't certain she'd put up much resistance!
She needed cock!
She needed a big, fat, cock!
She needed to get fucked and fucked good!
And... she was pretty sure Bart would have a big dick, and he'd give her the rough drilling she so badly craved.
Supposedly a cold shower would calm down a sex drive... yeah, right... that must be a guy thing, since hers did very little to quell her lust for this standoffish man half her age.
.....
The next morning Jessica knew she shouldn't, but she stowed the sexy stripper costume in her duffle bag. 'Just in case', she told herself.
The afternoon shoot was hectic, and when she headed toward the washroom in her trailer to wash up and change into an even sluttier outfit for the next scene, she was astounded to find Bart in her dressing room standing up, while Amy, naked but for thigh high stockings, was on her knees sucking his cock.
Jessica froze... and stared a bit too long. Shocked the pair had invaded her dressing room! Shocked at what they were doing! But also silently happy to see Bart did indeed have that big dick she'd imagined.
"Hey Jessica," Bart said, not appearing the least bit embarrassed to be caught getting blown... in Jessica's trailer!
Amy froze. Her mouth full of cock.
"Keep doing me, slut," Bart snarled, grabbing the eager girl's head and face fucking her.
"What are you doing?" Jessica finally squealed, tearing her eyes away from the sex act happening live right in front of her.
"I knew you wanted to talk to me the other day, and realized later I was rude to brush you off like that," he said, without pausing in face fucking Amy.
Amy was mortified to be caught in the act, and doubly mortified to still be getting used so roughly in front of Ms. Alba by a guy she'd thought she liked.
"And you think this is making up for it?" Jessica asked, trying to conceal how much this scene was turning her on, as she felt her cheeks flushing and her pussy leaking into her panties.
"Actually I thought you'd like it," he said.
"Excuse me?" Jessica asked archly, even though through her outraged front, she definitely was enjoying it, although she'd rather be the one on her knees having her face fucked.
"Well, after overhearing you talk all nasty for the last two nights, I figured you were begging for a show from me," he said, still smoothly pumping in and out of Amy's mouth.
"Pardon?" Jessica asked.
"My room at the hotel is directly beneath yours," he said with a moan. "You sounded like you were really craving some dick... one exactly like mine."
"Bart, you need to go... now!" Jessica bellowed at top volume, mortified he'd been listening in on her fucking herself.
"You sure?" he smirked as he pulled out of Amy and stroked his amazingly big, hard cock... aiming it right at the starlet's face.
"Yes, give me that load," Amy demanded, knowing she had to act like a thoroughly nasty slut to compete with this woman once considered the sexiest in the world. She knew she was hot, she knew she was sexy, but she'd been learning many men wanted a more experienced woman and she was no MILF, so she had to really slut it up to compete.
"Oh, yeah! Get ready, Jessica Junior," he grunted, flaunting his gaze upon Jessica herself as he spewed his load, a massive one, all over Amy's face.
Jessica watched the flying sperm in envy, wishing that was her on her knees being spattered with that huge, fucking, creamy load. God, his cock was perfect! God she needed dick. That big... hard... cock. She noticed he'd called her Jessica Junior before his cock throbbed and pulsed and erupted, shooting six big, creamy, white gobs of delicious cum onto the young, wannabe star.
"Oh fuck," Amy groaned, never able to figure why most guys felt the need to bust their nuts on her face. It happened about half the time she sucked them or got fucked... and she couldn't say she liked it very much.
"Oh yeah," Bart groaned, grinning rudely at Jessica the entire time. He was 99% sure his playing hard to get had been effective in drawing the MILF in... and that final percentage was being confirmed while she stared lustfully at his cock.
"Jesus," Jessica uttered, unable to stop watching... even as Amy leaned forward drenched in cum and took Bart's cock back into her mouth.
"Sorry, Jessica," Bart said. "I needed someplace to drop a load and I figured you wouldn't get back here until later."
"Um, yeah, whatever," Jessica said, her mouth watering and her pussy burning as she kept watching Amy suck that cock... unable to stop staring.
"We'll get going, then," Bart said, pulling his cock out, deliberately giving the MILF plenty of time to admire it in all its hard glory... yes, still hard... knowing from experience how much older women yearned for a young man with a big cock... a strong persona... and quick reloading.
"Yes please," Jessica agreed, even though her eyes never left the majestic cock just inches away from her hungry mouth, her needy pussy, and her long-neglected ass.
Bart slowly put his dick away while Amy, now finding the situation insufferably awkward, stood up.
"Amy, you should probably clean up before you head out," Jessica suggested, as the cock she was craving disappeared back into a pair of slightly too tight jeans, before she took in the cum-coated Amy. She went into the bathroom, picked up a facecloth and tossed it back to the bitch.
"Thanks," Amy said, taking the cloth and wiping the cum off her face.
"No problem," Jessica said, resisting the temptation to lick the cum off the girl's face.
"See ya later," Bart said to Jessica as he walked out, totally ignoring Amy.
"Yeah, see ya," Amy said, as she tossed the cum-coated cloth back to the older movie star.
Jessica caught it, waited until the door closed, and then brought the washcloth to her face. It didn't have much of an odour, but she saw a couple wads of cum. She knew she shouldn't, but she was already doing it before she even knew she was: she was licking Bart's cum from the washcloth.
One taste of the salty seed, not as delicious as right from the source, and she was crazed for more. She opened the cloth and licked up the cum... getting every drop of seed she could. She was so focused on her sudden hunger she didn't hear the door reopening.
"Oh my," Bart said smugly, grinning at what he saw.
Jessica's eyes went wide as she reacted by ineffectively tossing the evidence away to wherever. "W-w-what are you doing here this time?"
"I forgot my phone," he said, walking past her, his cologne floating directly into her nostrils as he grabbed the phone from the bedside table.
"Oh, okay," Jessica said, trying to appear casual.
Bart saw the Sin City costume on its hanger and asked, "Are you wearing that tonight?"
"I don't know. Maybe?" she shrugged, trying to look offhand after getting caught licking up his cum.
"No, you will wear that costume," he said firmly.
"Pardon?" Jessica asked.
"I expect to see you wearing that sexy little costume tonight," he dictated.
"Is that so?" Jessica asked, a little flirty but not too much.
"Yes," he said. "Play your cards right, and maybe you'll get some more of that... stuff..." he paused, looking down at the cloth lying on the floor, "...directly from the source."
"I don't think so," Jessica said, even though her mouth watered at the possibility of having that big cock in her mouth... and another big load all over her face, before she licked that one up too.
"Yeah, that's really believable," he said with a smile, as he strolled out of her trailer for the second time.
"Fuck!" Jessica cursed once she was alone again. She wasn't embarrassed easily. Life in the spotlight was all about controlling her narrative, and she and her handlers had always done a great job of doing that. But... this... this was hard to explain away as anything except what it actually was.
She didn't have much time to think as she really had to pee, change costumes, and get back to the set.
So five minutes later, she was back on the set in a new outfit and trying to focus on her lines... with her pussy still burning.
.....
A few hours later... after reshooting the same scene through a dozen takes... a scene so ridiculous she almost snapped in frustration. Yet wearing sultry lingerie with everyone staring at her body kept her already revved up pussy constantly aroused... so much she worried whether it was obvious to everyone she was horny as fuck... until she... finally... got back in her hotel room .
She took a shower, left the bathroom in her robe and examined the outfit. It was a Western outfit she hadn't worn since she'd been filming Sin City. Truth be told, she was a bit worried she wouldn't fit into the costume anymore. Those leather pants displaying crescents of her butt cheeks had been a been tight fit even back when she was younger.
Jessica knew that in no world should she wear them tonight.
Jessica knew she'd attract a ton of attention from everyone at the party... especially if she included the blonde wig. She'd never thought of herself as a blonde, but that blonde look in the movie had really boosted her popularity.
Jessica also knew that by wearing this outfit, even though she'd decided maybe she'd wear it before she was ordered to do so by that sexy young stuntman, it would undoubtedly look to him like she was obeying him, thus giving him a win and herself a loss. Of course part of her wanted to obey him... needed to obey him... and for him to know she was... yet she also knew she shouldn't. So far she hadn't done much of anything wrong. Sure she'd eaten his cum off of that washcloth, but that was all. And sure she'd been caught... by him... doing it... but that was pretty mild in today's world. A little kinky... a little revealing about how hot she was for him... and a lot embarrassing.
"Fuck it!" Jessica said out loud after a couple minutes of contemplating. Then bursting free from her timidity, she grabbed the pants, knowing she'd be going commando tonight, since those peepholes would showcase any panties... and went into her bedroom... just in case she received another surprise visitor.
It took some work... some wiggling... and some tugging... just like it had back when she'd been filmed in them ... but she got them on.
Once they were on, Jessica examined herself in the full-length mirror, turned around and checked out her ass. Just like when she'd been filming the scenes in these leather pants, her ass looked utterly amazing. Every curve was perfectly profiled in the black leather with the bottoms of her cheeks sexily exposed by the tailored in prominent crescent moon slits. She smiled at her personal victory of still having a bod that fit inside these leather pants that were made for one much younger than hers now was.
She picked up the bra and put it on... the bra helping to push up her still very firm tits... enhancing her still great body.
She grabbed the belt and wrapped it around her waist, then added the toy pistol to the ensemble.
Lastly Jessica settled the wig on her head.
Looking into the mirror again, she couldn't help but smile. She wasn't wearing this costume for any man anymore... not for that hot stuntman... nor for anyone else in the cast... but just for herself. She needed to reclaim her hot sexuality. She needed just to let go and become herself again.
Jessica added some make-up, and then headed off to the party... of course half an hour late.
As she'd expected, Jessica got lots of looks... lots of compliments... a couple of ass slaps... and she downed a couple drinks. She chatted with men and women. She noticed Bart checking her out a couple times... he was dressed as a firefighter... making him hot as fuck and her pussy burn. She felt the power she used to have. She was the one in control. She would write her own narrative. She just wasn't sure yet what that narrative would turn out to be.
It was a couple hours Into the party, music was pounding, people were drinking, dressed in a variety of slutty costumes, Amy was a slutty devil, which seemed appropriate... and she was getting as much attention as Jessica was.
It was her co-star Doug who said, oozing the words out in his usual creepy manner, "Come on Nancy, give me a lap dance." (Nancy Callahan was Jessica's role in Sin City.)
"Over my dead body," Jessica refused, glaring down upon the man she'd never submit to.
"You're just playing hard to get," he smirked, his charm so pathetic and his window of popularity already on the wane.
"No, for you I'm playing impossible to get. But I do like the general idea," Jessica tossed off as she sauntered over to Bart... who had Amy sitting on his lap. "Hey, nozzle jockey. Wanna lap dance?"
"Mmmmmmm, I don't know," Bart fake pondered, gazing up at her. He'd never tell anyone how often he jerked off picturing Jessica wearing exactly what she was wearing right now.
"No, he doesn't want a lap dance," Amy yapped noisily.
"Don't ever speak for me," Bart barked back.
"But Bart, I...." Amy began.
"Move," Bart ordered. "Get outta here!"
But...."
"Get off of me. Now," Bart said firmly.
"Fine!" Amy huffed, making it clear this switcheroo in his favourite woman wasn't remotely fine. She got off his lap but didn't leave... just stood there with her arms crossed and her eyes glaring.
"You sure you're ready for me?" Jessica asked, oozing the confidence inherent in the character she'd already played twice... and was playing again right now.
"Oh, I think so," Bart said, hiding that this was a fantasy come true... and the start of the fruition of a plan that'd begun the moment he learned he'd be a stuntman on this movie starring Jessica Alba.
"Then get ready for a wild fire engine ride, "Jessica smiled, and she began doing her thing... knowing everyone in the large, crowded room was watching her... knowing she was putting on a show not just for Bart, but for the entire cast and crew. She was regaining her sexuality.
Bart, his arms crossed and showcasing his strong arms, nodded. "Show me what ya got."
"Looks like trouble," Jessica said as she placed her boot on his leg... quoting a line from the movie.
"Looks like Christmas," Bart quoted back.
"I think you're in the wrong season," she smiled as she leaned forward and whispered that into his ear, impressed that Bart knew the scene.
"Well, today may be your Christmas," he whispered back.
Jessica didn't respond verbally as she reached her foot back down to the floor and spun around, bending over to showcase her tight ass, perfectly framed in the leather pants.
Then for a couple minutes Jessica put on a real show... that gave every man there a raging hard-on... and got a few of the lesbian or bi-curious girls drooling.
As Jessica danced and ground, she really got into the groove... recreating the scene from Sin City as authentically as her surroundings allowed.
Throughout the room there were cheers.
And whistles.
And catcalls.
All of these enhanced Jessica's rush of adrenaline as she took control of the entire party, becoming the centre of attention... no one even glancing at Amy in her slutty devil outfit anymore... or any of the other younger women, each dressed more provocatively than the others.
As the song ended, Jessica dropped her ass into Bart's lap and said, quoting another line from the film, although way out of context, "Can I have a ride?"
As she leaned back onto the well built stud, Bart responded, "Absolutely. I think you'll be going for a helluva ride."
"I'm not sure you have what it takes to handle me," Jessica said, on a huge adrenaline rush as she slyly ground on his hard cock... making her happy to know she still had the touch....
Before Bart could formulate a reply, Jessica hopped off of him and sauntered off to the bar, making sure to sway her hips in that sultry way she knew would have Bart and every other man at the party desperate either for a fuck or a cold shower.



She no longer needed to get fucked by Bart.
No. She'd only reclaimed her sexuality... and rebuilt her self-confidence. Which was plenty.
Bart might have been playing her... but in the end she'd played him.
Jessica sipped on another drink, chatted with Shannon (one of her friends who played a minor part in the movie), as well as with a couple of guys. Although she was curious about the impact she'd had on Bart, no way she was going to actually turn her head and look around. She'd gained the power between them and was revelling in it. She felt ten, fifteen, even twenty years younger than before!
Later on, as the party began dying down, she decided it was time to leave. Feeling great but a little tired, and having had enough alcohol for it to be slightly unsafe to drive back to the hotel but not really drunk at all, instead she went to her trailer, which was only a short stroll away.
She'd almost reached her trailer, when she heard a voice.
His voice.
"Hey," was all he said.
Just one word, and Jessica halted in her tracks.
Just that one word, and her pussy tingled.
Just one word, and she wasn't only proud about the way her sexy outfit and dancing had drawn him in just like she'd planned, but she was also excited from the thrill of knowing she still had it.
She turned around, smiled warmly, and responded just as casually as him: "Hey."
"I see you wore the outfit I told you to," he said, walking towards her.
"I planned to wear this before you... suggested it," Jessica corrected, a slight chill coursing up her spine, both from the slightly cool breeze, and also from the suave look coming her way from Bart. His amazing body was nicely showcased in the firefighter outfit he was wearing, and vise versa.
"So, you weren't trying to get my attention back there?" he asked, now standing right in front of her, about a foot away.
"Not exactly, but I did want to put Amy in her place."
"Her place?"
"Yeah, like you pointed out by calling her Jessica Junior, she's just a facsimile of the real me."
"So what you're saying..." he drawled as he came even closer to her so they were standing almost nostril to nostril, "is that so far I've only dallied with a facsimile of you?"
"Oh, you haven't even begun to experience me," Jessica said, not sure if she wanted to do any more than flirt... her pussy telling her she was more than willing... but her brain still wasn't sure. That said, she was enjoying the flirting... the cat and mouse game... the Sam and Dianne from Cheers, will they or won't they drama.
His hand went to Jessica's pussy-protecting leather pants and he said, "Let's go into your trailer."
"And what might we do in there?" Jessica asked, wishing she wasn't wearing these heavy-duty pants that barred him from stimulating her pussy at all well.
"Once we get inside, I'm going to fuck you like a cheap slut," he said, shoving the former sexiest woman in the world against her trailer, pressing his hips against her, and with some impressive smoothness, his hand reached around her and sneaked inside her tight pants... by way of one of those tease slits across her backside.
"Not here," Jessica demurred, although she kissed him back.
"Then let's go into your trailer," he repeated as his fingers just grazed her clit... unable to reach as far as her wet pussy.
"Okay," Jessica agreed mindlessly, still not sure if she was willing to cross that line yet, but not wanting to be seen by anyone with a man's hand inside her pants.
Bart pulled his hand out, and Jessica unlocked and hurried into her trailer. The moment they were inside her space, Bart pushed her against the wall, grabbed both her wrists, yanked them above her head and began kissing her.
Jessica melted into his lips... Surrendering to the lust that had been burning inside her for the past couple of weeks... as well as to his dominant treatment.
As he spattered a row of kisses onto her neck after a couple minutes of kissing, his hands still controlling her wrists, he said, "I've known you wanted this since the first day we began shooting."
"Maybe, but we shouldn't be doing it," Jessica moaned, which greatly weakened her... to be accurate, non-existent defiance.
"Oh, you want it badly," he argued, sucking on her neck... not intensely enough to leave evidence... but good enough to drive the MILF wild.
"I might," she still prevaricated, her head going light... his touch the same one she'd been craving... yes, also since that first day... his dominant persona what she'd been dying for... and her body melting from his touch.
"There is no 'might'," he said, "either you want me or you don't," as he kept her body pressed against the wall and her hands high above her head.
"And suppose I do want you. What will you want to do to me?" Jessica asked, knowing she should stop this from going any further... she'd already gone too far... yet she was unable even to feign any resistance to this hot, rugged, dominant man.
"I'm going to use you as my personal slut for rest of the night," he staked his claim as he released her wrists, moved both of his hands to her belt and dropped it to the floor, before bringing his hands to her pants and unbuttoning them.
"These pants are almost painted on," Jessica joked, knowing they wouldn't come off easily. They were a bitch to get on and a bitch to get off.
"They're tight all right," he agreed as he lifted the petite MILF off of her feet and carried her into the bedroom section of the trailer.
Jessica purred, getting turned on by this man effortlessly taking charge, "What are you doing?"
"Taking whatever I want," he said, as he tossed her onto the bed.
"Fair enough. So what do you want first?" she asked, smiling up at him... any final thoughts about her not surrendering totally to Bart fading into oblivion.
His hands went to her waist and said, "First, I want to make my fantasy come true."
"You have a fantasy?" she asked. "About me?" as she lifted her ass to assist in the difficult task of wrangling those stubborn leather pants down her legs.
"Yeah," he said. "I've wanted you ever since I saw Sin City."
"Really?" she asked, flattered to hear she'd had an impact on him... and that he'd then nursed that impact through two decades.
"Yeah, everyone wanted you," he said, still struggling to get her pants off.
"There was a time, yeah," she agreed.
"But not a time that's gone. You've aged well."
"You think so?" she asked, never getting her fill of compliments.
"Yeah, this body was born to sin," he said, the pants slowly dragging down her legs.
"Mmmmmm," she purred, having heard that line many times since the movie came out, and another flurry after the sequel... but not for a while. While it had gotten so corny in the past, when repeated by this sexy, stuntman firefighter, it made her pussy leak.
"Yeah, you need to get fucked really hard, don't you?" he asked, the pants finally down to her knees. He'd had to really work hard to get her pants down. But at least she wasn't wearing any panties!
"It's been a while," Jessica admitted.
"That's inexcusable!" he objected, shaking his head as he got the first pant leg off. "Doesn't your husband know how to fuck you like the slut you are?"
"I'm not a slut," Jessica denied.
"No?" he asked as he got the second pant leg off and tossed the pants aside.
"No," she insisted.
"You're telling me you don't want me to fuck you like a cheap slut?" he asked as he slapped his hand on her pussy and began rubbing it.
"Oooooooh," Jessica moaned.
"I'm gonna fuck that pretty face and hammer this pussy," he listed as he teased her pussy.
"Oh God," she whimpered, her body on fire from his touch.
"Now tell me what you want," he demanded.
"Oh, fuck yes, please use me like a slut," she declared, completely giving in to her lust, to her inner slut.
"Then you're officially my submissive fuck toy," he confirmed as his big hand covered her entire pussy, roughly rubbing her.
"Yes, yes," Jessica agreed, lifting her ass and writhing around like the horny bitch she was.
"Yes what?" he demanded, pressing his hand firmly against her pussy while he moved the other to her neck... not choking her... not using any muscle at all... just using this dominant position to make his statement.
By now Jessica was completely under his spell, willing to agree to anything, and so she agreed urgently, "Yes, I'll absolutely be your slut, your fuck toy, your submissive whore!"
"Then show me," he said as he took both of his hands away from her and backed away from the bed a couple of feet.
Jessica in a shameless daze, subject to a hunger she desperately needed fed, jumped off the bed, dropped to her knees in front of Bart and pulled down the (much easier to deal with) elastic pants of his firefighter costume.
To her surprise, he wasn't wearing any underwear either and his hard seven-inch cock flopped out, suddenly appearing right in front of her. She said as she took it in her hand, "Oh my God, I've been wanting this for so long!"
"Prove it," he said as he looked down on her, in a bit of awe himself that his greatest fantasy girl of all time was on her knees before him and stroking his dick.
"I'll suck your dick a lot better than that Jessica Junior wannabe," Jessica promised as she leaned forward and took his big, fat cock in her mouth.
"Oh yeah, that's it," Bart moaned as she wrapped her lips around his hard cock.
"Such a lovely big cock," Jessica cried out, as she took it out of her mouth and licked her tongue up and down the fat shaft.
"Bigger than your husband's?" he asked, her being married enhancing this surreal reality of Jessica Alba herself sucking his cock.
"Yeah," she admitted not all that happy to throw her husband under the bus... but truth was truth... and if he'd been giving her what she needed at home, she wouldn't be so desperate to do what she was doing here. Yes, she was cheating; yes, she knew it was wrong; but she needed cock... this cock... right now...so she took his balls into her mouth.
"Oh fuck, you nasty slut," he moaned.
"Mmmmm, what big balls you have, Grandma," Jessica purred cutely as she sucked first one and then the other into her mouth.
"Yeah, get that cum warmed up for yourself," Bart said, amazed he was making this dream come true.
"I will, and I hope you'll have more than one load for me," Jessica said as she licked her way up his cock and took it back in her mouth.
"Trust me, I will," he bragged, as he watched Jessica Alba sucking his cock with a hunger far beyond any of the many bitches he'd previously fucked.
Jessica devoured the seven-inch cock... deep throating it with ease... longing for that first load erupting in her mouth. As she heard him moan, sensing he was close, she pulled back and said, "Please shoot that first load down my throat."
"Not on your face?" he asked.
"That can be load two or three," she said. "But right now, I really want to taste your cum. Your cum on that washcloth was such a tease."
"Fair enough," he chuckled as he slid his cock into her mouth and took charge... fucking her beautiful mouth.
Jessica focused on breathing through her nose as the big, fat cock slid smoothly in and out of her mouth, his balls full of the cum she craved bouncing off her chin like a bass drum mallet.
Bart fucked his cock between the luscious lips of this celebrity for a couple minutes, before he generously (he didn't always do this) warned her, "I'm about to come."
Those were the words she'd been dying to hear as she awaited his salty, creamy load... which she received a few seconds later, the warm cum exploding into her mouth and warming it before sliding slickly down her throat and into her beautiful belly.
"Oh fuck," Bart groaned as he deposited his load inside this amazingly hot woman. He slowed down, but didn't pull out as he shot his cum into her mouth.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Jessica purred as she swallowed the entire load... wanting him to know how much she was enjoying this delicious cum.
When Bart pulled out he pulled her up, pushed her back onto the bed, spread her legs and dove between them.
"Oh yes, eat my pussy, you stud," Jessica moaned as the strong, sexy man licked her pussy.
Bart rarely ate pussy, no way would he waste his time going down on Amy, but he wanted to savour the taste of this sexy star. "You're delicious!"
"I'm all wet down there because of you," Jessica crooned as she lay there enjoying his tongue exploring her lower region.
Then for a few minutes there wasn't any talking.
Bart licked... probed her pussy... sucked on her clit... drove her wild.
Jessica moaned... placed her hands on his head... pulled him deeper into her needy pussy... and began slowly grinding.
"Oh yes," Jessica moaned, her orgasm rising. "Don't stop! Don't fucking stop!"
Bart attacked her clit and slid two fingers inside her, making her rising orgasm erupt in a heartbeat.
"Fuuuuuuck!" Jessica screamed as her orgasm flooded out of her, while her legs stiffened.
Bart lapped up the pussy cum as he pulled his fingers out almost as quickly as he'd shoved them in.
"Come and fuck me now, fuck me, give me that cock," Jessica babbled lustfully as her orgasm continued quaking inside her. She needed his cock inside her right fucking now!
Bart loved seeing that lustful urgency and desperation as he crawled up her body and slid his hard cock into her excessive wetness.
"Yes, fill me up," Jessica groaned as she looked up at the handsome, rugged man.
"This pussy is all mine for the rest of the shoot," Bart proclaimed, as he gazed down at her in admiration while he fucked her.
"Yes, you dirty bastard, you own my cunt," Jessica agreed wickedly. She only used the wicked 'C' word in serious heats of the moment.
"Yeah," Bart said, as he furiously pumped his dick in and out of her.
"Oh yeah, give it to me," Jessica begged unnecessarily, the pleasure intense as her first orgasm of the evening still lingered, long after its initial cymbal crash... and a second orgasm was already on the rise.
"You want it hard?" Bart asked.
"As hard as a strong man can give it to me!"
Bart pulled out, flipped her onto her stomach, yanked her hips up, and slid back into her doggy style.
"Oh yes," Jessica moaned, loving to get back shots. "Gimme that dick."
"Such a sexy submissive slut," Bart praised, his hands firmly grabbing her hips as he did indeed give her that dick.
"Ooooooh, yes," Jessica agreed as he jackhammered her pussy... with fast, hard, deep thrusts... his cock never leaving her... but just hammering away with rapid speed and three-inch pumps. "Pound me!"
"Oh, fuck yeah," Bart moaned, this being his ultimate conquest in his long string of sexy conquests.
After a couple minutes of quick hard strokes, he ordered as he pulled out, "Now ride me."
Jessica, needing that cock back in her pussy, her imminent orgasm number two of she hoped many more already rising, quickly stood up, and as soon as Bart was lying down and saluting her with his seven-inch meat, she straddled him, rested her hands on his chest, and lowered her pussy onto him.
Because every guy wanted her to ride him, likely because of her sexy scenes in Sin City, she was well accustomed to being on top... accustomed to riding a dick. It wasn't her favourite position, but she certainly knew how to ride a dick and milk loads out of a cock in this position. As she began riding Bart, she asked, "Is this like what you fantasized about?"
"Hell yeah," he said as he watched her riding him... with her bra still on.
Then she really worked his dick over, while using her body just like she had many times before. Using his chest for balance, she rode him like a rocking horse... bouncing wildly.
"Let's see those tits," he said after a couple minutes of watching Jessica Alba riding his dick with reckless abandon.
"These little things?" she asked, cupping them over her bra.
"They look perfect to me."
"I have kept them in great shape," she admitted as she sat on his dick, reached her hands behind her back and slowly... seductively... her eyes never leaving his... unclasped her bra... and tossed it aside. Her hard nipples were now on display.
"Lean down and onto me," he said, reaching up and pulling her chest towards him.
She obliged, even though with his firm hands grasping her torso, she doubted she had much choice, and soon his mouth was sucking her left nipple while he began slowly fucking smoothly upwards into her.
"Oh yes, suck on my nipple," Jessica urged, her nipples super sensitive, and they'd gotten even more so since she'd had children.
Bart swirled his tongue around her nipple... sucked it into his mouth... worshipped the perfectly sized tits... switching back and forth as his hands went from her hips to her breasts and back again.
"Mmmmmmm," Jessica moaned, enjoying this slow fucking, although she also wanted to be fucked hard, as well as the attention he was paying to her tits and nipples which men often ignored.
He invested a couple minutes into dedicated tit worship before saying, pushing her breasts away until she was sitting upright atop him, "Now really ride me."
"Okay," she said, liking this order.
So she placed her hands on her hips, posing to show him a great view of her still great body, as she began bouncing on his cock.
Bart watched in admiration for a couple minutes before he began bucking his hips up to match her downward movements.
"Oh, fuck yes," Jessica moaned when he bucked his ass up and his dick went deeper into her pussy, coming that close to making her second orgasm burst.
"Oh yeah," Bart groaned as they both enjoyed the rapture of this great fuck.
"Oh fuck, fuck, yes, fuck," Jessica babbled before she collapsed on top of Bart, her breasts landing on his face as her second orgasm cascaded through her.
Bart smoothly flipped her onto her side, slid his cock back inside her gushing pussy and resumed fucking her good, as his hand reached around and cupped her left tit.
"Oh yes, fuck me," Jessica moaned, as her pussy continued absorbing this onslaught of pleasure.
"Oh yeah, load two is coming soon," Bart warned as he pumped his dick in her pussy from the side, which made her pussy feel tighter, even though it was wet, wet, wet.
"Just dump your load in my cunt," Jessica said, her tubes tied, so she was safe from any risk of pregnancy.
"Oh yeah, you really want to be my cum dump, don't you?" he said, pulling her tightly against him, even as he didn't slow down his aggressive fucking.
"Yes, come inside me, onto me," Jessica agreed mindlessly, dying to feel his cock pulsing and unloading inside her.
"Oh fuck," Bart grunted, sweat pouring down his brows as he kept pumping his dick into her.
"Do it, do it," Jessica demanded, desperately wanting that load filling her pussy.
"Yeah," he grunted a few strokes later, as his second load of this wild night rocketed out of him and into his fantasy slut.
"Yesssssss," Jessica moaned, as the orgasm still fulfilling her was enhanced by the sudden explosion of cum spewing inside her.
Bart kept pumping until his balls were completely empty. He then stopped and rested with his cock deep inside her.
"Fuck," Jessica said weakly, as her body recovered from multiple orgasms.
"You don't think we're done yet, do you?" Bart teased, squeezing her breast.
"I forgot how you young studs can reload so quickly."
"Plus... you still have a hole I haven't fucked yet," Bart pointed out as he pulled out, pulled her hips up and went behind her.
"I don't think I can handle a dick of your size if you try to stick it in there," Jessica cautioned, although years ago she'd taken a couple cocks his size in her ass. Not both at once, of course.



"Just trust me," Bart said as he pulled her ass cheeks apart to admire the celebrity's cornhole. "This ass was made for fucking."
"Whatever you say, stud. Just fuck me some more however you want," Jessica agreed. She didn't really want to get ass fucked, but her submissive side was on a roll. Yes, she enjoyed anal sex sometimes... but only after a few drinks... and tonight she'd definitely not drunk enough booze to loosen up her inhibitions sufficiently to take him up her ass.
"That's good of you to say, but I wasn't asking," he said, slapping her ass before he leaned forward and licked her rosebud.
"Ohhhhh," Jessica moaned in surprise... this being the first time in her life someone had licked her asshole.
"You just need this sexy asshole prepped for my big dick," Bart explained.
Jessica didn't say anything, she just enjoyed the soothing, surreal sensations of her rosebud being licked.
Bart got the hole nice and wet before he began poking a finger at it, and after some very brief resistance, most of it disappeared inside.
"Oooooooh," Jessica moaned as the finger penetrated her ass... and although she wasn't sure she wanted that big dick in there... the finger slowly circling inside her was a subtle pleasure with almost no pain.
"Yeah, I'm going to gape this asshole good," Bart said, dying to see this hole gaped wide open after he destroyed it... but only after prepping it to be destroyed with as little discomfort as possible. He wasn't a monster, after all.
Jessica didn't say anything, she just allowed the stuntman to finger her ass, slowly and gently gaping it. She felt her ass slowly stretching, which felt natural and made her want more.
Bart wiggled his finger around, slowly widening the asshole, having done this to quite a few women... yes, to many anal virgins.
Eventually Bart added a second finger, making Jessica moan and whimper, as pain and pleasure fought for dominance over each other inside her ass.
"Just breathe," Bart advised, knowing that assisted in the anus's slow acceptance of his fingers, and then soon after, his dick in her ass.
"Okay," Jessica agreed, knowing the pain that was burning inside her anal entrance would fade, and given time, it would shift into pleasure. That said, she wasn't usually this sober when she took a dick in her ass.
Bart continued the gaping... spreading his two fingers apart inside her... slowly... gently... not wanting to hurt her... but dying to really pound her asshole when it was ready and when she felt ready for his dick.
"Oh, God," Jessica moaned as the pain... and the pleasure... continued battling for supremacy inside her asshole... the pain seizing the initial advantage, but the pleasure soon beginning to surge ahead.
Bart continued the process for a couple more minutes... listening to her slow but noticeable shift from whimpers to moans. He then pulled his fingers out, and briefly admired his handiwork (pun intended) before he advanced his dick towards the inviting hole.
"Ready to get your ass fucked, Jessica?" Bart asked, as he rolled his cock around the slightly gaped hole and entering it a miniscule distance.
"I don't know," Jessica said. Bart's fingers felt good in her ass, and she was definitely in the mood for more dick inside her, but she still wasn't sure she could take that much cock... especially its girth... inside her ass.
"Well, you are my obedient little fuck toy," he pointed out. And deciding not to wait for permission to fuck her ass, he slid inside her asshole... slowly... his fat cock much thicker than his two fingers... and widened that hole even more.
"Oh fuuuuuck," Jessica moan-screamed, as her asshole was stretched unnaturally by the fat cock penetrating her.
"You're so tight," Bart groaned, as his cock slowly wedged its way further inside the tight ass.
"Please, oh God," Jessica babbled, wanting to say 'please stop', yet the pain now burning more intensely inside her was stirring up sweet pleasure as the battle for supremacy resumed inside her butthole.
"Oh yeah, this asshole is mine too," Bart chortled once his cock disappeared completely inside her amazing ass.
"Oh fuck," was all Jessica could say while she focused on breathing as the cock went deep inside her ass... pain-pleasure... pleasure-pain.
Resting deep inside her... his hands on her hips... he slowly began fucking her.
"Oh fuck!" Jessica repeated, her head spinning from the situation she'd placed herself into. Yes, she'd already sucked his cock and swallowed his load. Yes, she'd let him eat her to one of her orgasms. And yes, she'd then reached a second orgasm, and felt his second orgasm spewing inside her pussy... but now she was letting things get out of hand.
"Fuck? Yeah, that's the plan," he said as he maintained a slow, smooth pace inside Jessica's amazing ass.
Jessica didn't say anything. She just focused on breathing and waiting for the pleasure she knew was coming to overtake the pain that was still definitely present, but now not intensely.
For a couple minutes Bart fucked her slowly, never changing his pace. He just allowed Jessica and her ass to get used to having a dick inside. He listened to Jessica closely. Whimpers... shifting into moans... the moans slowly rising. For someone who treated her like a slut, bossed her around and called her filthy names, Bart was also a thoughtful and considerate caregiver when that was needed.
"Now are you ready to really get your asshole reamed, slut?" Bart asked, his cock deep inside her ass as he reached out and pulled her hair.
"Yes, fuck my ass," Jessica willingly responded, always loving having her hair pulled and the pleasure continuing to rise in her ass now taking over. See what I mean? He talked nasty and even played nasty... often behaving like a total asshole... but he was constantly aware of what she was and wasn't ready for at any given moment.
"Yeah," he said, nothing profound, as he yanked on her hair and began fucking her ass steadily.
"Ohhhhhhh, fuck!!" Jessica screamed as the first hard stroke slammed into her ass... creating a new kind of pain... that dominoed into new kinds of pleasure.
"Do you like being my ass slut, Jessica?" he asked as he slammed into her... while roughly pulling her hair back in the opposite direction. Kind of like she was Dr. Doolittle's two-headed animal the pushmi-pullyu.
"Oh, yes I do,," Jessica responded, the pain and pleasure swirling inside her even as she loved the sensations of this hard and deep ass fucking, mixed with his rough treatment of her.
"Yes what, you dumb slut?" he asked, slapping her ass while hammering it.
"Yes, I love being your nasty ass slut," Jessica declared. "Now pound my asshole, you... nasty... firefighter!"
"Oh yeah, you're such a slut," Bart moaned, reveling in his intense excitement from ass fucking his dream movie star Jessica Alba.
"Yes, and I'm your ass slut," Jessica moaned loudly, her pleasure now taking complete control of her body. "Now destroy my hole with your big fat cock!"
Bart slammed into her hard for a few more strokes before he released her hair, squeezed her legs tightly together, placed his hands on her shoulder blades and from a precisely downward angle, slammed hard into her asshole.
"Oh my fucking God!" Jessica screamed, as this new angle enabled his cock to reach new depths in her ass, delivering even more pleasure, but also some new pain.
Then Bart really reamed her asshole... pumping in and out of her in a deep, rough way, Jessica's entire lower body bouncing up and down like a ragdoll.
Jessica's moans became urgent and wild!
Bart's groans increased as he slammed into her as hard as he could!
Then for the first time in her many sexual encounters, Jessica came from anal sex. "Oh, fuck yes, fuck, oh my, fuck me harder, give it, fuck it, me, oh shit, yes, fuck, oh fuck, yeeeeeees!" All these words came tumbling out of her mouth, mostly in an incoherent babble over the next couple minutes, until she reached her third wicked orgasm of tonight's wild encounter.
Bart didn't slow down at all during her anal orgasm, wanting to keep hammering the amazing asshole until he too was about to burst.
Jessica had collapsed into a muddled mess of euphoria. Every part of her body was pulsing with pleasure... even as her body continued bouncing up and down from the force of Bart's jackhammering of her ass.
Three or so minutes later, Jessica's orgasm still lingering, her body completely usurped of all the energy it had previously had, Bart pulled out, flipped her over, and stroked his cock.
Jessica, still in her wicked slut mode, leaned up and took the cock that was just in her ass, thus doing ass to mouth for the first time ever.
"Oh yeah, you nasty slut," he said, about to bust yet another nut.
Jessica sucked the cock until he pulled out, and without any warning, he splattered his load all over her pretty face.
Jessica slammed her eyes shut just in time as the cum spattered her face and her wide-open mouth.
Once he was done shooting, he slid his cock back into her mouth for a few more seconds, before pulling out and collapsing onto the bed.
"Fuck," Jessica said, as she too collapsed similarly.
"You're an amazing slut," Bart complimented.
"And you're an amazing stud," Jessica said.
Then... they both remained collapsed in recovery.
Jessica still felt cum oozing down her face when her phone rang.
"Shit, it's my husband!"
"So? Answer it."
Jessica went and grabbed the phone and said, after scooping some cum off her face and into her mouth, "Hey, honey."
"How was the party?" he asked.
"A lot of fun," Jessica said as Bart pointed to his dick. She shook her head no. Bart nevertheless stood up, swaggered over and pushed her down to her knees.
And while her husband jabbered on with the latest Los Angeles gossip, Jessica quietly sucked Bart's cock.
Apparently the night wasn't yet over.
THE END
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Prostate Awakening
Summary: Straight man discovers anal pleasure with two gay men and a bet.
Note 1: This is a 2022 Halloween Contest Story so please vote.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Prostate Awakening
I was visiting Toronto for a business conference on Halloween of all days, and that night I found myself in a club near the hotel where I was staying ... hoping to get laid... since recently I'd had a bit of a dry spell.
I went with my long-time pal Joey (yeah I know about the movie; that's why I always call him my pal instead of my buddy) and another guy named Henry we'd met at the conference. It didn't take us long to realize this was a gay club. That said, I suggested we stick around for an hour or so... for a few reasons.
1. I was straight, but I always felt comfortable around gay men. I found all that testosterone buzzing around in most straight guys made them too competitive and aggressive to be any fun.
2. I'd been to gay bars before (on purpose) and found them a to be pretty good time. For one, the music was always wicked. For two, I liked the flattering attention I usually received from those guys... even though I knew it wouldn't lead anywhere. Gay guys very rarely disparage straight guys for being straight... unlike the other way around.
3. Joey was gay, and I figured I could let him have some fun before Henry and I switched to a straight club down the street.
Yet because we were having such a good time... and a few drinks... and a couple of joints... that hour stretched out to well past two hours.
I was hit on by a couple guys, whom I amicably declined... although like I said, I enjoyed the attention. It didn't hurt that I was dressed in a cop costume... with the front of the shirt wide open to show off my muscular chest... which it seemed was a bit of a gay man's magnet.
I was flattered to get hit on by even more gay men, who flatteringly told me gay men have the best taste, so I was certified as hotter than hot. And as soon as I changed sides...
I went to take a piss... finally breaking the seal... way later than I usually did... and entered the men's washroom. (Yes, they also had a ladies', but I'm guessing it was rarely used.)
The three urinals were all being used, so I went into a stall. As I was taking a piss, I noticed some open holes on either side of me. I'd heard of glory holes, so I knew what they were, but I'd never actually seen one before.
"Yeah, suck it," a voice said from the stall on my right.
As I pissed, I couldn't help being curious... I'd never seen any gay sex. So once I was done, I decided to sit down on the toilet seat and peek through the hole. I couldn't see much except for a white cock being sucked by a black man. (They weren't using a hole, but sharing the same stall.) I knew I should look away, but maybe because I was a bit drunk, or just because it was something I'd never seen before, I kept watching.
"Oh yeah, don't stop," the voice said (it was the white guy's), as the black man really bobbed on his cock.
I can't explain why, but it got me really hard... this black man sucking the white cock with eager hunger, depth and speed... which very few women could do with my seven-inch cock.
I kept watching... unable to take my eyes away from the gay act. I mean I've had quite a few blow jobs, but except for a woman twice my age (almost three times actually, since I was nineteen and she was in her fifties), no woman had ever sucked me with such eagerness.
"Oh yeah, I'm about to come," the white guy groaned as I slowly, thoughtfully, beat my meat.
The black guy kept sucking, not slowing down at all, and then without a hitch, he swallowed the other guy's load.
I remained transfixed, unable to stop watching, and still slowly stroking my cock.
A minute later, long after the white guy had finished shooting, the black guy pulled away, turned and looked right through the hole and into my face.
He offered, "Want a blow job?"
My eyes went wide, this turn of events greatly startling me. I quickly stood up, put my dick away as I pulled up my underwear and thin costume pants, and bolted out of there. No 'No thanks', not a single word of acknowledgement. I don't know when else in my life I've been that rude!
I returned to the bar horny and flustered, and I decided to go outside for some fresh air.
There was an outside section of the club contained by walls and open to the sky, with heat lamps, so it wasn't too cold on this last day of October, and it was packed.
I went to the bar out there, bought a drink, and tried to compose myself... my dick still hard.
I was adjusting myself... again... just as two guys, one dressed as a construction worker and the other as a biker, strolled up to me saying, "Looks like we found our cop."
"What?" I asked, confused and slightly panicking as I looked back at them.
"You're the cop we've been looking for," the construction worker elaborated. "To go with our other Village People costumes."
"Aaaaah, right," I chuckled, realizing they both did look like they could be in the Village People band in those costumes, except one of them lacked a mustache.
"Hey, how are you tonight?" the construction worker asked, looking to be around my age, late twenties, and pretty good looking. He didn't come across as gay, but neither did Joey, who'd briefly been a linebacker in the NFL.
"Not bad, thanks," I replied, acting friendly and casual.
"Nice. You from around here?" he asked.
"No, I'm from a small town near Edmonton."
"Ahhhh, nice," he nodded.
"Yeah, it's already snowed there, so this Toronto weather feels pretty nice," I said... although my thin costume with the open shirt did make the air a bit chilly.
"I imagine so," he chuckled.
I finished my drink and said, "I should get back inside."
"Wait, are you here alone?" he asked.
"Here with a couple buddies," I said.
"Straight?" he asked bluntly.
"Yeah," I nodded.
"Ever wondered?" he asked.
"Nope," I said, "I'm just here because I like being around you guys," not mentioning I'd just gotten hard from watching a guy get blown... and had briefly jerked off to the sight.
"Not even a little?" he pursued casually, not at all aggressively.
I couldn't get that blow job I'd just witnessed out of my head, and my resulting delay cost me. I responded a few seconds later than I should have, "No, not even a little."
"I noticed your hesitation," he noticed accurately .
"Yeah, well, I just saw a guy getting a blow job in the rest room," I said, figuring there was no reason to make shit up. I knew I was straight and this conversation wasn't leading me anywhere.
"Yeah, that happens around here. Did it turn you on?" he asked.
"Not really," I said.
"You sure?"
"Look, I don't want to be an asshole, but like I said, I enjoy being around gays, but I'm straight," I insisted.
"I'm not saying you're not," he said. "I'm just suggesting maybe you need some relief."
"Thanks, but no thanks."
"Look, want to make a bet?" he asked.
"What kind of bet?" I asked. I was a bit of a gambling man.
"I bet we can get you to beg my friend here to blow you," he offered.
This surprised me. "I don't think so," I said. I'm not going to lie... I was still kind of horny and woody from what I'd witnessed... but I had no intention of getting blown by any guy.
"I know so," he said with confidence.
"Yeah, not going to happen," I said, and turned to walk away... not comfortable with this conversation continuing any longer... my confidence suddenly feeling a little shaky.
"Come on, man. If you're so confident, you've got nothing to lose."
I stopped. I wasn't quite Marty from Back to the Future, but I didn't take getting challenged or an implication I was a coward very well. "You do have a point," I conceded. What are you proposing?"
"How about we go into one of the private rooms, so I can prove you wrong," he proposed.
"No, I don't think so, but thanks," I said, having noticed some stairs going upstairs and wondered where they went.
"Want to make it interesting?" he asked.
"How?"
"I'll bet you a hundred bucks," he said.
"A hundred bucks?"
"Yeah, you join us in a room for twenty minutes, and if your dick isn't in his mouth by then of your own accord, I'll give you a hundred bucks."
"Seriously?" I asked, thinking this'd be easy money.
"Yeah, I'm pretty confident."
"So am I."
"Then you've got nothing to lose and a hundred bucks to gain."
"You'd better not be playing me," I warned, noting we were about the same size physically... but the two of them together could easily mug me if they wanted to.
"No, no, no," he said. "This is all friendly and legit."
"I don't know," I said. "Why do you want to make this bet?"
"Truth?"
"Yeah, truth."
"Well, first you're fucking hot," he complimented.
"Uh, thanks," I said, kind of flattered by his compliment. I mean who doesn't like being called 'fucking hot', no matter who's telling him that?
"And second, I have a philosophy," he added.
"And what's that?"
"That all straight guys are gay curious," he asserted.
"I'm not," I denied.
"Did you get hard while you were watching that guy blow another guy?"
I shrugged, "Yeah, and I even watched them for a bit, but that doesn't mean anything."
"Maybe, maybe not," he said. "Do we have a bet?"
"Not quite yet, first I want to be clear. So I join you two in this room upstairs. We stay there for twenty minutes, and if I don't ask for a blow job, I get a hundred bucks?" I laid it out.
"Exactly," he said.
"And what are the rules while we're in there?"
"Only one," he said. "You have to be naked the entire time."
"Fuck no!"
"No one will touch your dick unless you ask," he assured me.
"Nobody?" I asked.
"Promise," he agreed.
"Fuck it, then let's go," I said, thinking again this would be an easy hundred bucks.
"Cool," he said, and he and his silent friend led me back into the club, up some stairs, down a short hallway, and into one of six rooms. It was pretty sparce in there: a king-sized bed with a pink fitted sheet and a few pillows, a card table a few feet from the bed with various sex toys strewn across it, a medium-sized threadbare rug, and a large flat-screen TV on the wall.
One we were inside with the door closed, and he told me, "Get undressed."
"Sure," I said, not at all nervous to get naked in front of a couple of guys. I played football most Saturday afternoons with my neighbors. I went to the gym. I was very comfortable with my body.
The guy introduced, "I'm James, and my friend here is Larry."
"I'm Jake," I said as I started stripping down.
James turned on the large screen television, and some porn instantly began playing. I'd expected it to be gay porn, but it was straight... a cheerleader getting fucked on a teacher's desk, assumedly by the teacher.
"Nice to meet you, Jake," James said.
"You too," I said as I reached total nudity... with my cock semi-erect.
"Oh yes, fuck me, Mr. Peters," the cheerleader begged.
"So how does this work?" I asked.
"You allow us to touch you, but not your cock."
"That's it?"
"Yeah, that's it," he agreed.
"But no kissing," I specified... that would be too aggressive.
"Fair enough. Agreed."
"Okay then, we may as well get this party started," I said, my cock hardening, since the cute cheerleader was really getting herself drilled.
"All right," he said, and Larry and he both approached me... James pouring some lotion he'd gotten from the table into his hand.
"You have a really nice cock, Jake," James complimented.
"Uh, yeah, thanks," I said. "I've haven't had many complaints."
"I bet not," he said, as he went behind me. I knew my seven inches was above average. It wasn't some monster porn cock, but it impressed the ladies, and I got some looks in my local gym's locker room.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"Just giving you a massage," he said as his hands went to my ass.
"Hey, don't play with my ass," I protested.
"All we specified as off limits was your cock, and we mustn't kiss you," he said, "so I'm allowed to do whatever I want to your ass," as he continued rubbing it... which felt nice, actually... not that I'd admit that out loud.
"Okay, whatever," I said, confident I could control myself.
"Yeah, just relax and try not to resist the temptation," James teased, as his lubed finger slid into my ass.
"Oh my God!" I gasped; suddenly there was a finger in my ass. That had never happened before except in my doctor's office, and that wasn't recreational... And the recreational kind hadn't even happened while I was alone at home!
"Just relax," he advised, but my cock got instantly hard... betraying me... by flexing wildly.
Larry's lips were suddenly on my right nipple while his fingers played with my left one... which was my secret kryptonite.
The pleasure on my nipples and the weirdly odd sensation of his finger in my ass had my head in confusion... which got me even harder.
I let out an uncontrolled moan from the pleasure concentrating on both my front and back. I demanded, "Get your finger out of my ass!"
"Did you know men's most intense orgasms come from someone massaging our prostates?" James pointed out, ignoring my words, while his finger poked around inside my ass... which felt strangely pleasurable.
"Oh yes, give me that big fucking cock," the onscreen cheerleader begged, now bent over the desk and taking it in the ass.
"I'm not gay," I reiterated, as I allowed one guy to suck on my nipples and another one to rub my prostate.
"Enjoying a prostate rub isn't being gay at all," he said. "Actually, it takes a man who's confident in himself to let himself go and just enjoy it."
"Jesus," I said, his finger feeling really good in my ass... while my cock throbbed inexplicably.
"Yeah, praise His Name, you bet," he said. "Now just relax, and like He advised us to do, set aside any social norms and expectations, and be done with them. Be yourself, no matter who that is right now."
"I can't relax, this is too weird," I said, as I fell into watching the porn and didn't even attempt to stop what was happening to me. I blamed the alcohol somewhat, but the truth was that although I'd only had a few drinks, I wasn't remotely hammered, and I knew what I was doing... or in this case not doing... just allowing whatever to happen.
"Your body says it's loving this," he said, his hot breath on my neck also driving me wild... as did Larry sucking on my nipples. Strange fellow... so far he hadn't said a solitary word.
"I'm not gay," I repeated yet again, in a bit of a daze... confused by how quickly this encounter had turned surreal, and how I was allowing a guy to finger my ass... and... and... how good it felt! Obviously the alcohol had loosened my inhibitions, and apparently my ass too.
"Our fun and games together aren't about your being gay or not," he said, his finger working magic inside me, as was Larry on my nipples going back and forth... sucking and pinching.
"Yes, Mr. Peters, fuck my asshole," the cheerleader moaned, clearly enjoying his cock plunging into her ass.
Thus far in my life, I'd only fucked two girls in the ass... the first one didn't enjoy it at all and it only took about a minute before she told me to stop. And the other time was with a drunk MILF who took it happily, and she asked me to come in her ass. Unfortunately, most of the women I hooked up with weren't into anal sex... although I'd asked many of them.
"Does it feel good?" he asked.
"Yeah," I admitted weakly after taking a few seconds to think about it, while his finger slowly finger fucked my ass.
"Do you want me to stop?" James asked.
"No," I replied, a little shocked by my answer... but I rationalized I was in Toronto... a day and a half from home if I didn't stop to sleep... so nobody I knew would ever know what was happening, unless Joey found out and blabbed... and he of all people would approve, even if I completely switched sides, and he'd never tell anybody. But what I was doing right now wasn't gay at all. I wasn't sucking dick, I was just allowing my prostate to get massaged. I mean a finger in my butt happened at the doctor's office, and right now it felt so good... way different from anything else I'd ever experienced.
"Want me to really give you a prostate massage?" James asked.
"Yes please," I moaned, his finger driving me nuts... as if my ass were a pussy... I was feeling enormous pleasure in there, which seemed like it was connected directly to my throbbing, desperate cock.
"You sure?" he asked.
"Yes, yes please," I moaned, so he pulled his finger out of me, and suddenly I felt empty. I needed that finger back in my ass. "Put it back in my ass!" I yelped.
"Soon. Bend over the table," he said mildly.
"Uh, okay," I said, desperate to get my prostate massaged some more... that pleasure was unlike anything I'd ever experienced. I walked mindlessly the few feet to the table and bent over, willingly offering my ass to some more penetration by his finger.
I watched as Larry crouched underneath the table and began sucking on my balls. "Hey!" I protested, even though it felt good.
"Those aren't your dick either," James mentioned from somewhere behind me.
"I guess not," I had to agree, and then I felt his finger poke my ass and it slid back in... but this wasn't his finger... it was thicker... longer... because it was his hard cock! "What are you doing?" I moaned, but I didn't do a damned thing to stop him sodomizing me.
"You did take me up on my offer to really massage your prostate," he explained.
"I didn't mean you should fuck my ass!" I complained, stunned both because I had his dick in my ass, and it felt completely, unbelievably amazing.
"Trust me," James said as his dick began sliding in and out of me. "You'll soon love this!"
"Ohhhh," I moaned, wanting to turn around and punch him in the face, except it felt so damn good that I remained bent over, allowing this guy to fuck me.
"That's right, just relax," he encouraged as his cock gently slid in and out of me... there being literally no pain... just intense pleasure. But that was totally unnatural... how could there not be any pain?
"Oh God, but I'm not gay," I repeated, even as my cock throbbed while his dick slid in and out of me.
"No," he said, "you're just a cool straight guy enjoying a prostate fucking."
"I can't believe this," I said, literally stunned I was allowing this... and enjoying it! I was getting fucked in the ass by a gay guy who was dressed like a member of the Village People... so I sure seemed gay right now... this was straight out of some lame ass porn movie.
"Just let go of all your past judgements and reservations, and let yourself and your prostate enjoy getting fucked and stimulated," he coached.
"Oh God," I moaned, each thrust making my cock twitch... my head spin... and pleasure fill every aspect of my body. This was way more pleasurable than a blow job or fucking a woman. I know that sounds extreme, and I loved bow jobs and fucking women ... but this was an entirely different level of pleasure, which continued with each thrust inside me. Meanwhile, Larry's sucking my balls enhanced all these sensations.
"You like having my dick in your ass?" James asked after a dozen slow, deep strokes.
"Yeah," I admitted shamefacedly, embarrassed because I did like it.
"Then say so," he ordered as he pulled out.
"Yes! Yes, I love your cock in my ass," I said urgently, desperately wanting and needing that cock back inside my ass... nothing in my life had ever come close to the pleasure I'd been feeling just now. An orgasm lasted a few seconds... this fucking was like an everlasting orgasm... even if I hadn't even come yet.



"Yeah, I knew you'd be a great turn," James approved, sliding his cock back into me.
"Yessss," I moaned, my entire body warm with pleasure as he filled me back up and went faster. I heard him use the word turn, but I was too consumed with pleasure to understand... or to question... what he meant by that.
"Yeah, take my dick," James said a few strokes later, my moans getting even louder, as he was now really pounding me... slamming into my body.
"Yeah, give it to me!" I moaned, loving his body slamming into me... each time his cock filled my ass, my entire body burned with growing pleasure.
"Tell me what you want," James instructed as he pulled all the way out again.
"I want you to fuck my ass and fuck me hard," I declared without hesitation, never having wanted anything more than this. "Please really slam that cock in my ass. I need it so badly!"
"You sure?" he asked, and he slammed into me and then pulled out... teasing me like I often teased a woman when she was close to coming,
"Yes, yes, I love your cock in my ass," I said, knowing I sounded pathetic, but I didn't care. I just had to have that cock slamming into me... creating sensations of pleasure throughout my body and going directly to my dick. "Please fuck me with your big cock," I pleaded, even though I had no idea if he had a big cock or not. I just knew his cock was working magic on me, and my ass was burning with pleasure.
"Yeah, I'm about to breed this sexy ass," James promised, as he resumed fucking me.
I heard his words and caught their implication, yet I was so desperate to be fucked, wrapped up in such complete sexual rapture, I responded like a bitch in heat, "Yes, fuck me, breed me! It feels so fucking good!"
Then for a couple minutes, there were just my moans... and the sounds of his body slamming into mine... and the weird sensations of Larry still sucking my balls.
The entire time, I felt I could come at any second... each thrust from James making my cock pulse with pleasure unlike any I'd ever experienced.
"Want to come?" James offered.
"So fucking badly," I moaned as his cock kept sliding in and out of me... stimulating constant waves of euphoria... which made me wonder if this was what fucking was like I you were a girl... constant pleasure.
"Tell me again how much you love my cock," James said.
"Oh yes... God, I love your cock! I've never been more turned on by anything in my life," I admitted through my wild moans.
"Because you love being fucked in the ass," he said, really reaming my asshole.
"Yes, yes, I love being fucked in the ass," I declared, my voice breaking and sounding a lot less manly than I'd ever sounded before... but I didn't give a fuck... I only wanted to be fucked. I felt like I was about to come every second... with every thrust inside me.
"Want your cock sucked?" he asked as he really reamed my ass.
"Yes please," I moaned, sounding pathetic while he really fucked me... sensation after pleasurable sensation swarming through me.
"Beg Larry to suck your cock," James ordered.
"Please Larry, suck my cock, I need it so bad," I moaned without hesitation.
"Because you love being fucked," James added, really pushing me.
Yet being so close to coming, so overwhelmed with pleasure, so mindlessly desperate, I joined in, "Yes, I love being fucked and pounded by your big cock."
Instantly Larry's mouth was servicing my cock, as James kept pounding me from behind.
"Oh yes, fuck," I moaned, the double pleasure now coming from both ends making my inevitable orgasm erupt in just a few embarrassing seconds.
"Yeah just let it go," James said as he kept fucking me... even while I was coming... my orgasm way different from any others I'd ever had... and it didn't end the moment my load was gone... my cock continued to throb... my body burned with desire.
"Oh fuck," I repeated, not knowing what else to say... the ass fucking I willingly allowed was without a doubt the most intense pleasure I'd ever experienced.
My dick was inside Larry's eagerly bobbing mouth, while he easily swallowed my load without even slowing down; James' dick continuing to slam into my ass. The two gay guys working in tandem kept working me over, while my orgasm wouldn't fade away... lasting an eternity longer than my typical ones that lasted only a few seconds when I got them while having sex with a woman, or with my own hand.
"Don't stop," I whimpered, my body discovering the true pleasure a body can experience, even while James continued to pleasure my prostate... this orgasm continuing on and on.
Even while one guy sucked my cock and swallowed my load while the other fucked my ass... I didn't feel like I was gay!
It all just felt amazing.
It felt like nothing I'd ever experienced before.
It was the most life-changing moment in my life.
As I was pondering this eureka moment, James warned me, "Get ready to be bred."
And even though I knew letting a guy come in my ass was undoubtable gay, as was of course taking it in the ass at all, I now yearned to feel his load explode in my ass. I pleaded, "Yes, breed me! Fill my ass with your cum!"
"Because you're my slut now?" he asked, still fucking me... still bringing me intense pleasure.
"Yes, yes, I'm your slut now," I declared willingly.
"And now you love being fucked in the ass?"
"Yes, I can't get enough of your dick in my ass," I moaned, my pleasure continuing wave after wave, thrust after thrust... pleasure I never wanted to end.
"Get ready for my load, my sexy slut!"
"Yes, fill me up," I moaned, even as Larry kept sucking my dick... and it remained hard.
"Oh yeah, here it comes," he grunted, and I felt his warm cum explode inside me.
"Yes, fuuuuuuuuck," I moaned, my cock and my entire body warming, as his load was deposited inside me... while he didn't slow down at all.
"Oh yeah, such a tight asshole," James groaned.
"So good," I moaned.
"Want more?" James asked as he slowed down.
"I never want this to end," I admitted, feeling sexually satisfied, yet still wanting more.
"Larry, come here and fuck our new slut," James invited him.
"Yes Larry, come and fuck me," I confirmed the invitation, still bent over the table and feeling cum leaking out of me as James pulled out, leaving me feeling empty.
"Oh yeah," Larry said, uttering his first words of the night... his voice very feminine... which made this ass fucking feel gayer. James was a man's man, and for whatever reason, that made me feel less gay, but when Larry went behind me and slid his dick... his bigger dick... in my ass... I felt gayer.
But I was too far gone to worry about a mere concept like gay, I just wanted to be fucked hard again. I moaned, "Yes, Larry, fuck me, fuck me with your huge cock." His cock was wider and longer than James'... spreading my ass wider and going deeper inside me.
"Larry has a huge cock," James bragged on his friends' behalf, as he went around and sat on the bed beside me.
"So big," I moaned.
"So... are you still straight?" James asked.
"I really don't know," I said honestly, but I knew without a doubt I'd never be able to go back to a time when I didn't know what a prostate massage was like.
"Yes, you do know," James disagreed.
"Oh, he's definitely going to be a bottom bitch forever now," Larry portended as he slammed into my ass... again his feminine voice making me feel gayer than when James was fucking me. I knew this wasn't rational... getting fucked was getting fucked... and there was no way I could honestly say I was 100% straight anymore.
"Think he'll be a cock sucker too?" James asked.
"Oh, no question," Larry moaned, sounding completely like a girl, "he'll suck your cock right now, if you tell him to."
"No I won't," I moaned, my denial weak, as his cock kept the intense pleasure inside me boiling like a whistling kettle.
"You sure you won't?" James asked.
"Yeah," I replied, although again it didn't come out as strongly as I would have liked it to.
"Larry, pull out," James ordered.
Larry did.
"Nooooo!" I started moaning like a bitch in heat.
"Suck my cock, and you'll get back that dick you want," James bargained, stroking his six-inch cock.
"Please, no," I pleaded as I stared at his dick.
"Up to you," James said. "Suck my dick, and Larry will fuck your ass until you come again."
"Oh God," I moaned as Larry slammed into my ass and pulled back out. Only once. "Fuck!"
"You know you want it," James said as he stood up, pulled me up, and surprising me again, kissed me.
I was stunned, but my brain on autopilot, I kissed him back... this next step forward feeling like the gayest thing possible... way gayer than merely taking a dick in my ass.
The kiss lasted just fifteen or twenty seconds before he broke it, hopped onto the bed and said, "Now suck my cock, Jake."
I looked at his cock... my mind completely muddled with bewilderment since suddenly out of the blue, all I wanted was to suck his cock! Huh? I couldn't explain it, but that kiss had broken up any fight I had left for proving I was straight. I liked his kiss, I liked his dick in my ass, and now I wanted to suck his cock. Neither of us said a word, as I bent down and took his cock in my mouth.
"Turned!" Larry announced in his feminine voice, and his cock slid back into my ass.
I moaned as I began to suck. It's hard to explain... but having a cock in my mouth felt both completely wrong and awkward, yet it also felt natural and right... although I was still ignoring the word 'turn', as I was obsessed with giving and receiving pleasure.
"Oh yeah, suck it," James moaned, and it was then I realized I was sucking the same cock that was just in my ass... neither woman I'd ass fucked had done that.
"Oh yeah, so hot," Larry gasped as he fucked me and watched me sucking my first dick.
"Yeah, suck that cock Jake, show us how much you love dick," James cheered me on.
I didn't know I loved dick... I'd seriously never considered it before tonight... but now I had no doubt that I loved dick! I loved getting fucked... and I was now learning I loved sucking cock. With his cock in my mouth while I bobbed, I gradually shifted from nervously awkward to eagerly hungry.
"Yeah, you love cock, don't you, Jake?" James asked.
"Yeah, I love cock," I agreed quickly before taking his cock back into my mouth, while Larry continued drilling me from behind... my hard cock swaying between my legs with pulsing pleasure.
"Still straight?" he asked a minute later, as my moans increased.
"Not at all," I admitted, as Larry really pounded me and I stroked James' cock.
"Let's spit-roast him," Larry suggested.
I thought to myself, they already are, which was kinky as fuck.
"Yeah," James said.
Larry pulled out, pulled me back to him, turned me around, and kissed me.
When his tongue went into my mouth, I slid my tongue into his mouth.
When he squeezed my ass, I reached around and squeezed his ass.
I was in complete lust.
"Actually, let's sandwich him," James proposed.
"Good idea," Larry said.
"Sandwich?" I wanted to know.
James bent over the desk and said to me, "Come here and fuck me."
"Okay," I said easily, no longer fazed by the idea of fucking another guy... my dick throbbing, and a second orgasm poised to bust out of me.
I went behind him, my cock rock hard, while he grabbed the lube and rubbed it into his ass, the idea of fucking him a huge turn on for me.
"Just slide your dick in my ass," James instructed, spreading his ass cheeks for me.
"Got it," I said as I did just that, and slid into his warm, tight ass.
As my dick filled his ass, Larry went behind me and slid his cock back into my ass... hence the sandwich.
"Oh my God," I moaned, as Larry began fucking my ass again while I tried to fuck James' ass. It was awkward at first, and I lacked any rhythm, but after a couple minutes, Larry and I were thrusting away in perfect unison.
"Oh yeah, fuck my ass," James moaned.
"Fuck yes," I moaned.
And after three or four minutes of smooth fucking, my balls were boiling, and when Larry without a word deposited his load in my ass, I groaned, "Fuck!" and his orgasm triggered mine, and I unleashed my load in James' ass.
"Oh yeah, fill me right up," James moaned.
"Fuck," I moaned again, as my second orgasm was as intense as the first... that being another first in my sexual experiences.
Spent, I collapsed onto James, even though Larry kept churning his cum deeper into my rectum.
When he finally pulled out, I was laid out on James, with cum trickling slowly from my ass.
A minute later I got off of him, more cum leaking out of my ass, as James turned around and aimed his stiff cock at me.
Immediately I dropped to my knees, took it in my mouth, and bobbed.
"Oh yeah, that's it," James groaned as I bobbed, taking about four of his six inches in my mouth.
And while cum leaked out of my ass, I sucked dick.
I kept bobbing until he warned, "I'm close."
I just kept bobbing, suddenly curious what cum tasted like, since I realized I hadn't had any in my mouth yet.
A found out a few bobs later, as he shot his warm load in my mouth and I swallowed it all down.
Once done, he pulled out, and I stood up wiping my mouth... although there wasn't any cum on it, since I'd chugged it all.
"Well, I guess you lost the bet," James joked.
"Yeah, I guess I did," I said. "I don't know what happened to me."
"It's just that your true nature came out."
"I didn't know I was even remotely curious," I said.
"Yeah... well... everyone is curious once they're given the opportunity," James said. "And besides, we didn't play fair."
"What? How?"
He tossed me the lube. "This is pot lube."
"Pot lube?" I repeated, confused.
"Yeah, it's anal lube that gets your asshole high, and it also delivers unbelievable pleasure to you while it relaxes and stimulates the rest of you," he explained.
"That's a thing?" I asked, but that would explain everything... especially my lack of pain.
"Yep," he nodded.
"Wow," I said.
"Yeah, it really is some amazing shit," James said. "I buy it in bulk from this sexy swinger couple we know in Los Angeles."
"So it is," I said.
A couple minutes later I was back in my costume, and after a couple minutes of chit chat, I headed back downstairs to the club... music pounding... my head spinning... with only one question... NOW WHAT?
I spotted my pal Joey, and...
THE END
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And now continuing immediately after the end of part 2....
Pillow Princess Club Ch. 03
I walked into my house and closed the door.
"Mrs. Bellencourt caught you?" Barbara asked, coming to meet me at the door and checking out my almost nonexistent attire.
"Yeah," I nodded, a little embarrassed to be seen in such a slutty maid's outfit by my daughter's best friend... regardless of whether she knew why I was wearing it, or she knew what I'd just done... and obviously she knew both.
"Don't get too comfortable," she said, admiring my skanky outfit. "You have three stops to make ASAP."
"I do?" I said, playing a little dumb... ironic I know, considering what I was wearing.
"Yeah, your phone's been buzzing like crazy," she said. "I've switched you to booked mode, so you won't be expected to do any more than three, unless you want to."
"There's a booked mode?" I asked, and she showed me my phone.
"Yeah, the app has a feature which shows all the members who is currently booked and in which order, and when you reach a backlog of three, you can press 'booked', so the pillow princesses know you're unavailable," she said.
"Oh, I see."
"There's an actual 'unavailable' button as well," she said. "But that's to be used very sparingly."
"Like when?" I asked.
"If your in-laws are over, for instance," she said. "Or in your case if Hannah is awake or sick. You have to specify a reason, and if you use it frivolously, they come down on you."
"I see," I said, thinking that was very helpful, since I hadn't put much thought into such an obvious issue... I had an 8-month-old baby to take care of... duh!.
"You should get going," Barbara said. "most of the Pillow Princesses aren't known for their patience."
"I need to change into some heels."
"Yeah, for that outfit, you really do," she said, as I slipped out of my flats.
"You think so?" I asked.
"Yeah, they'll accentuate your sexy legs better," she said, admiring my nylon-clad legs.
"You think so?" I asked.
"Yeah, you look really sexy in them," she said.
"You're so sweet," I said.
"Oh, just wait until you taste me, and then you'll see just how sweet I am," Barbara said wickedly, and she came over and kissed me.
"Mmmmm," I moaned, as her hands went to my mostly bare ass (without panties).
"Dammit," she said after only a few sensual seconds.
"What?" I asked, wanting the touch of her soft lips back.
"You need to get going," she said, looking at her watch... a rare young person who wore a watch in the era of mobile phones. "Your first stop is someone who doesn't have much patience at all!"
"Who is it?" I asked, wondering if I knew her.
"Jade Kwong," she said.
"Jade," I repeated, fear instantly coursing through me... I certainly did know her.
"You know her?" Barbara asked.
"I know her mother," I said, recalling the bullying I'd suffered at the hands of Jade's mother Mei back when I was a kid. We'd been civil to each other since she'd moved into the community a couple years ago, but there was still a lot of resentment between us... at least from me. She'd frequently humiliated me during my middle and high school years. She'd been rich, I came from a poor family... sometimes wearing clothes given to me by the church, that were Mei's own clothes her family had donated, and she had no problem telling everyone I was wearing her hand-me-downs.
"You know Mrs. Kwong?" Barbara asked.
"Yeah," I said.
"She can be a bit much," Barbara said.
"According to my experience, that's an understatement," I sighed, going upstairs to get my heels... as I processed this new revelation.
I returned, wondering if this was a sign that I should quit the Club before things spun way out of hand.
"When you get back, I want to be your number four," she said, reaching her hand under my micro-minidress and rubbing my wet pussy.
"You'll actually be number six," I moaned.
"Okay, I can deal with that," she said. "Although my favourite number is 69."
"That may be my new favourite number too," I said, as she slid a finger into me.
"God, I want to eat your pussy so bad," she said as she kissed me again.
"And I want you to. Do we have enough time right now?" I asked, eager to go down on her right here and now in my living room.
"Fuck," she sighed. "No, you really have to go. But when you get back, we can practice my favourite number."
"Deal," I agreed, loving the idea of exploring a 69 with this 19-year-old I'd known since she was a little girl. I once did a 69 with a guy in college... it was okay while it lasted, but he came in only a couple minutes, and I was left to finish myself off in the bathroom.
She handed me my phone while pulling her finger out of me. "Here. I've tagged your three stops. I wouldn't read all the messages yet; there are quite a few of them."
"Okay," I said, although I was quite curious to read all those messages, presumably all of them from girls and women in this neighborhood who wanted to get naked with me.
"Go," she said, as she placed her finger, glistening with my pussy juice, into her mouth.
"You're still okay with watching Hannah?" I asked... briefly having forgotten I was in effect a single mother... except I was no longer poor, thank goodness.
"Of course I am," Barbara said, and then on cue, Hannah began to cry in the next room.
"You sure?" I asked, my motherly nature returning.
"Yes, now hurry up and go," Barbara waved me off. "Trust me, I'm sure Jade is already annoyed with you."
"Okay, okay," I said, slipping on my heels and heading out to my car, which was thankfully parked in the garage, so the neighbors wouldn't catch sight of my skimpy maid's outfit. I knew where the Kwongs lived: only three blocks over, so I didn't check my phone at all... I simply drove there.
As I did, I had second thoughts... what the fuck was I doing?
Was I really going to a teenage girl's house, just a little before dinnertime, leaving my child with a babysitter, so I could eat her pussy?
Even as I pondered the situation I'd gotten myself into, I continued driving to her house... seeming to be answering my question just with my obedient actions.
I could just turn around and go home.
I should just turn around and go home.
And erase the app.
Pretend none of this had happened.
Go back to the simple life I'd been living.
A life not at all complicated... although it was almost terminally tedious.
Driving over to my ex-bully's residence to service her daughter seemed like a mal-adventure that could only end badly.
Yet....
Yet....
Yet, I kept driving there.
A minute later, a little less actually, I pulled into the double driveway of the Kwons' home.
There was no going back once I got out of the car.
This was my final chance to stop myself from succumbing completely to my newfound lesbian lust.
Yes, I'd already licked two pussies.
Yes, I'd already been fucked by my neighbour.
Yes, I'd already kissed my daughter's best friend and let her finger me for a bit.
Those actions I couldn't undo.
But I could still stop myself from going any further... if I decided to.
Yes, there'd be consequences.
Yes, there could be dire consequences.
Yet my mouth was already watering in anticipation of pussy number three... Chinese food this time... and my pussy was already tingling in anticipation of the submission undoubtedly lying ahead for me.
I took a deep breath, and as I stepped out of my car, I noticed something odd... Miranda ' s car was parked in front of the Kwons' house.
Odd.
Why was she here?
I didn't have any time to ponder this new development, since I was standing in a neighborhood driveway wearing an outfit revealing enough to get myself arrested!
I took another deep breath, scurried to the front door, and knocked on it, not wanting any of the neighbours to see me in this slutty maid's outfit... even as I kept looking nervously behind me.
It took a good thirty seconds for anyone to answer... a woman walking her dog saw me from across the street, and instead of looking scandalised, she gave me a cheery wave, which I timidly returned... before the door was opened... by Miranda... who was completely naked.
"Come on in," she said, her red cheeks and sullen tone telling me something was very different from our earlier encounter or, truth be told, all of our previous encounters. Her strong, assertive persona was nowhere to be seen as I walked in and she closed the door, and she said unsmilingly, "Follow me," and as I did, I saw her ass cheeks were bright red.
I followed her into the living room (doesn't anyone have sex in their bedroom anymore?) where Jade was sitting on the couch wearing a t-shirt (no bra, obviously) and a short plaid skirt (not as short as mine, but close).
Miranda approached the Chinese American teen and lay down across her lap. "Hi, slut," Jade greeted me, as she slapped Miranda's ass... hard. And apparently for the umpteenth time.
"Hi," I said, sheepishly, already finding this tableau super awkward.
"There's no room for any shame here," Jade said, as she slapped Miranda's ass again just as hard, and looked down at her. "Is there, dumb cunt?"
"No, Mistress Jade," the usually indomitable Miranda responded meekly, just before her ass got slapped again... equally as hard as the other ones I'd witnessed.
"I understand," I nodded, not wanting to get spanked. I suppose some people find pain erotic, but I most certainly do not.
"My dumb cunt is being punished because she used you before her pillow princess mistresses had a chance," Jade said with another hard slap on Miranda's ass. "Isn't that right, dumb cunt?"
"Yes, Mistress Jade," Miranda whimpered. She then declared shockingly, "I really am a dumb cunt."
I stared in awe. Jade's power was both enthralling and terrifying... and her power to turn the force-of-nature Miranda into such a submissive wretch was surreal.
"Don't worry, new slut," Jade said, now looking at me. "You won't be punished, unless you do something stupid that deserves punishment,"
"I understand," I nodded, standing in place awkwardly, not at all sure of what to do with myself.
"Come here," Jade said, as another slap on Miranda's ass cheek echoed around the room.
I obeyed.
"Kneel."
I obeyed wordlessly... kneeling right next to Miranda's right hip... excited and afraid at the same time... two opposing, yet both of them stimulating emotions.
Another slap... and then she pushed Miranda roughly off of her lap (I had to duck) and said, tossing her a rather large cucumber, "Fuck your asshole, dumb cunt."
"Yes Mistress," Miranda replied obediently, as she grabbed the cucumber and placed it against her asshole.
My eyes went big as Jade snapped her fingers, glared at me and ordered, "Focus on why you're here... which is me."
"Sorry," I apologized, turning to gaze at the pretty teen (hoping I looked worshipful) who'd graduated from high school with my daughter and Barbara... even as I wanted to see how a cucumber could fit inside someone's ass... if it could at all... anal not something I'd ever been even remotely interested in... but at the moment it fascinated me.
Jade spread her legs, her skirt short enough to give me a clear view of her pussy, completely shaved except for a tuft of hair above it. "There's a waiting list for your services," she said. "So get to work."
"Okay," I said. The instant her pussy was revealed, I pushed away my fears, I managed to totally ignore the cucumber sodomy happening behind me, and I got between her legs... placed my mouth against her pussy, and licked... while I processed her statement about there being a waiting list for my services. Was she simply referring to the two names I already knew about, or was the list still growing? My phone would tell me, but I couldn't look at it right now.
"Like daughter, like mother," Jade said, as I began licking her.
"Say what?" I asked, even though I'd heard her clearly.
"You heard me," she said. "Your daughter Catherine loves going between my legs and eating my pussy."
"S-s-she does?" I stammered.
"Yes, she's a real submissive slut," Jade said. "Apparently just like her mother."
I didn't say anything; I wasn't sure what to say. The question of whether my daughter might belong to this Club had popped into my head when Barbara showed up to babysit, and Barbara was obviously a member... she knew exactly what I'd be doing with Bianca, and she highly approved... but in the whirlwind since walking into Bianca's backyard and finding her waiting for me naked until now, I hadn't thought about it at all... focusing instead on my own personal pussy pleasing journey.
"Yes, she's eaten my pussy in the school bathrooms, the gym bathroom, debate club room, under a table in the computer lab while some other girls watched us, and in the back row of a movie theatre," she listed off, each of these locations for sex hard to believe... but not too hard, since the revelations from my new Club kept coming at me fast and furious.
She'd just told me that Catherine had started eating pussy back in high school?! I didn't say anything. I just licked Jade's wet pussy... with a subtle scent captured in her little tuft of hair.
"Did you know your sweet and innocent daughter is a complete lesbian?" she asked.
"Not until now," I admitted. "I hadn't a clue."
"She and Barbara pretty much ate every senior in the school," Jade said. "They were everyone's most popular pussy munchers."
"Oh," was all I said as I tried to process this information while trying to focus on what I was doing.
For a couple minutes she didn't say anything more. So I glanced up at her as secretly as I could between licks and, saw she was in her phone. So I focused on getting her off. Three pussies so far, each similar in many ways, yet each one different.
Jade's pussy lips were thinner than my last two.
Her taste was almost nonexistent... just a subtle hint as I probed deeper between her lips.
Her moans were different... also subtle. I couldn't tell if she was enjoying what I was doing, or she was bored out of her mind.
Then I heard the front door open and close.
Uh oh.
I froze.
"Don't you dare stop licking, slut," Jade said... tapping my head reprovingly as if I were a bad puppy.
Worried it was her dad, or worse her mother, or worse yet both of them, I obediently resumed licking, not wanting to endure a punishment like Miranda had received, and was still receiving... although I assumed Mei knew about the Club... it just seemed that she would... but if so, was she too submissive to all the younger pillow princesses? That would be some long-awaited justice!
"Mom, get your ass in here," Jade called out.
A moment later as I kept wiggling my tongue between Jade's pussy lips, dreading whatever might happen next, Mei said, "I take it that's Meredith between your legs. Nice ass, Meredith."
"I can't believe you never got this slut between your own legs back when you were in high school," Jade said.
"I couldn't be bothered back then," Mei said, the sound of her voice telling me she was getting closer.
"Then what kind of inept bully were you?" Jade taunted as I kept licking, feeling so humiliated that they were discussing me like I wasn't even there.
"Bullying has evolved since my day," Mei said, as I felt somebody's hands... Mei's?... it must be... squeezing my ass.
"Yeah, anyone I bully, I sit on her face," Jade bragged. "That's why I always go commando."
"Have you told Meredith her daughter is our slut?" Mei asked, as she advanced her fingers to my pussy.
"Well, I told her she's my slut," Jade corrected. "I just let you use her sometimes."
"Fair enough," Mei said, sliding two fingers inside my pussy. It appeared that Jade controlled this house. I wondered if she fucked her father.
"We don't have a lot of time," Jade said. "If you're going to fuck her, you'd better get to it."
"Good point," Mei said as my eyes went wide... her hand softly slapping my ass.
"Do you want my mom to fuck you?" Jade asked, grabbing my chin and pulling my head up, forcing me to look into her eyes.
I wasn't sure what to say.
I paused for a second.
Actually, I don't know whether I said anything or not... even though I was horny as fuck.
"Your answer is yes, Mere-bitch," Mei took control and removed my choice, slapping my ass and calling me the same name she called me back in high school... which I'd hated when I was a teenager.
Confused, overwhelmed and horny, I complied like the submissive I was, saying, "Yes."
"Yes, what, Mere-bitch? Mei asked, as I turned my head around to see her pulling on a strap-on over her dress pants.
"Yes, I do want you to fuck me, and to do it while I eat your daughter's cunt," I adlibbed wickedly, deciding if I was going to be dominated and controlled, I'd just go all in.
"Just like her daughter," Jade repeated. "An immediate nasty slut whenever we offer her our pussies."
"Yep," Mei agreed as she got behind me.
"Get back to licking, slut," Jade ordered.
"Yes Mistress," I responded, as I returned to her pussy and resumed licking.
"Fuck her good, Mom," Jade said.
"It's still always wild whenever you say that," Mei chuckled, as I felt the cock advancing between my very wet pussy lips. The bully who'd made my life miserable for years was about to fuck me, and so I was giving in to my utter lust for pussy and the thrill of pleasure. My bully had defeated me in the end. But perhaps not... now that I was embracing my submissiveness, perhaps I was winning too... I couldn't imagine she wouldn't make me come, and orgasms were always wins.
"Very few other mothers and daughters double team more girls and women than we do," Jade bragged.
"Spit toasting Mrs. Walker in her classroom was pretty epic," Mei said (Mrs. Walker having been my daughter's high school English teacher and debate mentor... she was still teaching at the same high school, which was nearby).
"Not as wild as double penetrating Principal Jensen under the bleachers during graduation," Jade said, my head spinning, from Mei waving her cock up and down between my pussy lips but not sliding it in... as well as from listening to the revelations of their conquests. Principal Jensen was a hard ass in her sixties.



"That was pretty wild," Mei agreed.
"And now you get to bang the insipid bitch you bullied in high school," Jade added as her fingers combed through my hair.
I'd been steadily licking throughout their conversation, but rather tentatively... distracted by the conversation and by Mei's teasing me.
"Yeah, this fuck was a long time coming," Mei said, as she kept teasing me.
"What did Miranda do wrong?" Mei asked, still not fucking me, which was getting very frustrating.
"Dumb bitch used the new slut before I did," Jade said, pulling me a little deeper into her pussy.
"Dumb bitch, all right," Mei said, as she finally slid the cock into my pussy with one hard thrust.
"Oooooh," I moaned.
"Give it to her, mom," Jade said.
"I am," Mei said, with her hands on my hips while she began fucking me... hard, thank god.
"Oh yes." I moaned loudly, wanting them both to know I was enjoying this. I also began licking Jade's pussy more aggressively.
"She hadn't been fucked in over a year and a half before I banged her," Miranda chipped in.
"Shut up, dumb bitch," Jade ordered. Then she released my head and asked, "Is that true?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"Why?" she asked, looking down at me with serious surprise.
"My husband wouldn't fuck me after I got pregnant, and he's been working in DC ever since Hannah was born," I admitted. But now I was being fucked for the second time today.
"That's bullshit," Jade said.
"Yeah, it is," Mei agreed. And now, very oddly, I was bonding with my high school bully over the tragedy of my husband neglecting to fuck me, while she was fucking me.
"Well don't worry, your celibate days are gone. From now on you'll be getting all the dick and pussy you could ever want!" Jade said.
"I hope so," I moaned, happy to see they both thought my husband's neglect was as unacceptable as I did... and at the moment, the notion of unlimited all-you-can-eat pussy and regular dick, even if it was the strap-on variety, was very appealing. But wait! Even better, I had an appointment with Lorenzo Ricci for early tomorrow morning; he had a real dick, and it was huge!
"Maybe Mere-bitch's husband is a faggot," Mei said, as Jade pulled my head back to her pussy.
"Maybe," Jade said. "after all, she still has a nice body."
"Yeah, the wallflower blossomed nicely after high school," Mei said, which was likely the first nice thing she'd ever said about me.
"Yeah she did," Jade agreed, "I ' d fuck her, just not today," as I licked her and got fucked.
A few strokes later, a phone binged.
"Fuck," Mei sighed as she reached right next to herself for her phone.
"Who's calling us?" Jade asked.
"Sylvia," Mei said.
"Oh fuck. Well, you'd better get going," Jade told her.
"Fine!" Mei huffed, as she pulled out of me.
"I'm sure you can fuck Meredith some other time... can't she, slut?" Jade asked, letting go of my head.
"I'll be happy to fuck either of you. Anytime you like. You know how to reach me with the push of a button after all," I agreed, a little disappointed no longer to have a dick inside me, and wondering who Sylvia was... assuming she was in the Pillow Princess Service Club, and young. I wondered just how many girls were in the Club... and how many women.
"I'm going to fuck you good, real soon," Mei said, slapping my ass again.
"You'd better," I said back... willingly offering my pussy to my former bully. That nasty bitch was so much nicer now that she was fucking me.
"Fuck," Mei cursed again, clearly annoyed at needing to leave.
"Stop whining," Jade said. "You're still a bottom bitch mother, so I shouldn't have to listen to that."
Mei didn't answer, but I heard the front door slamming shut a minute later.
"Just so you know, all the moms in the club are required to hurry off and service any daughter, or any woman under twenty-five without hesitation," Jade said.
"I know," I said, recalling I'd read something similar on the website.
"Including if your own daughter wants you."
"Oh?" I said.
"I've sat on my mother's face many times," Jade revealed.
"Really?" I asked.
"All the mothers are expected to service their daughters," she continued, "it's called the circle of cunt. Now get me off, I have to go to the gym."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, diving back into her cunt, even as I processed the most shocking revelation in a recent series of shocking revelations.
I now knew my daughter was a member of the Club. No more speculating.
She was also one of Jade's submissives. Which might mean that someday Catherine and I would be eating out Jade shoulder-to-shoulder.
And now I also knew that someday soon Catherine would expect me to go down on her... my own daughter!
I wasn't sure I could do that.
But that was a challenge for another time... right now I needed to get Jade off and taste her sweet pussy cum. I decided to stimulate her pussy by spelling out words between her pussy lips, like I'd read in some erotic story.
Dirty words, of course.
I spelled slut, bimbo, cunt, slave, pet, bitch, lesbian, and I was halfway through submissive when she ordered, her moans increasing rapidly, "Now finger bang me, bitch."
"Yes Mistress," I obeyed, sliding two fingers inside her pussy and pumping them rapidly, as I brought my mouth to her clit.
"Don't stop, my slut's mom," she moaned loudly, a wicked reminder that my daughter had been between these legs before I'd gotten here.
I didn't stop, but tugged her clit between my lips while I finger fucked her as fast as I could.
"Oh, yes slut, fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeeee," she moaned for a good thirty seconds before she came.
Instinctively I pulled my fingers out and dove into her leaking pussy to chug down as much of her pussy cum as I could find... the taste of her cunt cum completely irresistible!
"Oh, you nasty slut," she moaned as I lapped up her juices.
A minute or so later she said, "That was very good."
"Very good," I agreed.
"But I know you have at least two other pussies to eat, so get going," she said.
"Yes Mistress," I said, getting off my knees and spying Miranda with most of that cucumber in her ass... I'd gotten become so obsessed with Jade's pussy and Mei fucking me, that I'd completely forgotten Miranda was even here... and she was still sodomizing herself with the big green cucumber.
"Now eat the cucumber, dumb bitch," Jade ordered.
"Yes Mistress," Miranda shamefacedly acknowledged, pulling the cucumber out of her ass and taking a big bite out of it.
I watched her for a few seconds before heading out the door and back to my car.
One pussy done, two to go... well, actually three down and two to go... plus a 69 with Barbara. And then at some point in the near future... whatever Catherine wants me to do with her. Oh dear!
The end of chapter three.
Up next:
Pillow Princess Club Ch. 04:
Pussy 4 is a Swedish beauty, and Miranda's first face sitting.
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Son's Nerdish Girlfriend Ch. 02
Summary: Guy is cuckolded by girlfriend during anal sex.
Note 1: This is Chapter 2 of a girl's journey into an amazing sexual awakening. In part 1, the virginal Beth was finally going to give it up to her boyfriend Chris, but due to some wild circumstances, she loses it instead to her boyfriend's hot Dad... with her boyfriend helplessly watching. The story ends with the humiliated son eating his Dad's cum out of his girlfriend's pussy... a cream pie he finds embarrassingly delicious.
Note 2: Thanks to TOM for requesting a sequel to a story that was a bit more niche and somewhat less popular than many of my other ones... and yet I think quite hot and nasty.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for his continuous dedication to making my stories even better with his thoughtful editing.
A recap of the ending of part 1:
Beth let go of Chris's head, deciding he at least deserved some sloppy seconds, and she asked, "Are you hard, baby?"
"Yes," Chris admitted, excited that Beth might still want him even after the shame of his coming twice so prematurely, and also right after she'd been stretched out by his Dad's much larger dick.
"Think you can last long enough to fuck me?" Beth asked. "Since you've already come twice, you might be able to manage."
"I'll try," Chris promised, his cock throbbing.
"Well," Beth said, rolling onto her chest, "eat my asshole first and get it ready for your Daddy's big cock, and maybe I'll let your tiny dick slide inside my cunt, once your Daddy has spent himself inside me again."
Humiliated, yet with a glimmer of hope he might still get laid today even after so many setbacks, he agreed timidly, "Yes Beth, whatever you say," and he got behind her, pulled her ass cheeks apart, and licked her sweaty, cute asshole, wondering what it would look like with his Dad's big dick inside it, and how it would taste afterwards.
...
...
...
...
...
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Chris licked his girlfriend's virgin asshole for a few minutes... preparing it, humiliatingly, for his Dad's much larger dick. This wasn't a task he'd ever considered doing... yes, he'd hoped to fuck an ass sometime of course... but licking an asshole hadn't ever crossed his mind... and certainly never for the purpose of his girlfriend's ass then getting fucked by another man...his own Dad, even!
Part of him was furious with the humiliation he'd just suffered at the hands... and dick... of his asshole Dad. He'd taken his girlfriend's virginity right in front of him. The humiliation was doubled by how willingly his girlfriend had given into his charming Dad (well, charming according to many, but not to Chris) and morphed into a wicked and verbal slut right before his eyes... his sweet Beth... the girl he'd thought he loved... defiled and deflowered by his own father... while he stood there helplessly and... and... remained hard.
But confusingly, another side of him was turned on. Turned on from watching his cute girlfriend sucking his Dad's large dick... which was shamefully so much larger than his own dick. Excited from the humiliation of watching his Dad purloin the virginity he'd been about to be given so willingly. Confused by his body's reaction to hearing his sweet, pure girl effing and blinding away like a complete whore, once she'd gotten obsessed by his Dad's seductive, dominant nature... a side that sadly, Chris didn't have any of.
Another part of him was devastated by his girlfriend's betrayal... her malleability... her immediate shift from sweet, only slightly naughty girl to insatiable, mindless slut.
Yet another part of him was discovering a side of himself he'd long known he had in his day-to day-life... but hadn't known he had sexually in any meaningful way... that he was sexually submissive. But he was. For instance he'd willingly, without putting up any fight at all, crawled between his unfaithful girlfriend's legs and licked his Dad's cum out of her pussy. He'd told himself he was doing it because he sure as fuck didn't want his girlfriend (at least he still thought of her as his girlfriend... but did he really still want Beth to be that?) to get pregnant with his Dad's kid... but while he was now licking her other hole, he felt at home... he enjoyed the taste of her rosebud... and shamefully, he wanted more of it.
So now, in utter obedience, he was eating his girlfriend's sweaty asshole... which all by itself was a hot, nasty act... but doing it to prepare her virgin ass for his Dad, was a new low in this day that featured various new lows.
Worse, he wasn't only enjoying doing it, but was imagining his Dad's much bigger dick sliding in and out of it, giving Beth pleasure that he himself could never attain by using his much smaller one.
Fuck!
Beth, meanwhile, was basking in the afterglow of losing her virginity. She'd fantasized about it many times. And although she'd fully intended to lose it to her boyfriend, in all her private fantasies it had been an older, more experienced, more distinguished man deflowering her. And fucking her like crazy. Using her. Dominating her. Since behind her nerdy exterior was a wannabe nasty slut just waiting to be unleashed... and now her inner slut had seen the light of day, plus a couple of people, she couldn't get enough sex... she couldn't conceivably return to the uneventful world she'd occupied before submitting to Mr. Jones. (But now he'd fucked her, she should probably call him Ben, like he'd asked her to.) And although she still really liked Chris, there was no going back to him... at least not exclusively. If they stayed together... at least for the rest of the summer... she'd be treating him like her cuckold. A term she'd found intriguing in a few erotica stories she'd read. The idea hadn't turned her on much at the time, but now that she'd experienced a submissive guy watching her getting fucked, she knew the thrill... just losing her virginity by itself had been enthralling and body quaking... but that extra... the perverse kink of seeing Chris helplessly watching and getting hard while she was getting fucked by his father really did it for her!
Beth had just discovered not only how much she loved getting fucked and used by a dominant man, but she also loved bossing Chris around. The way he'd willingly obeyed her and eaten his Dad's cream pie out of her was hot as fuck, and now his eagerly licking her asshole enhanced this power she was quickly becoming addicted to.
"Do you like eating my asshole, Chris?" she asked, as she looked back at his face buried between her ass cheeks.
"Yes," Chris answered mindlessly, indeed enjoying licking her dirty hole.
"Yes what, Chris?" she pushed, always enjoying the parts of stories where a submissive (usually female... but this was hot too) was required to describe either what they'd now become or what they were doing.
"Yes, I do like eating your asshole," Chris admitted. He was defeated, and he felt shamed by his answer... while his cock unapologetically ached with need.
"I like it too. Your tongue licking my asshole feels great," Beth said. "I also liked when you ate your Dad's cum out of my pussy."
"I did that to keep you from getting pregnant," Chris said, feeling the need to defend that embarrassing task.
"So you didn't enjoy the doing of it?"
Chris was stuck. He was a terrible liar. Beth had called him on it over trivial things like saying he wasn't such a softy that he'd liked the movie Marry Me, or that he hadn't gotten mad about getting a percent lower in a math test than she did. And, as embarrassing as it was to admit, he had enjoyed doing that... even though he had no idea why. He should have hated it! In fact there was no way he should even have done it.
"Answer me!" Beth demanded sternly... even though she already knew the answer he'd give her. She just wanted to push him further because of the very wicked and delicious ideas flowing through her head.
"Yes," Chris blurted out, startled by her tone... which again, for reasons he didn't understand, turned him on... his hard cock even flinching.
"I want you to tell me more. How did you feel at the time?" she sighed dramatically, using her training in psychology class to coax him more deeply into submission to her.
"Yes, I enjoyed eating your pussy," Chris said, keeping it simple, and his Dad out of it.
"No, I need you to be more specific," Beth demanded as she rolled onto her back, spread her legs wide, thus giving her boyfriend another good look at her well-fucked pussy.
"Do you really need me to spell it out?" Chris asked, his cheeks burning red with shame while he admired the pussy he'd yet to be given permission to fuck.
"I do," Beth said.
"Yes, I enjoyed eating my Dad's cum out of your pussy," Chris admitted sheepishly.
"Better. Was it tasty?" Beth asked, bringing her fingers to her pussy and languidly beginning to rub herself.
"Yes," he admitted, shame compounding shame.
"CHRIS! TALK TO ME! Yes what!?" Beth yelled, continuing to push and push... wanting to see how far she could push him... an idea that was so wicked popping into her head.
"Yes, I liked the taste of my Dad's and your cum mixed together," Chris said.
"So you learned to enjoy the taste of your Dad's cum?"
"No! Just from your pussy," Chris clarified urgently. He most certainly wasn't gay. No way did he want Beth thinking he was even a little bit gay!
"I see," she said, deciding not to push her questioning any further quite yet... although that wicked idea was still percolating in her head. She stood up and ordered, "Get dressed. We need to go somewhere."
"Where?" Chris asked, a slight relief coursing through him at the possibility she might not let his Dad sodomize her after all. Yet oddly as he stood up, a slight disappointment about that possible change of plan also coursed through him. Fuck, this day had really toyed with his emotions. He was no longer even sure who he was!
"You'll see when we get there," Beth explained unhelpfully, leaning into him and giving her cuckold (a term she hadn't openly called him... yet) a small reward for his obedience: a brief kiss. On his lips, even.
Chris kissed his girlfriend back... pushing away the knowledge that those pretty, soft lips had recently been wrapped around his Dad's cock.
"Now get dressed," she ordered, grabbing her bikini top and searching around for the bottom.
A couple minutes later, they were in her car with Beth driving. She asked, "Do you want to talk about it?"
"About what?" Chris asked, since so many things had transpired in the past hour.
"About your Dad and me," Beth said, placing her right hand on his leg. "And scootch yourself nice and close to me."
He did... until their thighs were touching... and asked, "Yeah, why? Why did you let my Dad do that to you?", still feeling very hurt by all that had happened. He'd been sure she was about to suck his dick, but then he'd ejaculated all over her, then his Dad had rushed in out of nowhere, called him pathetic and sent him into the house, and then when he'd returned, she was sucking his Dad's dick! And shortly after that, they were actually fucking! While ignoring Chris's very loud objections! And then she'd come like crazy, sucked him some more, and begged him to come inside her pussy! Which of course he did.
"Why did I suck your Dad's big cock and let him fuck me, taking my cherry?" Beth asked, no longer filtering her thoughts... no longer living that façade of her good girl image... while she'd secretly wanted to be a bad girl... a slut, even.
"Yes, exactly! Jesus Beth, what's gotten into you?" Chris demanded, shaking his bewildered head at his shy, nerdy girlfriend's complete personality switch.
"You mean what got inside of me? Mostly your Dad's wonderfully huge dick slamming into my pussy," Beth responded wickedly, strangely feeling calm and liberated at her new ability to brag about such things.
"Beth, please!" Chris winced while his rebellious dick flinched at his girlfriend's nasty, blunt, sexy words.
"Please what?" Beth asked, reaching for his cock. "You asked a question and I answered it. But a better question is: why are you rock hard?"
"I don't know," Chris groaned, praying he wouldn't come prematurely for a third damn time!
"But I do. It's because you got turned on from watching your Dad fuck me silly," Beth accused bluntly, giving his tiny dick a friendly squeeze.
"I did not," he moaned, struggling to marshal his thoughts so he wouldn't come again!
"Really?" she asked. "I watched you come."
"That was because of you," Chris defended, although he had no idea why he came so quickly, except for his obvious lack of experience.
"Be honest with yourself and with me," Beth insisted. "Did watching me getting fucked hard to two orgasms turn you on?"
Chris didn't answer immediately. The truth was he wasn't sure. He wasn't sure right now what he thought or even felt. He'd hated seeing his Dad fucking his girlfriend. Hated his Dad for fucking his girlfriend... and worse yet, taking her virginity. But although he hated to admit it, while he'd helplessly watched his girlfriend getting fucked, his cock was rock hard. And it had remained that way ever since! That wasn't because of his Dad, that's for sure. But yes, watching Beth writhing in ecstasy had indeed excited him. So he sheepishly admitted, "Yes."
"See, that wasn't so hard," she said, giving his dick a squeeze, "although you're still hard."
"I'm always hard," Chris said, which was mainly true... his being an eighteen-year-old guy and all.
"True, true," she laughed as she parked next to an adult shop.
"Why are we stopping here?" Chris asked.
Beth leaned in and kissed him sweetly before answering, "That's for me to know and you to find out later. Now wait here. I won't be gone too long."
"Uh, okay," Chris said, a little confused about why she needed to go into an adult shop after what had happened today... but he hoped that even though today hadn't gone at all like he'd planned... maybe he'd still be able to lose his virginity to her. Yes, he knew it was pathetic to want to fuck her... or even to like her... after everything she'd done with his Dad today... but that's where his mindset was.
Beth went into the shop. Found the section she wanted. Perused the options for a couple minutes. Found and grabbed what she wanted. Went to another section and found the accessory she needed for it. Lastly, this one a spur of the moment purchase, she bought two sexy outfits and some nylons to go with them. She knew Chris loved seeing her in nylons, and she hoped Ben liked them too.
She returned to her car, set the bag of surprises in the backseat, and drove back to Chris's house. There was another fucking waiting for her, and the fruition of some other wicked ideas.
"What did you buy?" Chris asked after sitting patiently during the last fifteen minutes, spending the time pondering everything that had happened. It was time to reclaim his manhood and to show his girlfriend he was a man... a real man.
"You'll see," she said.
"No, tell me," Chris demanded, striving to regain some of his manhood.
"Excuse me?" Beth asked, her tone immediately switching from playful to pissed at him.
"I know you like a man who takes charge," Chris explained, having just practised in his head how to behave more forcefully, like his Dad.
"I do," she acknowledged. "But that only works when the guy can pull it off like a man."
"You don't think I'm a man?" Chris asked. This was another punch to the gut, or perhaps even to the groin.
"I didn't say that," she said.
"It sure sounded like it," Chris disagreed, his brief surge of fortitude for manning up fading as quickly as it had arrived.
"Don't be like that," Beth said. "I need a man like your Dad, who can fuck the shit out of me and treat me like a complete whore, but I also need another man who can look after me, be a good boyfriend, and do as he's told."
"Beth.." Chris began, but then hadn't a clue about how to continue. He was completely deflated.
"Chris..." Beth began, placing her hand on his leg again, "I don't want you trying to be something you're not. And what you are is a nice guy."
"Great," Chris grumbled, no guy wanting to be called that... it was social kryptonite.
"I know, the nice guy thing," Beth said, this conversational snippet one they'd already done a couple times. "But unfortunately, that's who you are."
"I can change," Chris asserted.
"Can you?" she asked. "Go ahead and try. Tell me what you want me to do."
"I-I-I," Chris began, intending to order her to pull over, lean down and suck his cock. Yet even though those nasty thoughts were in his head, he couldn't force out the words.
"No worries, here's an example. Shortly after we get you home, I want you to watch while your Dad fucks the shit out of me," Beth said, moving her hand onto his crotch, "literally."
"Beth," Chris moaned, just her touch enough to weaken his nonexistent resolve to become the man who gets whatever he wants by treating women like objects. Yet although he could think nasty thoughts and be a dominant man in his head and his fantasies, he couldn't do any of it in real life... which frustrated him completely.
"Look Chris, I'm stating unavoidable facts. Whether you're an assertive man or not is beyond your control," Beth said. "I don't wish to be cruel, because I care for you, but you simply don't have the right equipment..." she paused to squeeze his little package, "...to back up the attitude a woman might want to subject herself to."
"Beth," Chris said weakly, his girlfriend bluntly informing him he wasn't man enough because of his dick size, one more blow to his already completely shattered ego. A day that had begun with such promise had turned into a nightmare.
"Look," Beth continued, her confidence at an all-time high after her day had leapt from promising to utterly life changing. "May I be honest with you?"
"You haven't already been honest with me?" Chris gasped, now completely gutted.
"Well yes, but now I'm going to be really honest," Beth smiled warmly.
God, she was so sweet, cute and lovely. It was so hard to believe she'd allowed his Dad to fuck her and treat her like a cheap slut, except he'd watched her do it.
"I need a man who'll treat me like a slut. Face fuck me. Hammer my pussy. Call me filthy names. Pound my asshole. Use me for his personal cum bucket. Can you do any of those things for me?"
"I could try," Chris said, although that wasn't true. He knew that just wasn't him.
"And you'd fail dismally. One, that's not who you are," Beth said. "And two, you don't have a big enough cock for it. I'm sorry, but that's just the cold, hard truth."
Chris was silent. Destroyed by her honest words.
"But that doesn't mean I don't want you to take part in it," Beth continued.
"Take part in what?"
"My sexual journey."
"Your sexual journey? As in a trip with a destination?"
"And yours too," she added.
"Mine too?" Chris asked, trying to keep up while still struggling with the hurt he felt inside.
"Yes. Today I learned how much I love getting fucked good and hard, but I also learned how much I love having my very own cuckold!"
"Cuckold?" Chris asked, "I've never heard that term before."
"It's a man... my man... who does whatever I tell him to, and he... you... gets turned on by watching his woman... me... being used by other men," Beth explained as they pulled back into the driveway.



"If that's a cuckold, then I'm not one," he said forcefully.
"No?" she asked, rubbing his five-inch penis through his pants. "You did absolutely nothing except yell a bit to stop your father from using my mouth and then fucking me. You got hard from watching your Dad pound me and take my virginity. You then obeyed me by eating your Dad's cum without any hint of protest, and then you willingly ate my asshole to get it ready for your Dad's big dick, and you admitted to enjoying it. Nobody would do any of those things except a cuckold, so you are one."
Each replay she'd listed had made him ache with shame and guilt... yet inexplicably his cock hardened again, and he even felt ready to come again.
Beth didn't want to give Chris much time to think, confident he'd behave like a good cuckold when the time came. "Let's go inside," she said, smiling at the feel of how hard his cock was, and she gave it a final squeeze for now.
Chris groaned from the squeeze, wondering why he was so hard... for him, their conversation had been ten minutes of personal humiliation... and then he suddenly spasmed and came in his pants. "Fuck!"
"Jesus, you did it a third time! You really do have no control," Beth sighed.
"Sorry," he groaned, thoroughly ashamed.
"I guess that proves the idea of becoming my official cuckold and the immediate prospect of watching your father sodomize and destroy my virgin asshole with his big fat dick really turns you on," Beth said as she reached back for her shopping bag, exited the car, and skipped just like an innocent little girl towards the house... leaving him sitting there in his own sticky cum.
Chris shook his head at his pathetic inability to control himself. He sighed, adjusted his hard little dick, got out of the car, and followed Beth into his house.
"Wait here," Beth said just inside the front door, the bag of surprises in her hand as she glanced down at the wet stain in his shorts... and giggled.
"Okay," Chris agreed, and she went into the bathroom to change.
Chris reached for his phone and typed the word cuckold into a google search. He then clicked on the urban dictionary definition, and found: A man who finds arousement in watching his girlfriend/wife having sex with another man.
He didn't think 'arousement' was a real word, but he was evading the point. Was he a cuckold?
Yes, he had to admit that for reasons he didn't understand, his dick got hard, and he eventually orgasmed... without using his hands... from watching his girlfriend get fucked by his Dad. Yet he also hated watching that, and he wanted to kill him.
Chris didn't have much time to process his thoughts before he was startled by his Dad. "Chris, I'm sorry for how things turned out."
"Yeah, suuuure you are," Chris growled, his anger and bitterness returning with a vengeance the moment he heard his Dad's voice... even before turning around to glare daggers at him.
"No, I really am," Ben said, which was partly true. Of course it was also true he'd loved fucking Beth and taking her virginity, and surprising even to him, how much the additional factor of his son watching helplessly had added to the thrill. Yet after the fact, he felt some guilt... since he was no longer thinking with his lower head.
"Yeah, you looked really fucking sorry while you fucked my girlfriend and came inside her," Chris said, anger bubbling up and out of him from within. He couldn't stand up to Beth for whatever reason, couldn't even get mad at her, even though he should... but he could easily get mad at his Dad... he was always mad at him... for betraying his Mom... and now for betraying him too.
"Look, son," Ben said, placing a consoling hand on Chris's shoulder.
"Don't call me your son," Chris rebutted, swatting away the hand.
"I am sorry," Ben assured him, "but you've got to understand..."
"You're not sorry," Chris snapped. "Anytime you say something beginning with 'but', the entire statement is null and void. You're simply an unrepentant asshole who took advantage of an innocent girl. That she was my girlfriend also makes you the worst Dad in the universe."
"Oh? Do I look innocent?" Beth interjected, posing in her new outfit... one of the two she'd bought. The first one to wear while submitting to Ben and getting her anal cherry taken, and a second one for later, when she'd take full control of her relationship with Chris. She had her hands saucily on her hips as she stood there in a sexy maid outfit with black thigh high stockings... wishing she had the black heels to match... which she currently didn't.
"Holy fuck!" Ben gasped, turning to stare at the nerdish eighteen-year-old wearing a slutty hot costume that completely erased her nerdy persona, which was replaced with 100% sexual goddess.
"Jesus!" Chris barked inadvertently as he stared at his girlfriend looking absolutely stunning from her makeover... and even including sexy black nylons that instantly got his dick throbbing. He also noticed his Dad's reaction... as his father mutated from seeming to be attempting to apologize sincerely, right back into his pig mode.
"Do you like my new outfit, Mr. Jones?" Beth asked, getting an adrenaline rush from seeing the two gaping at her with their eyes big, and their mouths wide open like Roger Rabbit.
"It's Ben, sweetie," Ben said, shifting from apologetic to lustful in a heartbeat, his lower head once again seizing control.
"But I like calling you, Mr. Jones... or Daddy," Beth said as if she were still a widdle girl, as she sidled up to the older man... deliberately ignoring her boyfriend. "Isn't that okay?" she asked, now standing directly before him.
"Yeah, if you want, you can call me Mr. Jones, Daddy or even Master," Ben allowed, his male domination side returning with a vengeance, as he leaned forward and kissed this sultry nerd with her exotic makeover.
"Dad!" Chris bellowed... but fruitlessly, just like before... his cock raging even after he'd come in his pants like five minutes ago.
Ben pulled the slutty teen tightly against him, her firm tits pressed against his chest while he grabbed her tight ass.
"Mmmmmm," Beth moaned as their tongues danced in each other's mouths.
"Dad!" Chris repeated.
Beth broke the kiss and ordered sternly, glaring at Chris, "Chris, enough! You may either stay down here and jerk off, or you may come upstairs with us and watch your Dad fuck my asshole in your bed."
Ben was both shocked and turned on by this deceivingly wicked girl's transformation.
Chris stared at her speechlessly. Unsure of what to say. Humiliated. Ridiculed. Turned on.
"Do you understand what I just said?" Beth asked as she pulled down Ben's shorts.
"Yes," Chris answered sheepishly.
"Good," Beth said, and she dropped to her knees and took Ben's completely hard dick into her mouth.
Chris watched silently... glaring at his Dad.
Ben looked back at his son... a little in awe of Beth's ruthless domination of him, and knowing this was all his fault. He should have felt some guilt... he had briefly once he was back in the house... but the teen's eager mouth bobbing on his cock had his guilt fading away altogether, as his dominant persona took over.
"Oh yeah, suck it slut," Ben moaned, turning his attention to her bobbing on his cock, and she also pulled his shorts and underwear right down to the floor.
"Mmmmmm," Beth moaned, and she bobbed for a few more seconds before standing up, grabbing her bag of surprises, wrapping her hand around Mr. Jones' big cock and said, tugging gently, "Please accompany me to Paradise, Master."
"Yeah, okay," Ben said, still a little overwhelmed by this girl's aggressive attitude.
"You coming?" Beth asked, looking at Chris.
"Uh, yeah," Chris said, his head spinning... as he followed them, his cock hard inside his soiled underwear.
Beth's pussy was burning with excitement as she led Mr. Jones into her boyfriend's bedroom. She released his dick, set the bag on the floor next to the bed, hopped her ass onto the bed (literally), lifted her nylon-clad feet, happy she'd painted her toenails red yesterday, and asked, wiggling her toes, "Do you have a nylon fetish like your son does?"
"Uh yeah, I do," Ben said, always seeing women as sexier in nylons.
"Then ya wanna fuck my nylon soles?"
"Uh yeah," Ben agreed, stepping up to the sexy sheer soles and sticking his cock between them.
Chris didn't say a word. He too wanted to fuck his girlfriend's nylon soles... he wanted to feel her nylon-clad legs. He wanted to pull his cock out.
"Yeah, fuck my feet," Beth said, her legs spread in a way where her pretty pink pussy was within clear view for Mr. Jones.
"Oh yeah, you love being my slut, don't you?" Ben asked, his hands grasping her ankles as he slowly fucked her feet... a sensation he'd never felt before. He'd had nylon feet rub his dick before... but never anything quite like this.
"Yes, Mr. Jones," Beth moaned as she moved her left hand to her pussy. "I'll do anything for you."
"Anything?" Ben asked while he smoothly fucked her soles.
"Yes, Daddy. My mouth, pussy and asshole are all yours to use however you wish," Beth offered bluntly. "Just think of me as your freeuse slut." Beth found freeuse porn kinky as fuck... houses, offices, backyards, restaurants and lots of other places, where without any ceremony, a guy could just shove his dick into a woman's mouth, pussy and even her ass, whenever or wherever he wished. While she was doing dishes, or on the phone talking to her mother, while she was gaming, or even while her friend was over visiting. (The friend might watch, or get fucked too, or maybe just chat about trivial things as if nothing unusual was happening.)
Ben, who'd watched a few freeuse scenes recently, it being a popular online kink of late, loved the idea, "Oh yeah, so you're saying I can fuck your mouth, pound your pussy, or plug your ass anyplace, anytime?"
"Yes, Daddy," Beth agreed, then added with a playful smile, "I'd prefer you didn't fuck me in front of my parents for instance." She was moaning as she rubbed herself while watching his big cock sliding in and out of a kind of circle she'd flexed her feet into... looking forward to feeling it inside her pussy again... and next in her ass. "All my holes are yours to use anyplace, anytime, and however you wish."
Chris had never encountered the term freeuse, but he couldn't believe how different Beth had become since just yesterday... now she was such a slut... yet everything she did was turning him on, which also confused him. He didn't even realize he was rubbing his dick through his shorts.
"So you're willing to give up that young, tight ass to me?" Ben asked.
"Yes, Mr. Jones," Beth agreed. "I even bought some lube to make it easier for you to fuck my asshole."
"You really are a nasty slut."
"For you and your dick I am."
"Is the lube in that bag?"
"Yeah."
"Get the lube from the bag for me, son," Ben ordered.
"Get it yourself," Chris growled, still refusing to allow his Dad to control him... grasping at the few remaining straws of his dignity.
"Chris, get the fucking lube!" Beth demanded loudly, her soft sensual moaning shifting to dominant bitchiness in a heartbeat.
Again, Chris felt shame burning in his cheeks as he silently but obediently went over to the bag and peered inside. He was surprised to see a strap-on cock, the lube, and some black lingerie. He selected the lube.
"Open it for us," Beth ordered, flipping herself onto all fours... thus offering her virginal and amazing ass to the son and the Dad.
Chris did.
"Lube up your finger and finger my ass," Beth ordered.
"But Beth, I...." Chris began, but was interrupted.
"Do as you're fucking told!" Beth yelled tersely.
Chris was humiliated... shut his mouth... squeezed some gel onto his finger and took it to her ass, but refused to look at his father... although he couldn't miss seeing his Dad's cock while he too brought something sausage-like closer to Beth's ass.
Ben was in awe of this girl's wicked gumption. She was being wonderfully submissive to him, yet just as completely dominant to his son. It was fucking hot!
Beth felt Chris's finger touch her asshole and said, "Just slide your finger as deep as you can in my ass, Chris. I need my hole nice and lubed to welcome your Dad's big dick."
"Yeah, and get it nice and gaped," Ben added, his cock throbbing from the opportunity lying before him. A nice... perfect... virginal... teen ass.
Chris would have been thrilled to finger his girlfriend's ass a few hours ago, and as his finger slid inside her tight ass, he felt a throb of lust in his loins.
"Oh yes, finger my ass," Beth moaned, feeling only slight discomfort from having this foreign object in her ass... but the excitement of the occasion overcame any pain.
"Now what?" Chris asked, his finger all the way inside her ass.
"Wiggle it around," Ben ordered. "Spread her asshole wide for your Dad."
"Fuck off," Chris snapped, his hostility towards his father still dialed up to utter hatred. For some reason, he was directing 100% of the blame for what had happened today (and was still happening) at his Dad... certainly not sweet Beth... nor at his own shortcomings.
"Obey your father!" Beth demanded with a slight moan.
"Sorry," the cuckold-in-training apologized to Beth but not to his Dad, as he nevertheless did what his Dad had instructed and wiggled his finger around inside the very tight and warm ass. The act was so kinky, and God was his dick throbbing.
"Oooh, yes, gape my asshole," Beth moaned.
After a couple minutes with Chris really getting into this action, he asked, surprising himself, his Dad and Beth, "Sweetheart, do you want a second finger in there to get your ass ready for my Dad's big dick?"
"Yes Chris, good idea. Shove a second finger in my asshole, and finger fuck me like crazy," Beth praised and agreed, wanting more, and loving how quickly Chris was adapting to accept his role as her cuckold.
"Yeah son, get that virgin ass nice and ready for me," Ben said, stroking his cock.
Chris was so captivated by what he was doing, and excited to be taking part in Beth's pleasure, he ignored his Dad's words while he slid a second finger inside Beth's ass. It didn't go in as smoothly as the first one, but after a slight resistance, his two fingers disappeared inside her.
"Oh, fuck," Beth moaned, this time a sharp pain coursing through her, as her anus was spread unnaturally wide.
"You okay?" Chris asked, concerned about the pained sounds coming from Beth.
"Yes, don't stop," Beth said. Even while pain burned in her ass, she wanted it. She'd willingly suffer through this pain, for the sweet pleasure she was certain would follow.
"Okay," Chris said, moving his fingers around inside her, but slowly.
After a couple minutes, the pain gradually fading, the pleasure slowly rising, Beth said, "Okay, I'm good now. Finger fuck my ass Chris, and do it hard!"
"Okay," Chris said, this so far being the closest he'd come to fucking her.
After another minute Ben took control, his cock throbbing, "All right, it's my turn."
Chris reluctantly pulled his fingers out of her ass and examined the hole he'd created... it looked kinky as fuck, and equally hot and nasty. God, he wanted to fuck his girlfriend. Her pussy... her ass... however she wanted.
"Step aside," Ben said impatiently, shoving his son aside, climbing onto the bed and kneeling behind the wanton teen.
"Wait!" Beth said suddenly.
"What? Why?" Ben asked, hoping she wasn't changing her mind.
"Chris, lube up your Dad's dick," Beth ordered.
"What?" Chris asked... hearing her, but wishing he hadn't.
"Lube his dick," Beth repeated. "You don't' want me to be in agony while he destroys my asshole, do you?"
"No, but..." Chris began.
"No, buts," Beth said and then giggled, "well... definitely one butt. Now lube your Daddy's dick nice and slick for me."
"Fine," Chris sighed, humiliation continuing to burn inside him while his cock raged inside his shorts.
"Good boy," Beth said as she watched Chris squeeze out some more lube and awkwardly approach his Dad.
Ben continued being stunned by Beth... her power over Chris was impressive, while she made him look even more pathetic. At first he wasn't a fan of his son lubing his dick, but watching the continual power play Beth was wielding impressed him, so he went with it. This wasn't really gay or anything, and actually he'd taken part in some gay sex over the years (but only as a top).
Chris wrapped his hand around his Dad's very large cock and spread the lube all over it. This was yet another all-time low in this day filled with ultimate lows.
"Yeah, lube it good for your girlfriend's asshole," Ben ordered, groaning ever so softly from his son's hand on his dick.
"Don't even speak to me," Chris said tersely.
"Now stick your Dad's dick in my ass," Beth ordered, continuing her mission of training her boyfriend into becoming the ultimate cuck.
"Beth, please no," Chris pleaded.
"Fucking do it!" Beth snapped. "Why do I always need to say things twice to you?"
Chris didn't say anything. He just carried, with his Dad's help, while his face burned with the fiery red of hell, close to her gaped hole.
"Good boy," Beth said, her tone instantly returning to her sweet and soft-spoken one... making herself into a short little Ms. Sexual Jekyll and Hyde.
More shameful burning was flushing his cheeks, and equally intense burning was in his loins as he positioned the dick directly against her hole.
"Now push it inside me, Chris," Beth said. "I want you to continue playing your part in our adventure."
"Play my part in my Dad taking your anal virginity?" Chris gasped, finding it hard to believe his ears!
"Yes, exactly," Beth agreed placidly. "Now feed me your Dad's dick."
After a heavy sigh... Chris obeyed, and reaching his free hand around to his Dad's bare ass, as distressing as that was, and then pushing it forward. Because of the logistics, he was stuck receiving an up close and personal look at his Dad's dick disappearing into his girlfriend's ass.
"Yeeeeeeeees!" Beth moaned as the cock slowly filled her ass... spreading her ass cheeks wider, creating a good pain that soon blossomed into fiery pleasure.
"Oh yeah, keep pushing me forward, son," Ben urged, as his hard cock slid inside the girl's very tight asshole.
"Yeah, give me your Dad's dick, Chris. Ben is your surrogate three-hole fucker," Beth joked wickedly, all the while savouring the sensations of the very first dick in her ass... a dick much longer than her boyfriend's fingers, and as it went deeper and deeper, it reached never explored depths in her butt, expanding those sweet sensations of pleasure and pain... pain and pleasure. A mixture that sent tingles directly to her pussy and through her entire body.
"Oh yeah, your sister loves your Dad's dick in her ass," Ben crowed, joining in on humiliating his son.
Chris remained silent until his Dad's dick was entirely inside Beth's ass. He then said, "Fine, it's in."
"Yes, it's in, but it isn't fine yet," Beth said, still accustoming herself to eight inches of big, fat dick in her ass. It was a completely different feeling from eight inches of dick in her pussy. "But I do feel fucking amazing!"
"Yeah, your girlfriend has such a nice tight ass," Ben approved.
"Just shut up, Dad," Chris said. Then surprising all three of them, himself perhaps the most, but he needed to see it... pathetically living vicariously through his Dad and his big dick, "and just go ahead and fuck her."
"Fuck who?" Ben asked.
"I want you to fuck my girlfriend," Chris explained, really wanting to watch his Dad's dick pumping in and out of Beth's beautiful ass. "Fuck her ass with your big cock."



"Yes, I want that too. Go ahead and fuck your son's girlfriend's asshole," Beth chipped in, turned on even more by her boyfriend's astonishing words.
"All right," Ben agreed, a little overwhelmed by the shifting play of events... as he slowly pulled out and pushed back in.
"Are you nice and hard, Chris?" Beth asked, as she felt the dick slowly sliding in and out of her ass... the pain still there, but the pleasure slowly rising.
"Yeah," Chris admitted, hoping this meant he might get to come again.
"Come here," Beth said.
Chris tore his eyes way from his Dad's dick sliding in and out, and he turned to Beth.
"Take off your shorts and underwear," Beth ordered.
Ben kept up his slow fucking... knowing a virgin ass like this needed some time to get used to a cock deep inside of it... as he watched both his dick disappear into her ass over and over, and with growing intrigue, Beth and his son's interactions.
Chris quickly shucked off his shorts and underwear, and his five-inch dick was finally free.
"Now why are you so hard?" Beth asked. "I'm not complaining, just curious."
"I don't know," Chris said, unsure about why his dick was throbbing after all his humiliation, and the cold, hard reality of his Dad fucking his girlfriend's ass.
"Yes you do," Beth moaned, as Ben smoothly fucked her ass and her pleasure continued growing. "It's because you're my cuck."
"Please don't keep calling me that, Beth," he pleaded, ashamed that he was willingly participating in a scenario where his girlfriend had now lost both of her virginities to his asshole of a Dad... and worse, he loved the sight of it!
"Tell me the truth. You got hard from watching your Dad fucking my ass, didn't you?" Beth ordered.
"Please no," Chris repeated, his red cheeks continuing to burn with humiliation while his contrary cock throbbed with desire.
"Say it," Beth demanded. "And please fuck me harder, Mr. Jones. Slam that big dick in my asshole!"
"Say it, Chris," Ben ordered as well, pulling out of Beth's asshole... taking his control back. "Beth won't get the hard ass fucking she's craving until you admit you'll get off on watching it."
"Fucking answer your father, Chris," Beth snapped viciously.
"Yes, watching my Dad fuck your ass makes me hard," Chris responded hurriedly, hating and fearing her getting mad at him.
"He said it! So Daddy, shove that snake back in my asshole right fucking now," Beth demanded, feeling way too empty.
"This is my asshole," Ben staked his claim as he slammed back into her hard... and pulled out just as quicky. "Say it, son."
Chris hated obeying his father no matter what his orders were, but he gave in when Beth glared at him angrily, and with desperate lust... a crazy wild look, "Yes Dad, you own my girlfriend's ass. Is that what you want me to say?"
"It is," Ben said contentedly, sliding back into the teen's ass, placing his hands firmly on her hips, and fucking her faster.
"You really are an asshole," Chris said, his mixed feelings of anger and horniness keeping him confused.
"And this asshole is plumbing your girlfriend's asshole," Ben retorted smugly as he did just that.
"Oh yes, fuck my asshole, Daddy," Beth moaned. "Give me all of that fat dick."
"Yeah slut, take it all," Ben said, being called 'Daddy' adding greatly to this wicked act.
"Bring your dick around to my face, Chris," Beth invited.
Chris eagerly crawled onto the bed and placed his dick right in front of her, across from his Dad pounding her from behind.
"Don't you dare come too soon, son," Ben ordered.
"Stroke your dick while you watch your Dad destroy my ass," Beth said. A facial from her boyfriend about now would be hot!
"Yes ma'am," Chris said, taking his throbbing little dick in hand.
"Chris," Ben reminded him. "Don't come yet."
"I won't," Chris said as he started stroking his cock... urging himself over and over not to come.
"Oh yes, your Dad's big dick feels so fucking good inside my ass," Beth moaned.
"Oh fuck, that did it," Chris groaned, and yet again he erupted prematurely, this load shooting out of his cock resulting in cannon blasts of cum splattering onto his pretty girlfriend's face.
"Jesus Christ!" Ben complained about his inept son while he kept pounding the teen's ass... wondering where he wanted his load to go.
"Mmmmmmm," Beth moaned, enjoying the warm feeling of cum striking her face... another slutty act on her sex bucket list that was really ticking off checkmarks today.
"Sorry," Chris groaned for once again busting a nut prematurely.
"Seriously," Ben pointed out, "this is why your girlfriend really needs me."
"Yes, do me harder, Mr. Jones, destroy my asshole," Beth demanded, while cum oozed down her face.
"Yeah, you're a nasty slut," Ben said as he kept slamming into the insatiable teen.
"For you I am," Beth agreed. She then ordered, a new idea popping into her head, "crawl underneath me Chris, and eat my pussy while your Dad fucks my ass."
"Okay," Chris said eagerly, loving this idea! He slowly and awkwardly slithered beneath her, even as her body was slammed into and her moans echoed throughout the room... his bedroom.
Ben kept fucking her tight ass, holding back for as long as he could, as his son arrived right below him and began licking the teen's pussy.
"Oh, yes you guys, eat my cunt, fuck my ass," Beth moaned wildly, her orgasm quicky rising from the double pleasure... her pain now gone completely while pleasure consumed her very being.
"Oh yeah! We finally found something my son can actually do to please you," Ben cheered.
"Oh, I have a few more ideas for how we can use him too," Beth moaned, as she began bouncing back to take more of his dick... wanting it really deep inside her fucking ass.
Chris licked hungrily, annoyed by the shot his Dad had taken at him, but curious to know what Beth meant.
Ben groaned, "Oh, yeah slut, ride my dick with your ass."
"Oh fuck, I love your dick so fucking much, Mr. Jones," Beth declared, her orgasm about to break.
"Come from taking my dick in your ass, my slut," Ben demanded, timing his thrusts to match her backward bounces.
"Oh yes, Daddy, fuck, fuck, yes, Daddy!" Beth babbled as her orgasm hit.
Chris hungrily lapped down the sudden gush of cum flooding out of her pussy and onto his face and open mouth... surprised it wasn't as tasty as the earlier cream pie... fuck! Was he gay?
"Oh yeah," Ben groaned, feeling the tight ass clenching his dick as she came... before she collapsed forward, trembling uncontrollably from the intensity of her orgasm.
Chris just lay there, his Dad's cock slipping out of Beth's ass immediately above him.
Ben crawled forward a bit and slid back into the teen's ass, his own ass now immediately above his son's face. He pumped Beth good, wanting to drop his load... his balls boiling from the intense ass fucking.
"Oh yes," Beth moaned, the orgasmic pleasure refusing to release its grip on her.
"Want this load, slut?" Ben asked a couple dozen strokes later... as Chris, not knowing what else to do, just lay awkwardly where he was.
"Oh, yes I do," Beth said as she quickly but awkwardly turned around, straddled Chris's chest, and took the cock that had just been fucking her asshole into her mouth.
"Oh fuck, ass to mouth, you're one nasty slut," Ben groaned, always finding ass to mouth so wicked.
"Mmmmmmmm," Beth moaned, sucking hungrily.
"Oh yeah, get ready," Ben warned.
Beth pulled back and said, "Shoot it into my mouth, Daddy."
"Oh yeah, fuck," Ben groaned, stroking his cock, and moments later, erupting directly into the wide-open mouth of the pretty, cum-coated girl.
Beth caught as much of the cum as she could, some of it escaping to land on her face and her chest, before she leaned down and kissed Chris, shoving the cum into his mouth.
Chris's eyes went wide as he felt the mouthful of his Dad's cum spilling into his mouth. Then since he was lying on his back, he had no choice but to swallow it all down.
"Oh fuck," Ben said, finding this twisted snowball act where his son ate his cum disturbingly hot.
Beth kissed her boyfriend for a couple minutes before sitting up, climbing off of Chris and ordering, "Come lick your Dad's cum off my chest."
Chris sat up in a daze and complained, "Beth!"
"Now," Beth said. "We all know how much you love your Dad's cum."
"I do not," Chris protested even while he leaned forward and licked his Dad's gob of cum from her cleavage.
"Shit," Ben said, his son proving himself to be a complete cuckold.
Chris felt terribly embarrassed, and yet he couldn't deny he loved the taste of his Dad's cum... as humiliating as that was.
"Yeah Chris, you're such a good boy," Beth purred to him, but she was smiling up at Ben.
Ben smiled back.
"So," Beth asked cheerily, "who wants to see what my next surprise is?"
The end of chapter 2.
Coming next:
Chris is completely cuckolded by his girlfriend while he's pushed to his ultimate limits by Beth and his Dad including discovering the joys of sucking dick, pegging and more.
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Ethiopian Trophy Wife's Awakening
Summary: Wife explores her sexuality at a sex club with a white stud.
Note 1: This story has a lot of themes and kinks:
-It is non-consensual, at least at first
-It has interracial undertones
-It has voyeuristic sex
-It has cuckolding
-It has a bukkake
-It has a double train
-It has lesbianism
-It has gay sex
-It of course has some stockings
-It also has a little religion in it
In the end I choose the voyeur category because that was a constant.
Note 2: This storyline was spurred on by an Ethiopian woman who has similar fantasies.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Ethiopian Trophy Wife's Awakening
I married a man fifteen years older than I was.
It was an arranged marriage.
He came from money.
My family desperately needed all of the money the Imam of our village was paying them for me.
No, of course this wasn't slavery, it was Tradition, which is totally different.
Different how?
Ummm... I'll have to get back to you on that.
He was very good looking, although very much an asshole. I was sucking his dick on every date, swallowing most of the loads, and also taking some all over my face... which disgusted me. But once early in our 'courtship', he face fucked me for the first time, and deposited his load into my virgin mouth in the back room of a fancy restaurant. But when I went to my mother in tears, she just calmed me down and reminded me that sex was an important part of marriage. And as an Ethiopian Muslim, a woman always complied with whatever sexual favours her husband... or her fiancé... required of her.
Luckily he believed in waiting for marriage before fucking me, so I just resigned myself to frequently sucking his cock, even though he was insatiable. He expected my services two or three times a day, texting me at all hours to hurry over and service him. He'd also stop by my house at random times. Even worse, he got more adventurous the longer we dated, and he had me blow him in an Uber (yes, of course the driver kept glancing into his mirror), in a movie theatre, a park, a few bathrooms and additional places, never caring who was watching. I found all of it totally humiliating, and I often cried myself to sleep at night, and that's just the way it was.
Although I hated his aggression, my mutinous body reacted differently. My virginal vagina would burn while I sucked his cock or got face fucked. I hated the rough treatment, as I was a good Muslim woman and Good Girls never engaged in such filthy behaviour (although they also obeyed their boyfriends or husbands in all things), yet I equally hated the way my vagina would leak into my panties. It was both humiliating and confusing.
I'd thought that once we were married, things would change. Yes, as expected, he took my virginity. Yes, we had intercourse often enough that I produced two children for him... but otherwise, he preferred me to give him blow jobs, and after he'd decided he didn't want any more children, he refused to fuck my vagina at all, but instead he only fucked my bottom.
This was the ultimate humiliation, since no religious Muslim would ever even think of participating in as filthy a sin as sodomy. Yet he was my husband, and I was required to obey him in the aforementioned 'all things'. Like getting face fucked and being subjected to sodomy... both of them assaults upon my emotions and my body. I always resented it, I thoroughly hated it, and yet my vagina always tingled with pleasure. It was so frustrating... so humiliating... yet because my husband never lasted long... as long as three minutes was uncommon... I never had orgasms.
Soon I was in my mid-thirties... swallowing my husband's loads daily, being sodomized a couple times a week, yet I'd never ever had an orgasm. (In case it needs saying, masturbation was a terrible sin I'd never commit.)
My husband's requirements became even stranger when we moved to Boston a couple years ago. He made me start wearing lingerie under my burqa, which definitely went against the modesty tradition. Yet since he was the man of the house, I had to obey him. I secretly (to the outside world) started wearing lace bras and panties, even a couple of thongs (which were very impractical and took a while to get used to), and either a garter-belt with stockings (which were a pain to put on) or hold up tights. To be honest, at first I found this mode of dressing belittling and an insult to Allah, and that I was caving in to the European standards of beauty... yet when I looked in the mirror while wearing in a matching red lace bra and panty (and nothing else!), or in a sexy all-white lingerie set with stockings (white seeming such a taboo colour for someone like me to wear, since I had children and therefore I was obviously no virgin) for the first time in my life, I felt sexy. (Yes, one could point out I'd been demonstrably sexy for a long time, given my husband's active sex life with me, my viewpoint is that it's very difficult for someone who's in essence been a rape victim for over a decade to see herself as sexy.
But now I took to looking at myself in the mirror while wearing my sexy lingerie, just to admire myself on a regular basis.
Because of the modesty in my culture, I'd never put much thought into how my body looked. Yet recently now as I admired myself, I couldn't help thinking my voluptuous body was well proportioned... with large breasts, nice curves and a dark round ass. Actually my skin was very dark; almost literally black.
Yet now that I was wearing this attire while he sodomized me, he repeatedly called me a sharmuta (Arabic for whore) which just like all those previous situations, stirred conflicting emotions inside me. Being called a sharmuta was the ultimate shame, and it could get you disowned from your family.
I definitely wasn't a sharmuta literally, since I'd only ever had sex of any kind with my husband (and still I'd never had an orgasm).
Both of those facts changed one fateful night, ironically upon the decision of my husband, who wanted to show me off. And it resulting in achieving so much more. I can say without exaggeration that it completely turned my life around... and my husband's too!
....
"I'm not taking no for an answer this time," Amir barked while he was fucking my ass.
"No to what?" I moaned, these days really enjoying his dick in my ass... I was fascinated by how a dick fucking my ass triggered some delightful stimulation in my vagina... although never strongly enough to produce an orgasm... whatever that was... something mysterious that I assumed Allah had refused to give me the ability to experience... perhaps as punishment for allowing myself to be used as a sharmuta... even if I'd only had sex with my husband... especially with all the times I'd sucked his cock before I finally walked down the aisle.
"We're going to a club on Friday," he said, slamming hard into my butt.
"Not that sex club you told me about!" I objected.
"Yes, and don't worry; we'll just go there and watch," he said. "I want to showcase my hot sharmuta wife to all those unfortunate white men."
"Why?" I asked, never understanding his fascination with showcasing me. He was an average looking man with, I now know, a very average-sized cock. He was also a little overweight. While I'm twelve years younger, quite beautiful I have learned, and with a body envied by most women... but I didn't know that then.
"Because I want to show off my nasty sharmuta bride to all those rich white people," he said, implying I was a trophy wife... which I suppose I was.
"That's just silly," I said, as he grunted and spewed his load in my ass... which, for the past couple of years, was almost exclusively where he preferred to deposit his load.
"Did I ask for your opinion?" he demanded, pulling roughly on my hair as he unloaded into me.
I didn't respond, just tolerated being used for my husband's pleasure with no consideration for my theoretical pleasure.
He pulled out when he was done, snapped his fingers, and I turned around, cum leaking out of my ass...which felt so gross... and sucked his dick clean... yet another humiliating task he required.
As I slowly cleaned his dick, he said, "So Friday night when we go out, all the lingerie you'll be wearing under your burqa will be white."
I didn't respond as I sucked, having learned I was forbidden to quit sucking until he pulled his dick out of my mouth.
"Yes, I'll be showing you off," he said, talking to himself more than to me. "Teasing them with your pure beauty."
Which was as close to a compliment he ever gave me.
When he pulled out, he said, "Go make me a snack," before he got off the bed and headed to the shower.
I waited until I heard the water start (so he wouldn't hear me) before I let out a dramatic sigh... cum leaking out of my ass as I stood up. I grabbed some absorbent panties and pulled them on to catch the leaking cum before putting on a robe and going to the kitchen to make him a snack.
As I did, I tried to come up with a reason to avoid going to this club on Friday.
.....
Friday....
In the morning I sucked his dick, and he blew a load all over my face.
After dinner, he fucked my ass before ordering me to shower and put on the lingerie he'd left on the bed for me. I put on the lace white bra that didn't even attempt to conceal my dark areolas. I put on the matching garter-belt and stockings... which were silky sheer, and they even had black seams going down the back of them. Then I realized there weren't any panties... not even a thong! I called out, "Amir, where is the underwear?"
He walked in, looking relatively handsome in a suit, "You'll be going commando tonight."
"What does that even mean?" I asked.
"Without any underwear," he said, as he admired me in the all-white lingerie.
"I can't go out in public with no underwear!" I protested.
"You will do as I say," he said. "Therefore, no underwear."
"But that defies the very concept of modesty," I pointed out, trying to use logic to promote my case.
"Are you defying your husband?" he asked sternly, never allowing me or any other woman to challenge him in even the slightest way. (As you can imagine, since we'd moved to America, this uncompromising attitude got him into many nasty altercations with liberated Western women who just weren't buying it.)
"No, but I am reminding you that a proper Muslim gentleman perceives the image of a woman through the chaste eyes of Allah."
"You don't seem to care much about my seeing you through Allah's eyes when my cock is buried in your asshole or when I come all over your face," he pointed out, clearly enjoying this opportunity to humiliate me and put me in my place.
"I do that for you and only you," I defended. (What I didn't dare mention was that I never requested such treatment.)
"And tonight you'll do this for me and only me," he said.
"You promise?" I asked.
"Yes, honey," he said, walking over to me and grasping my hands in his. It seemed like a tender moment until he added, "After all, you're my sharmuta, my ass slut, my cum addicted bitch."
He thought he was giving me a compliment... yes, I actually think that's what he really thought, the stupid asshole... but inside, I was burning with rage. My mother used to say a girl married for security and religion, and eventually love followed... but I'd never seen that happening in this relationship... and I couldn't help wondering if this was really what Allah wanted for me.
"I even got you a new burqa for tonight, and new heels," he bragged, clearly excited by his 'generous' gifts.
He handed me the burqa and I looked at it... it was black, but that's all that was conservative about it... and I gasped, "You want me to wear this?"
"I do," he nodded. "Put it on and show me."
"But it will barely cover my knees," I pointed out, since it was more than a foot too short to provide the modesty I was always expected to maintain.
"Tonight you're allowed to show a little skin," he said, as if his opinion trumped Allah's.
"This will show a lot of skin," I countered.
"When in Rome..." he shrugged playfully. "Now put it on."
"Okay," I said not convinced he'd actually allow me to wear this in public. It was clear he liked to show me off to his Muslim friends, and to the odd black or white co-worker, but he was typically a very jealous man.
I put it on and discovered a few interesting details, some of them not very minor.
One: It was easily the tabooest outer attire I'd ever worn... although a lot more conservative than the lingerie I was also currently wearing.
Two: unlike any other traditional attire I'd ever worn, even during my high school years, this burqa had cleavage. It had a big slice missing from the middle, which gave people a very generous view of my voluptuous fleshy valley. (Yes, I'm very busty. And that's not bragging, it's just a fact... a fact that's never done me the least bit of good.)
Three: for the first time in my life I was wearing something out in public that people would consider sexy.
Four: I myself felt sexy... although I was terrified to be going out dressed this scandalously.
"Hurry up," he called out from downstairs. Secretly disobeying him, I grabbed a white thong, which he wouldn't notice beneath the tight burqa, and slipped them on.
I inspected myself one last time. The white nylons were definitely showcased against the black burqa... I also checked whether the stockings' lace tops could be seen while I was walking... and yes, they could.
.....
We took an Uber, and just the sight of the driver... a white man... made me shiver insecurely. He peeked at me dozens of times during the ride, using the rear-view mirror. I whispered to Amir, "I really don't want to do this," since just getting ogled by a creepy, chubby white man already had me riddled with anxiety.
"You'll be fine," he said, dismissing my concern like he always did.
"No, this just isn't right," I whispered.
"We're just going for a night out."
"But I'm dressed totally indecently," I said, my brief moment of excitement because I looked sexy was gone completely, as my conservative nature sent danger flares high into the sky.
"You're dressed quite conservatively for the Western world surrounding us, he brushed me off, continuing to ignore my worries.
"But not for Allah's world," I pointed out, playing the only trump card I thought had a chance of getting him to reconsider.
He trumped me back with the scripture he often quoted on the rare occasions I questioned him. It was from Sarah An Nisa Ayat 34: "'Men are the managers of the affairs of women. Righteous women are obedient.' Now no more pestering me."
As he opened his phone and scrolled through Facebook, I quietly sighed... he'd just forbidden me from pursuing the conversation. He often used that verse to lay down the law to me, but that was what the men in my birth family believed too. I was his wife, therefore in the eyes of Allah, we were far from equal.
I endured many more heated glances from our driver... plus many more minutes of anxiety, and we arrived outside the club.
"Come," Amir ordered brusquely, but at least he got out and offered me his hand.
Reluctantly, I took it and exited the Uber. He then led me into the club. Loud music brayed even from even the outside, and every single man present, and even some women, gave me looks... sinful, lustful looks. I felt such shame at being looked at the same way many infidel women were ogled when they dressed attempting to attract. I was a woman of Allah. I was not a sexual being that strangers were allowed to drool at.
Immediately once we arrived inside a small vestibule, to my surprise a big black man behind a counter said, "You finally brought her along, Amir."
"Yes, I finally put my foot down," Amir said proudly, giving my hand a firm squeeze to instruct me that I wasn't to do so much as move a muscle in objection to this man's condescending and sexist words.
"She's even more beautiful than in the pictures," the black man said... and my eyes went wide.
What pictures? Hopefully not the ones he took of me a few weeks ago in lingerie! Or worse, the nude ones he'd insisted upon taking... once again using the Quran against me. (Loosely paraphrased, it was something like, "Allah says to shut up and just do what you're told, bitch.") I'd been very reluctant and had pleaded for him not to make me do it... but in the end, he'd had me dress in a couple of different lingerie sets, a very inappropriate schoolgirl outfit with my hair in pigtails, and then completely naked.
"I told you," Amir said, beaming with pride at the hungry looks I was receiving from this large black man. To put a finer point on my humiliation, I wasn't introduced to the man (to this day I couldn't tell you his name). Neither of them asked me any questions or addressed me in any way (although Amir maintained a firm grip on my hand throughout their conversation). I was no more than eye candy; some thing pleasing to look at.
"Yeah," was all the black man said, as he looked me up and down in a way that made me shiver (not in a pleasant way) and sent a chill up my spine.
My husband paid to get us in, and then he led me through the thick doors and into the club. I should note I'd never been inside a club ever... nor a bar... nor a drinking establishment of any description at all. (Restaurants, yes.) So I had no idea what to expect... my only experiences had been from American movies and television... but nothing could have possibly compared me to what I walked into.
I'd thought we were going to a night club.
I was wrong. Unless night clubs featured people having sex while other people watched.
I stopped dead in my tracks and I looked around at the wild variety of taboo sex acts.
A petite Asian woman was sitting on a table getting fucked by a bald man easily in his seventies... she couldn't have been older than twenty. Like me, she was wearing white nylons, and she was moaning like crazy while the old man really slammed into her.
A very large Latina was bent over another table getting fucked by a well built black man.
An old woman who looked like a grandma was leaning against a wall, while a much younger redheaded woman licked her vagina.
A man sitting at a table looked straight at my breasts, so I looked down to avoid eye contact, but then I was shocked to see a pair of heels under his table.
At the bar, two men were chatting over their drinks while they both had their dicks sucked... one by a blonde woman, the other, even more shocking, by an old black man.
Amir said, tugging at my hand and resuming our walk, presumably towaards a table, "It's not polite to stare honey, unless you plan to join in."
"Where the f... heck are we?" I asked, awkwardly following him, almost tripping over a Muslim woman who was wearing a hijab and nothing else, except for a collar and leash, crawling like a dog, while a very pretty large white woman controlled her leash. (In case you're unaware, a hijab is no more than a large headscarf, which might reach slightly below the shoulders and might not.)
"Hey, sexy dark chocolate, ya looking for a white mistress with a big dick?" a large white woman called out to me, and I noticed that except for some pearls around her neck, all she was wearing was a harness around her large waist that was securing a black substitute penis in place.
I stammered, "N-n-no, th-th-thank y-y-you." I was shocked by what I was witnessing, and doubly shocked by the invitation.



"If you change your mind, come and find me," she said, reaching over and squeezing my left breast, making me jump back with a squeal. "I'm always looking for a submissive nigger pets to obey my every whim."
In addition to the obvious... e.g. this outrageous woman inviting me... a total stranger... to have sex with her, I'd never dreamed someone might ever call me a 'nigger'. It was true I was from the Continent of Africa and my skin was extremely dark... kind of a navy blue-black colour, but my features were obviously North African, and very unlike the features of people native to Central Africa or the Southern region. I wasn't offended by her calling me that, but if I'd known then what I know now about racial tensions in America, I might have been.
My eyes wide, she sauntered away as Amir tugged on my hand, a sly smile on his face, and he led me to an empty booth with a Reserved sign on it.
I squeezed into the booth and slid my way to the back. Amir joined me on my right, and he placed his hand possessively on my leg.
After a moment, I saw a white woman wearing nothing but a gazillion tattoos suddenly dropping to her knees before a black man right in front of our table, and she pulled out his penis... which was huge... more than double my husband's. I'd never considered the size of penises... I'd just assumed without thinking about it that Amir's was the norm... and no way had I ever imagined one could ever be that big. Immediately, even though I tried to push it out of my mind as quickly as the thought jumped into my head, I wondered if a penis that large might conceivably bring me that magical orgasm some of my friends had told me about. I found sex with Amir pleasurable... but never had I felt anything like the body-quaking orgasms a couple of my Ethiopian friends had described to me in detail. I thought it was nonsense, and they were just pulling my leg. Sex was for reproduction. Sex was to make your husband happy. I'd never considered that something called sexual pleasure might actually exist!.
The white woman took the black man's huge penis in her mouth, and somehow managed to take almost all of the huge thing into it. My eyes went wide. I could easily suck all four inches of my husband's into my mouth, but I couldn't fathom taking much more... never mind a boa constrictor that was likely ten inches long... and thick! It seemed to be stretching the poor girl's mouth to an extent her lips were never meant to go.
My husband's hand went under my burqa while I couldn't stop watching the woman suck the huge penis. The black man, after a couple minutes of observing my entrancement with the wicked act going on three feet away from me, asked, "Want to come and join her, pretty lady? Double dick sucking is lots of fun for all three parties."
"N-n-no," I stammered, just before a very good looking white man walked up to our table and slid in right beside me.
"Amir, it's about time you brought your pretty wife here so we can meet her," the man said, his hips just a few inches from mine.
"You like her?" Amir asked, again getting a rush from the admiration aimed at me, and the compliments.
"She's very pretty," the man with crystal blue eyes said as he waved his hand and a waitress, one of the few women present who were completely clothed, although her attire was still completely inappropriate to be seen by anyone but her husband, walked over with some drinks.
She placed a glass in front of my husband, another in front of me, and one for the suave looking man... who was staring at my breasts the entire time... just like every other man I'd encountered this evening, making me feel completely uncomfortable.
The waitress said warmly, "Nice to see you again, Mr. Khan."
"You too, Bambi," my husband responded. How did he know her first name? And what kind of name was Bambi?
"You too, Miss," she said, looking at my downturned face.
I didn't respond, and she bustled away.
"So what do you think of my establishment?" The man asked me, still gazing at me in a way that made me super uncomfortable.
My husband downed his entire drink in a single swallow as he looked around... checking out the plethora of sex acts and slutty women all over the place.
"I never imagined places liked this existed," I answered, forcing myself to be civil, as my husband reached for my drink.
"Oh, they exist, but they're rare," he said. "I cater to a very unique clientele."
"So I see," I responded, my tone unintentionally conveying I wasn't impressed... even though I was trying to be respectful.
"You don't like it here?" he asked.
"I really don't think it's my thing," I said.
"No?" He asked. "Amir told me you'd love it here."
I looked at my husband... both of our drinks downed... and saw, for the first time since we got here, that he too now looked a little uncomfortable.
"He did, did he?" I asked, giving tone to my husband, which I never did... and this time on purpose.
"By the way, I'm Charlie," the owner said, extending his hand to me.
Still forcing myself to be civil, I took his hand and said, not giving away my first name, I'm Mrs. Khan."
He pulled my hand up and kissed it, "Well, it's a great pleasure to meet you."
In the past I would have responded, 'it's a pleasure to meet you too,' but I didn't. Instead I responded as generically as I could while still being civil, even though this man was both creeping me out with his lustful gaze, yet drawing me in with his hypnotic blue eyes, "You as well."
"I need to go the washroom," my husband said, quickly sliding out of the booth. He looked down at me and ordered sternly, as if I were a dog, "Now stay put."
"You're leaving me here by myself?" I asked, but he didn't even hear the entire question as he scurried away... in our culture you don't ever leave a woman alone with other men... and of course, you also don't frequent sex clubs with or without the woman.
"I can't believe he left his lovely wife here alone," Charlie said. "But don't worry, I'll protect you from the predators."
I looked around and saw a few men looking at me... even a couple of topless women... while I wondered who was going to protect me from him. Instead of replying, I remained silent, as the waitress returned from out of the blue with two more drinks.
"Since your husband drank yours before you could reach for it," Charlie explained.
"Oh, I don't drink," I said.
"Really?" He sounded surprised.
"It's a sin," I elaborated.
"Oh, there's no such thing as sin in my establishment," he said. "In here, you just explore the real you."
I didn't even know what to say to that, so again I remained silent while I got more and more nervous. There was something about this man I didn't trust... even though he'd been exceedingly polite so far... and was just so handsome.
"Let's dance," he suggested.
"No, no, thank you," I responded.
"Is dancing another sin?" he asked, taking my hand in his.
"It is if it's with a man who isn't my husband," I explained, pulling my hand away. But failing to take the hint, he moved a little closer to me.
"Mmmmmm," he said, taking a drink. "And is it a sin for your husband to dance with another woman?"
"Yes," I said, although that wasn't completely true.
"Then I assume it would also be a sin for him to get a blow job, or to fuck another woman?" he asked, slithering closer to me... his leg now touching mine. I moved away a little more... looking around rather desperately see where my husband had disappeared to.
"He'd never do such a thing," I said, which I would have uttered with 100% confidence before I'd stepped into this establishment of sin... where everyone was treating him like an old friend... so now... now I wasn't sure at all.
He placed his hand onto my shoulder and slowly glided it down my arm and breathed, "There's just something about a Muslim woman wearing traditional religious attire that's so sexy."
"Please don't, Charlie," I said, trembling from his touch, again looking all around for my husband, who was still nowhere to be found... and wondering if I should tell Charlie that what I was wearing wasn't remotely like traditional Muslim attire.
"And I see Amir made sure you wore the sexy white nylons I requested," he continued, his hand travelling under the table to my nylon-clad leg.
"Charlie, please stop," I said, trying to unstick his hand from my leg, but he was way too strong for me. My heart sank as I finally processed Charlie having just told he'd requested that I wear white nylons, and Amir had complied.
"Have a drink," he ordered, taking it with his free hand and offering it to me. "You need to relax."
"No, I just need my husband."
"Doubtful at the moment. I sense he's rather preoccupied."
"With what?"
"Just a hunch," he said, stroking his hand slowly up my leg.
Sweating and stressed, I seized the drink and took a big sip. Then another, and another.
"There you go," he said, still moving his hand ever so slowly up my leg. "You're such a good girl."
"There! I took a drink," I said. "Now please leave me alone."
"I can't do that."
"Why not?"
"For your protection, my dear. There are some men around here with rather nefarious intentions."
"Oh yes, fuck my asshole!" a girl screamed from not far away.
My eyes went wide upon hearing the same words I myself often used when Amir was fucking my ass. So I just had to look. My eyes got went wider when I saw a woman who was easily in her eighties getting fucked from behind by a man who was likely a quarter of her age.
"It would be a real stretch for you to imagine any sex act that doesn't happen here," Charlie informed me.
"I need to leave," I said, his hand right at the bottom of my burqa... while I sweated profusely... this establishment super hot... and I mean heat-wise.
"Impossible. I can't let you leave," he said, his tone firm.
"Why not?" I asked. He was scaring me.
"Because if I let you leave, you'd soon get yourself into some serious trouble."
The old woman screamed, "Yes, come in my asshole with that big fucking load!"
I just had to turn to watch her continuing to get fucked, and the guy's funny face, similar to the one Amir made whenever he came in me, told whoever was watching that he was coming.
"Ever had a dick in your ass?"
"Pardon?" I asked, unable to tear my eyes away from the wicked sodomy.
"Have you ever gotten that big black booty fucked?" he asked, his hand sneaking under my burqa.
"No!" I lied, both to his question and objecting to his hand so close to my vagina.
"Interesting," he said, as I grabbed the drink and downed the rest of it... this place was like a sauna. A couple of years ago this heat wouldn't have fazed me at all... but just these two years of living in Boston had gotten me more vulnerable to the heat.
"Please, I really need to go," I said, shoving his hand away and scootching around the far side of the booth to escape.
He jumped up and intercepted me before I could escape and offered, "One dance, and then you may leave, if you really want to."
"Only one dance?"
"Yes."
"And then you'll leave me alone?"
"If that's what you wish."
"Fine," I said.
He took my hand and led me to the dance floor, where a couple dozen people were actually dancing.
Charlie waved a hand in the air, and a moment later a new song started. A funky number... I felt my body responding to the powerful bass line in the music.
A high-pitched squeal exploded from the speakers, and then super wild lyrics began as Charlie pulled me close.
How can I put this in a way so as not to offend or unnerve
That there's a rumor goin' all round that you ain't been gettin' served
I tried to shove Charlie away, but he was too strong.
"Relax, you promised me one dance... which means the entire song," he insisted.
As his hands went to my ass and he pulled my body tightly against him, my breasts colliding against into his chest, there were more taboo lyrics.
It's hard for me to say what's right
When all I want to do is wrong
As I tried to push him off, the lyrics got more wicked as he held me tight and ground his body against mine... the entire time I helplessly tried to break free.
Gett off, twenty-three positions in a one night stand
Gett off, I'll only call you after if you say I can
Gett off, let a woman be a woman and a man be a man
Gett off, if you want to baby here I am (here I am)
"Charlie," I protested, as his hand went under my burqa and to my vagina... which I realized for the first time during this surreal encounter was very wet.
As he rubbed me, he smiled, and was strong enough to hold me with one hand, as a strange sensation waved through me, and the lyrics somehow spoke to my own confusing moment.
She said you told her a fantasy
That got her all wet (wet)
"Why are you soaking wet?" he asked.
"I don't know," I answered, as I tried to push him away but to no avail, as he rubbed me, and pleasure coursed through me, which brought me added shame. My body (and only my body) was enjoying this molestation from a white man I didn't know... his strong cologne drawing me in.
"It's because you want white dick," he said, as he slid a finger inside me, as the chorus of the song repeated.
Gett off, twenty three positions in a one night stand
Gett off, I'll only call you after if you say I can
Gett off, let a woman be a woman and a man be a man
Gett off, if you want to baby here I am (here I am)
"No, don't," I said as he fingered me... awakening sensations my husband had never given me. This good looking, charming white man was investing more attention and effort into pleasing me in a few minutes than my husband had during the entirety of our courtship and marriage, "You already know I'm married."
"So am I," he said. "Twenty-six years, and still going strong."
"Then your wife wouldn't approve," I said. That might be a good strategy.
"You mean that gorgeous gal over there getting double penetrated by those two hunky guys?" he asked, pointing out a pretty redhead wearing all black lingerie and getting fucked like crazy by two men simultaneously... one front, one back... something that had never occurred to me until the moment I saw it happening right in this room! How could that even work?
"That's your wife?" I asked, stunned. I look around again for my husband... where was he?
"Yeah, she's an insatiable slut," he said proudly as he fingered me, and somehow wrangled his thumb to my clit, bringing me a brand new double-enhanced pleasure, and actually making my legs give out... this pleasure unlike anything I'd ever experienced before.
All of a sudden someone was pulling my burqa up and over my head, and before I had any time at all to react, the song's lyrics came around again, and somehow they illustrated my predicament.
Lay your pretty body against a parkin' meter
Strip your dress down
Like I was strippin' a Peter Paul's Almond Joy
Lemme show you baby I'm a talented boy.
"No," I protested, attempting to cover at least some of my suddenly scantily-clad covered body while an unknown someone cupped my breasts from behind... the lyrics once again cryptically suitable.
Everybody grab a body
Pump it like you want somebody
Suddenly I was being molested by numerous people!
Men.
Women.
My vagina was fingered.
My ass squeezed.
My tits molested.
The only saving grace was that no one removed my lingerie... my last defense against even more exposure and humiliation.
"The white lingerie was a kinky choice," Charlie said, admiring me.
"Yeah, she's quite the sexy slut," a young brunette added, as she reached between Charlie and me so she could squeeze my breast.
I tried to push people away.
I tried to fight them off.
My mind was getting foggy... maybe from the fingering... maybe the drink... maybe the heat... but my body was giving way and betraying me... making me too weak to resist all this molestation.
Charlie tried to kiss me.
I turned my face away.
He pulled his finger out of my vagina, planted both hands on my skull, and kissed me again.
I shook my head as he kissed me.
I kept my mouth closed.
Undeterred, he kissed my lips.
Again and again.
Someone else was behind me and they reached around, rubbing my vagina. A man? A woman? I didn't know. I felt so helpless as my tits were being squeezed, my vagina rubbed, and I was being kissed by this seductive, aggressive man.
I kept trying to dislodge him by continuously shaking my head, but to no avail as he kissed and kissed me.
He snapped his fingers, and immediately all the hands around me disappeared... and I realized I was the one doing all that moaning, and I was the one who catlike, had been slowly undulating my body against the hand that had been rubbing me.
He resumed kissing me as his hand went back into my vagina, and as the song played on with its nasty lyric and beat, I didn't even realize I was now kissing him back... and I was so overwhelmed with pleasure, that I was feeling things I'd never felt before.
"Do you like this?" he asked as he rubbed me, breaking the kiss so he could ask.
"No," I said, which wasn't a complete lie, nor the complete truth.
"So you don't want my finger in your pussy?"
"No," I said as he tapped my clit, making my legs shake, and come close to giving out on me.
"No?"
"What's happening to me?" I cried out in bewilderment, my body controlling me... pleasure consuming me... sin leading the way.
"You're letting the real you come out to play."
"But this isn't the real me," I argued as he slid his finger back into my vagina.
"You don't know it yet, but this is indeed the real you," he said. "You're a black pearl, and an Ethiopian Slut for white cock."
"No," I said as he fingered me furiously and strange sensations were coursing through my body... his calling me a slut added to my humiliation, as did the fact I was helpless to do anything but stagger in place as my body was being consumed with the pleasure this good-looking man was flooding me with.
He pulled his finger out, as the intensity of my pleasure was rising even higher.
I couldn't even believe the words blurting out of my mouth when I demanded rather urgently, "Put your finger back in my vagina."
"Call it a pussy, he corrected me. "And in case you don't know, this organ between my legs you're making so excited is called a dick or a cock or various other names, but never a penis.
"Got it. Then please put your cock in my pussy," I replied, never having uttered either of those words before.
"Or better yet, your cunt."
"Yes, put your dick into my cunt," I agreed willingly, two more words no upright Muslim woman would ever use.
"Good girl. Now hump my leg," he ordered.
"What? How?" I asked, as he kept rubbing my... my cunt.
"Straddle my leg and rub your pussy against it," he said, as he placed his leg between my two legs.
"But that's wrooooooong," I said, as he raised his knee right up against my pussy... bringing instant and intense pleasure to it.
"Do it," he ordered.
Horny beyond anything I'd ever imagined, my mind on vacation and my body in control of me, I obeyed him mindlessly.
"Good slut," he said, as I ground my pussy on his leg.
"I'm not a sluuut," I moaned, as I pleasured myself on his leg... which destroyed all my defenses... but I needed to keep this pleasure going, so who needed defenses?
"But you are. And that's a good thing. Tell me you're my slut," he ordered.



"No," I said, shaking my head in negation, even though I kept grinding on his leg like a bitch in heat.
"Right now slut, or I won't fuck you," he ordered, taking his hand away.
"That would be awful! Okay, I'm a slut, I'm a slut," I said in a desperate declaration to get the pleasure back. "A nasty sharmuta."
"Good, you're almost there, but tell me you're my slut," he corrected, returning his knee to my fevered, desperate pussy.
"Yes, yes," I agreed mindlessly. "I'm your slut."
"Good girl," he said, as I ground on his leg to the music, the lyrics 'get off' now repeating over and over.
As I humped him like a dirty bimbo slut, he brought my hand to his crotch, and my eyes went big. This man had a huge... dick! Maybe not like that black man's dick, but it was very large.
"Like?" he asked as my hand rested on his cock.
"It's very big," I said, not exactly answering the question, but undoubtably conveying that I was impressed.
"I know," he said, as the song at long last ended. It had been ages longer than the Prince rendition, but I wasn't complaining, I even wanted more! But frustratingly, he pulled his knee away.
"Noooo," I whined, sensing I was very close to this elusive orgasm thingie I'd heard so much about.
"Song's over, dance is done," he said mildly, as he took my hand and led me back to our table.
Beyond frustrated, my pussy burning like a forest fire, I reluctantly followed him back, my head spinning with uncontrollable lust for forbidden pleasures.
Back at the booth, drinks already waiting for us, I took a big sip, since I was dying of thirst and sweating profusely... and only then remembering I was now wearing nothing but my largely transparent lingerie... and I had no idea where my burqa had gone.
A minute later my husband arrived. He sat down, unaware that Charlie's hand was tickling my clit.
"Where were you?" I asked.
"I had an upset stomach, so I needed to lie down for a while," he said.
Right. That sounded really believable.
"You're almost naked! Where's your burqa?" he asked.
"I honestly don't know."
"What do you mean you don't know?" he demanded, a little annoyed, as a drink arrived for him.
"I was on the dance floor, it got really hot and sweaty, and while I wasn't paying attention, someone took it off of me, and that's the last I saw of it," I explained.
"You were dancing? I told you to stay put!"
"It's a dance club, your good friend the owner encouraged me to dance with him, so I did," I explained, not mentioning that as I spoke, Charlie's fingers were teasing my pussy, and I had to control myself so I wouldn't moan. I certainly didn't want my husband to know what was happening right under his nose... or under the table, anyway.
"Well, you're showing far too much skin," he said, downing half of his drink.
"Not my fault. You're the one who told me to wear this outfit before you brought me here," I pointed out.
"Yes, but..." he said.
"No buts," I interrupted him for the first time ever. "You're being rude to our table guest."
"Sorry," he said, glancing at Charlie.
I'd like to point out that many people would be horrified to know that a goody-goody Muslim wife like myself was allowing my husband's friend to do sinful things like fingering my pussy while my husband was right there at the table with us... or at all! I should be totally faithful to my lawful husband at all costs. But I was getting really tired of being faithful to Amir, especially tonight, when moments ago he'd returned to the table obviously right after being unfaithful to me by doing something or other with some sexy someone. So if Charlie wanted to show me an illicit good time tonight, I was all for it... although I'd try to be discreet, and avoid doing anything blatant right in front of him.
.
"I've been looking after your wife while you were away," Charlie said. "The sharks are out tonight."
Amir looked around while I heard a sly zip. I glanced down and saw Charlie was pulling out his dick...his very large dick. And it was hard! What a delightful sight!
Charlie gave me a look and a nod before he reached for my hand. Not wanting my husband to see what was happening, or for him to see Charlie grasping my hand, I stuck my hand under the table.
A moment later, with some help from Charlie, my hand was wrapped around my second ever dick. Which was much longer and thicker than my husband's.
As I slowly stroked it, Amir finished his drink, while I couldn't believe how big and fat this white cock was. I was completely enamoured by it... but I wished I could see it better. The low level black lighting was a good cover to keep my oblivious husband from spying the naughtiness I was indulging in, but it also made it almost impossible for me to get a good look at this impressive rod (ooo - is that a good word?) which was making me feel things I'd never felt before.
My husband finished his drink and ordered me, "Come and sit next to me, sharmuta."
I wanted to obey him, I really did, but I couldn't take my hand off of this cock for two reasons. First, it felt so good in my hand, and it was getting me so excited. And second, Charlie had his hand stuck firmly between my legs, teasingly rubbing my pussy, which was also getting so excited.
But Charlie saved my day in the most astonishing fashion. "She's mine tonight, Amir," he growled, and without a hint of discretion or apology, he grabbed my head, pushed it under the table and down to his dick. "Suck it, slut."
Suddenly I was facing a big white cock!
Amir shouted, his voice rising, "What are you DOING?"
"I'm charging her my fee for protecting her from the sharks tonight," Charlie explained mildly, as he tapped his dick against my mouth.
I knew I shouldn't...I knew this was the ultimate sin... yet I was crazy horny, I was unable to resist, and so I opened my mouth and took it between my lips... his genitals having a subtly erotic and appealing scent.
"Charlie, please don't do this to me," my husband pleaded as I slowly began bobbing, knowing he was detecting my weakness and my actions.
"Do you want me to continue guarding your secret?" Charlie asked warningly, which of course made me wonder what the secret was.
"Charlie," my husband said, in a voice dripping with guilt while I bobbed up and down... amazed at how Charlie's girth stretched my mouth... weirdly exciting me.
"Hey, I'm not judging anyone," Charlie said. "I'm just saying."
"What exactly are you saying?" my husband asked, his tone shifting to angry.
"Just that it wouldn't take much for your employer or your family to learn about your secret," Charlie said, as he placed his hand on the back of my head and gently pushed me further down onto it.
"I thought this was a safe place," Amir said glumly.
"Oh, it is," Charlie reassured him as I took more of his cock into my mouth... excited at being able to take so much.
"Then what are you saying?" Amir asked, clearly frustrated.
"I'm saying you're a cuck, Amir," Charlie said. "Your wife needs a man with a real cock, not that tiny worm you call a dick."
"My wife is just fine with my cock," Amir asserted boldly.
"Are you, my slut?" Charlie asked, and he moved his hand to my chin and pulled me off of his cock so I could sit up at the table for a while.
I looked at my husband with my face coated in slobber and said, recalling that he was the one who'd dressed me in provocative clothing and brought me here; he was the one hiding some sort of risky secret; and he was likely banging some of the sluts here on a regular basis. So he had to have known a confrontation like this could be the result. So knowing what I wanted my result to be, I submitted my brief testimony as a slam dunk to win my case in a few seconds. "Amir, in all these years, you've never made me come. Not even once."
"Never?" They both barked in unison and with equal shock.
"Not ever even close to one," I said, getting braver throughout this surreal situation. I turned to Charlie and said, "I was closer than I've ever been just now, when you fingered me and ordered me to hump your leg."
"Slut! You just admitted to letting him finger you, you sharmuta!" my husband accused me, his anger instantaneous, since his pride was being challenged... his manhood.
"I didn't let him; he's very smooth, and it was hard for me to keep track of what was happening," I said; "but once his finger was inside me, I didn't give him much resistance."
"You evil, traitorous slut," Amir growled.
"That's enough, Amir," Charlie growled right back, defending me like my husband had never bothered to do... ever. "Your wife is discovering her sexuality tonight, and she only just learned she had any at all, because you brought her here. So you did something good tonight. Thank the man, Zoya."
"Amir, thank you so much for bringing me here tonight and introducing me to this hot, sexy stud."
"But I...." my husband began, never willing to be talked to like this... especially by a white man and his own wife.
"I'm fucking talking to you," Charlie said, his tone firm and strong, but he also winked at me, pointed at his dick, and I eagerly leaned back down and took his fat wet cock with my saliva still on it, back into my mouth. "Tonight your wife is mine. I own her. This is not negotiable."
"Please, Charlie," my husband pleaded, as I sucked contentedly on my new lover's (I hoped) much larger white cock. Amir's cringing weakness was something I'd never seen in him before.
"Tell you what," Charlie said as I bobbed more eagerly, more hungrily, on his delicious white cock with an enthusiasm I'd never had for my husband, my pussy on fire. "I'll let your wife decide. I'll give her two choices. Choice one: she can get up immediately and leave with you. If she does, neither of you are ever allowed to return here. Choice two: she declares that she wants to stay and be my... what did you call her?"
"I'm a sharmuta," I said between hungry bobs.
"My sharmuta, and she'll obey my every order for the rest of the night," Charlie finished.
"Okay, that's easy," Amir said. "Tell him Zoya, and we can get out of this dump."
He was totally confident that I would be his obedient wife. Of course I would choose him. And by all rights, I really should choose him. Yet the idea of mindlessly obeying this new man, this sexy man, this white man, even though I knew it was wrong with every fibre of my being... I couldn't resist him. I wanted his cock in my mouth for as long as he wanted it there. I wanted the pleasure from just what he did with his finger to return. I wanted to be a slut... a sharmuta... I knew I wasn't thinking like a good wife, a religious woman, or even just a righteous one, but at the moment I didn't care. I was in an erotic trance, already missing that sweet cock in my mouth, "I want to belong to Charles for the night."
"What?" Amir gasped, that being the last thing he'd expected to hear.
"You heard her," Charlie said.
Yet wanting to speak for myself, because of all these years of bottled up resentment for my husband's ongoing lack of respect for me, I said, "Amir, you brought me here tonight to show off your hot, pretty but brainless, Ethiopian trophy wife. You wanted this to happen. You wanted me to suck white cocks. To be used by white men. Maybe even to let some strangers fuck me. To be a cheap slut. In short, to strut my degraded stuff as your prized possession. So guess what... I'll do it! I'm going to be the hottest, sexiest, sharmuta this place has ever seen."
"Zoya, how could you?" Amir wailed, destroyed by the sudden reversal of his sexual outlook, and by the harsh words I'd just blurted out at him.
"Sit on my lap, you pretty thing," Charlie ordered.
"Yes, sir," I obeyed instantly, excited by this opportunity to feel his big, slightly curved cock inside my pussy. "I need your white cock so bad," I moaned as I climbed onto his lap, knowing the white reference would hurt my mean, over-controlling husband even more.
"Your wife is one hot piece of ass," Charlie observed, as his cock rested directly beneath my pussy, a tiny amount of friction my only defense against his cock sliding inside my fertile, wet, horny cunt.
"Charlie, we can work something out," my husband wheedled, clearly grasping at straws, while his house of cards came tumbling down in front of him.
"There's nothing you can give me that I care about, Amir," Charlie said, as he flinched his cock underneath me and made me moan (which I now did without reservation). As he reached around me and cupped both of my big double D's, he ordered, "Grind slowly on my cock, slut. Show me how badly you want my white dick in that black pussy."
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, obeying immediately, my desire to obey him controlling me completely. Did I care he wasn't my husband? No. Did I care he was married? Well, since his naked wife was right across the room and having sex with one or two other men, and she obviously approved of Charlie playing with me since we were in plain sight and she hadn't objected, then the answer was definitely not, I didn't care at all. All that I did care about right now was his dick, and his powerful influence over me. I was in a complete daze... a mental haze... and I knew there was no going back.
"Zoya, please! You're shaming our name," Amir begged.
That pissed me off... anger bubbled right up through me, and I snapped. "I'm shaming our name? You've been shaming us ever since the day the Imam of our village bought me for you from my parents, and by always treating me like crap. And tonight you dressed me up like your personal sharmuta and you fucking brought me here. You wanted this. I bet your tiny dick is hard from your watching your wife grinding on another man's dick... a white man's dick."
"Good point. Are you hard, Amir?" Charlie asked as he pulled my tits out of my lingerie top.
"N-n-no," he stammered, but since he broke eye contact and stammered... it was obvious to me what his true answer was.
"Then show us," Charlie said.
"Yeah, show us," I challenged him, as I continued grinding on the big dick while Charlie cupped my bared tits and teased my hard nipples... his dick so close to sliding into my long-neglected pussy.
"No," he said.
"Why not?" I asked, all innocently.
He didn't answer. Or couldn't.
"So unless you decide to leave, for the rest of the night you're going to sit there, shut up, and watch me doing anything Charlie wants me to... anything! Is that clear?" I asked, this strong-willed side of me a shocking by-product of maybe the Christian rapture, or perhaps the alcohol... as I finished my second drink... then reached across the table and grabbed his newly put down drink.
"Yes." he whispered sheepishly.
"Yes, what?" I demanded, a rush of adrenaline coursing through me from standing up to my husband.
"Yes, I'll stay and watch," he said.
"Good," I said. "Because Charlie is going to really give it to me. Aren't you Charlie?"
"Oh, that's guaranteed," he said, as he surprised me by lifting me off of him. "Strip down to your thong and stockings, then let's go dance again." I found it humorous to compare the Zoya who'd left the house earlier, a bundle of nerves because she was wearing an abbreviated burqa that most Americans would consider acceptable, although perhaps only marginally, and the Zoya right now who was gleefully stripping almost naked in a crowd of other mostly naked people, just because her 'boyfriend' (if that's what Charlie was) told her to.
"Okay, nearly naked now," I said brightly, and I smiled as he stood up and I wrapped my hand around his dick, "and I get to lead the way."
"Your wife is a wild insatiable being, now that she's found her inner slut," Charlie said.
Still grasping his dick, I led him to the crowded dance floor. We happened to pass a woman on her knees licking another woman... and the idea of eating white pussy popped into my head for the very first time. Well, if Charlie tells me to, I don't think I'll mind doing that at all.
"Enjoying yourself?" he asked, as he spun me around and pulled me close.
"Immensely," I responded as his hard cock ended up nestled between my legs as we danced slowly together... to a fast-paced song. Hey, free spirits can decide on their own dance tempos!
Charlie bent down and sucked on my erect nipples, and to my surprise, since my husband never sucked on them but just manhandled them roughly for his own enjoyment, I learned that I had very sensitive nipples. Delightful!
I could feel his throbbing dick resting against my pussy... driving me wild with anticipation, while he worshipped my breasts.
"You have amazing fucking tits," Charlie said as he squeezed them... sucked them... and tugged on my very sensitive... hurray!... nipples.
"My husband never pays any attention to them," I moaned, as his excessive attention to my tits and nipples sent waves of pleasure through me... his dick still resting right underneath my pussy and adding to my euphoria.
"He's a fucking idiot," he said. "These tits were made to be worshipped and fucked."
"Huh? Fucked?" I asked. I'd never heard of that before!
"Your husband hasn't ever tit fucked you?" he asked, clearly astonished. When I only gave him a confused look, he explained, "It's where your lover slides his dick between your fat tits and fucks them while you squeeze them together."
"Oh goodness, we never did anything like that!"
"He's a fucking idiot," he said, as he looked over at the table.
I did too, and Amir was watching us with pain in his eyes.
Pretending not to notice, I winked at him and gave him a cheery wave, before turning back to Charlie, who pulled me in for a kiss... this time my mouth was open, so his tongue went inside.
I'd never had a tongue inside me, and without thinking, I automatically turned my head away... so his tongue slid over my cheek.
He returned to my lips and kissed me over and over... while flexing his cock against my pussy... making me moan... which allowed him to slide his tongue back into my mouth... successfully this time.
This time... out of lust... his touch made me into a muddled, compliant mess... I extended my tongue into his mouth.
He pulled me tightly against him... his hard-on once again nestled between my legs as we French kissed, his hands groped my ass and mine groped his. I thought he must work out, since his glutes were really tight.
I moaned again as his cock rubbed against my pussy, driving me wild.
His hands roamed all over my ass before he surprised me by spinning me around, bending me over and poking his cock against my pussy... only the thin thong protecting me from having this man's dick inside my pussy, except also his whims. "Hump my dick," he ordered as he grasped my hips. "Let's put on a show for your husband."
I looked over at my husband, who was still watching us, and I rested my hands on my knees for balance and began bucking my ass back... Charlie's lovely fat cock gliding right between my pussy lips.
"Oh yeah, slut, grind on my cock," Charlie ordered with a soft moan.
"I can't believe he's letting you do all of this to me," I said, noticing my husband now had his dick out and was slowly stroking himself.
"Can you believe you're allowing me to do all of this to you?" he asked, as I really ground my booty on his boner... a word my friend Aknoor had used a few times to describe her husband's dick... both of us thinking the word hilarious.
"Noooo, I can't, but I'm soo glad I'm doing it," I moaned, his cock driving me wild, splitting my pussy lips perfectly.



"You want to be my nasty slut now, don't you?" he asked as I continued dry humping him... although likely that wasn't the right description, since I was soaking wet.
"Yes, Charlie, I want to be your black slut," I agreed, although his dick not being inside me yet was really beginning to frustrate me. "Here, I'll show you how much I want that," I said. Then I stood up straight, slid my thong down and off, and with my sopping wet pubes glistening for all to see (they were nicely trimmed, but still literally dripping), I sauntered over to my husband and shoved the soiled underwear in his mouth. I then strutted back to my white master for the night... master being such a strongly taboo word.
"Shit, that was fucking hot," Charlie said, surprised by my bold, assertive actions.
"Yeah, and it felt good." I agreed, noticing many men and some women were staring at me. Which would have terrified me an hour ago, but now it only enhanced my brazen attitude.
Charlie rested his hands on my shoulders and guided me down to my knees... while I gave him no resistance. I was his slut for the night, and was willing to mindlessly comply with whatever he wanted me to do... no words this time... but guidance I could readily understand.
His fat cock was right in my face... pre-cum shining on its cock head... I leaned forward and lapped up the creamy sauce... then I took his cock back into my mouth.
"Oh yeah, black slut, we're going to paint your face white now," he said.
"Mmmmmmm," I purred, having never liked facials at all, finding them disgusting and demeaning, but right now the idea turned me on.
"Boys, anyone with a load to drop, get yourselves over here," Charlie called out to the room as I kept bobbing on his cock... but he suddenly stopped me with six inches of his dick in my mouth. "Do you know what a bukkake is, slut?"
He pulled his dick out of my mouth while I looked up and saw three naked men, all of them older, like somewhere in their sixties, all of them fat, all unattractive, all white, but all with impressively large dicks, and all surrounding me. I replied, "No sir."
"It's when a cheap slut takes several... or more... loads all over her face," he said.
"Oh," I said, as all three men, and then two more joined them in surrounding me, began stroking their cocks.
"Suck me while they stare at your luscious, exciting body and jerk off," Charlie ordered.
"Okay," I said, taking in the variety of cock shapes and sizes, each one different from the others in some way, before I took his cock back in my mouth. I noticed more men joining what was becoming a small crowd around me, and they too began jacking off.
"I can't believe you saddled this black filly so quickly," one said.
"Yeah, I thought you were going to strike out this time," another said, as I bobbed hungrily on Charlie's creamy cock.
"What can I say, it's a gift," he said with mock humility, as I focused on taking more and more of his eight-inch cock into my mouth.
"Oh shit," a guy groaned, and Charlie quickly pulled me off his delicious, salty, sweaty cock, cautioned me, "Close your eyes," and moments later I felt someone's cum explode all over my face.
"Oh my," I gasped, having closed my eyes just barely in time, as this stranger splattered my face with an abundance of cum... way more than my husband ever shot.
"I'm ready next," another guy said, and I just kept my eyes closed as another load of cum splattered onto my face.
On my knees... cum all over me... I felt so slutty... yet so fucking turned on.
"More," I heard myself begging. "More cum, please."
"As you wish," someone said, and a few moments later, a third load splattered onto me.
"Lie down on your back," Charlie ordered, while my face felt wads of cum hitting it.
"Yes, Master," I replied, loudly enough that anyone within earshot heard my submissive response.
"Shit," someone said, as they watched me rolling onto my back on the dirty floor.
"Everyone, come and help us turn our black slut white," Charlie called out, as I lay there on my back... cum dripping down my face. And I supposed by now, also down my large tits, and wherever else.
"Oh yeah," a guy grunted just before my tits were warmed with his sticky cream.
"Where do you want it, slut?" a man asked.
"Everywhere," I responded, loving the thrill of all this cum being spewed on me... my hand going to my pussy as I began to rub myself... masturbating in front of a room full of strangers... and masturbating for the first time ever. Reader, do you remember how you felt the first time you had sex, or saw your first sex show, or similar? Delirious, right? That was me.
"Shit, she loves it," someone said, as even more cum splattered my face... my tits... my arms.
"Let's baptize her as a forever cum slut," someone suggested.
"Yeah, don't leave any speck of her body uncovered in cum."
"Or her stockings," someone else added.
I felt a dick resting on my forehead, oozing out cum to pool into my eye sockets.
Felt someone cum on my nylon-covered legs.
Felt someone take my heels off and fuck his cock between my nylon-clad soles.
Felt more cum raining on my face.
"Come, slut, come for your white masters," Charlie ordered, as I frantically rubbed myself while being baptized a slut... loving the idea of a bunch of white masters using me.
"Yes, Master," I agreed, as I felt the cock between my feet twitching and cumming all over me while I kept rubbing myself desperately.
"Now, slut," Charlie ordered. "Cum now!"
"Yes, yes, yes, Master!" I screamed, as my orgasm powered through me just as another load landed on me... coating my face, my neck and my tits.
Someone else grabbed my ankles and held my feet in mid-air, as my entire body quaked through my very first orgasm... creating my own earthquake on the floor.
My entire body pulsed with such intense pleasure that I couldn't believe I'd lived all these years forbidden to feel such pleasure... no way any God would not allow his followers to enjoy the gift he gave.
"Oh fuck," I moaned in complete rapture.
Another load on my face.
Another load on my tits.
A load all over the soles of my feet.
Finally, my legs were set back down.
I felt someone grab my hands. "Here, let me help you up," Charlie said.
"Thanks," I said, feeling completely weak, but also completely satisfied... as cum dripped down me from all over... even my white stockings were soaked! As I stood up, I felt myself standing on squishy cum.
Someone wiped the cum from my eyes, and when I opened them, I saw many people staring at me. Most of the women were touching themselves, I suppose because unlike the men, they hadn't cum yet. I'm not sure why, but I did a little bow, which made almost everyone clap and cheer. I looked down at myself, and sure enough, as much as I could see of my body and stockings was coated in glistening white cum. I was an amazing, funky sight!
"You're quite the trooper," Charlie said, as the woman who'd wiped the cum away from my eyes, a tall blonde, licked some cum off my cheek.
"That was wild," I said.
"Oh, that it was," he agreed as he took my hand and led me back to my husband.
"I see you enjoyed that," I said, noticing the cum all over his shirt.
"We need to go now," he said brusquely, standing up and reaching officiously for my arm.
"Hold it right there, bub! I think I made it clear she's mine for the entire night," Charlie said, placing a restraining hand on my husband's chest.
"I think you've already had enough fun with my wife," Amir argued.
"No, I haven't even come yet," Charlie argued back.
"You're just about the only one," Amir said, glaring at me with complete disdain.
"Don't be jealous," Charlie said. "You've had lots of fun here on lots of occasions. And I don't think Zoya believed your tall tail about lying down with a headache, poor baby."
"No, I didn't believe a word of it," I agreed. "And I'm certain that if I stuck your cock in my mouth right now... which I'm not about to do... I'd taste some woman's pussy on it." I reached over to stroke Charlie's cock. "And do you come here often? You must do, since everyone knows you. How do you spend your time while you're here? I don't see any pool tables."
"Want to tell her about it?" Charlie asked.
"Fuck off," Amir snapped, once again reaching for me.
"Don't you touch me!" I snapped, backing away.
"Zoya!" Amir barked. "This has gone too far."
"Oh, dear, sweet, stupid Amir," I said. "Tonight is just getting started. You obviously enjoyed watching me get a bukkake. I imagine your tiny little dicky will also get all hard while you watch me getting fucked by this big white dick I'm stroking right now here that's twice as big as yours."
"Zoya," he said, this time looking injured.
"I told you that tonight I'm Charlie's sharmuta, body and soul," I said. "I'll obey his every whim. Just like I've had to do for you all these years... with no orgasms."
"Knees," Charlie ordered gently.
"Yes, Master," I said, glaring right into my husband's eyes the entire time while I lowered myself back down to my knees.
"Suck."
"Yes, Master," I repeated, the words flowing out so freely and naturally as I turned towards him and swallowed his dick... not all the way, but deeper than I'd managed before. I'd always obeyed the men in my family, because that's what a good daughter did... and that was also what a good wife did... but never had I obeyed anyone and enjoyed it... until now.
I took his cock into my mouth and bobbed eagerly, wanting to put on a show for my husband and to please Charlie.
"Can't this be over?" Amir asked, again sounding defeated.
"If your wife is finished, sure," Charlie said. "Are you finished with me, slut?"
"No, Master, I'm not finished with you. And I won't be until you're satisfied that you're finished with me." I'd taken his cock out of my mouth just long enough to answer the question, then put it in again.
"Seems pretty straightforward," Charlie said. "So my friend the cuck, you may leave, or you may stay here and wait, or if you're going to be a good cuckold, you may accompany us to my sex rooms and watch the show. Your choice."
"Charlie, you've completely destroyed her," Amir wailed.
"Trust me, I haven't yet destroyed her," Charlie denied.
"But now she's beyond salvaging," Amir complained.
This pissed me off again. I stood up, slammed both my palms against his chest like the Elaine character from that weird American show he liked, and snapped, "I'm not worth salvaging? Fuck you! If you don't want me anymore, then fine. You've never treated me with a fucking ounce of respect. I was just your trophy wife. Just a hot wife. Just someone to look pretty and to blow you or take it in the ass."
"Zoya, I didn't mean...." he began, fear showing in his eyes for the first time in his life.
"Oh, you meant it all right," I said, still on my rampage, "but no more. If you want to remain my husband after tonight, you will shut up, you will come to Charlie's sex room, and you will watch him fuck my brains out."
"Yes dear," he said sheepishly.
"Yes dear what?" I snapped.
"I love you, Zoya," he said. "I will do as you say."
"Good," I said, nodding my approval. "So you're okay if Charlie fucks me while you watch?"
"Yes," he nodded.
"Yes what?" I asked, wanting to humiliate him a little more.
"Yes, you may fuck Charlie."
"And does that idea turn you on?"
"Yes, actually," he whispered.
"Then let's go," Charlie said, taking my hand.
"Yes, indeed, Master," I said brightly, and he led me down a hallway, past a few closed doors, past an open one where a complete orgy was taking place... twenty people or so... and into a room... Amir trailing behind us.
The room was large.
It also wasn't empty.
His wife was in there... naked... lying on the only bed in the room... king-size... with a woman between her legs, licking her while she sipped on a drink.
There was also a waitress... completely naked except for stockings and heels.
Also present were two older men... white... one very fat, the other skinny and frail. They were both sitting in easy chairs sipping on their drinks, watching soccer on a large screen television, each with a much younger woman on her knees sucking their respective cocks.
"Sit over there, Amir," Charlie ordered, pointing to a chair away from the action.
Amir silently obeyed.
"Now, you pretty thing," Charlie said spinning me around to face him. "What should we do with you?"
"First off, I think you should introduce me to your lovely wife. I don't want to be the rude kind of guest who snubs a hostess who's generous enough to share her husband with me."
"Very well, that's an excellent idea." And he led me over to the head of the bed.
"Sweetheart," he said, "I'd like you to meet my paramour for the night, Zoya. She's lived her life till now as a traditional Muslim. This evening, very much against her will, her husband Amir, I think you know him..."
"Yeah, hi Amir," she said offhandedly.
"Hi Eleanor," he replied.
"Anyway," Charlie resumed, "he dressed her like a sharmuta... that's Arabic for slut... and dragged her to our establishment, wishing to show her off as his sexy possession. When she entered our establishment tonight, you could have scraped the embarrassment off of her with a spatula. Soon afterwards, I joined them at their table, and Amir seized the opportunity to go and enjoy someone else's naked company for a while... he thought without Zoya's knowledge, but he was wrong, she's much smarter than he thinks. So long story short, Zoya and I hit it off, she shed all her inhibitions that I'm aware of... that's most of her bukkake she's still wearing... and she's promised to do anything I want... anything... for the rest of the night.
"And Zoya, this is my slutty wife Eleanor. She has absolutely no inhibitions, will fuck anyone she deems worthy of her, if you ever have the opportunity to eat her pussy, you're in for a real treat, and I'll always do anything she wants me to. Zoya, would you kindly pay homage to my queen? Darling, how would you like it this time?"
"Zoya, it's a pleasure to meet such a hot lady... I was watching some of your action tonight, and I see lots of sexy potential in you. For your homage, you may worship my breasts... thirty seconds each."
"With great pleasure, lady, "I said earnestly, and I knelt down next to her generous chest, lavishing my attention on the entire breast... areola, nipple and the rest... nibbling, licking, kissing, sucking, all that I could think of to do.
When Charlie called Time, I repeated my ministrations on her other breast.
When Charlie called Time again, Eleanor said, "One last thing, and then you're family. You may kiss me." So I leaned over her face and I kissed her while she kissed me. It wasn't open-mouthed or passionate, just a nice, gentle kiss. Dignified even.
She then said, "Welcome to the family, Zoya," I thanked her and stood up to face Charlie.
He then asked, "What do you want to do now, sharmuta?"
Funny... when Amir called me that, it always sounded filthy. But when Charlie called me one, it sounded like the most loving endearment. Go figure.
"Please fuck me, Charlie," I said bluntly, really wanting to feel his big dick inside me. "I've been longing for you to fuck me for almost an hour."
"I can do that," he chuckled, as the naked waitress brought him a drink.
"Where's mine?" I asked.
"Sorry ma'am, I'll fetch you one right away," the waitress replied, a girl who couldn't be much older than twenty.
"You like them young," I noted.
"Not necessarily. I like to consider myself a connoisseur of a wide variety of women," he shrugged. "The brain is the most important sex organ, you know."
"I see," I said, as he placed his free hand on my shoulder and guided me back down to my knees.
I took his cock back into my mouth and bobbed... but wishing it was really in my pussy.
I sucked for a minute or so before he pulled out, pulled me to my feet, and kissed me.
I kissed him back.
When he broke the kiss, the waitress handed me my drink, and I downed the whole thing.
"Shit," he laughed.
"Now are you going to fuck me, or what?" I asked, as I walked over to the king-sized bed, sat on the opposite side of it from Eleanor, lay down on my back near the foot of the bed, and spread my legs.
"I think you'd better fuck her real soon, Charlie," Eleanor encouraged him.
"Yeah, the slut clearly needs some white cock," the other chubby man said, as Charlie got out of his clothes.
"He's not wrong," I agreed. Then added, "What's your name, big guy?"
"Roger... would you like me to call you ma'am, or slut?"
"Let's stick with slut, shall we?"
I noticed Amir flinch.
"Roger, why don't you come over here and fuck my face while Master Charlie fucks my black pussy?"
"Insatiable slut," the man chuckled, and he gently pushed away the redhead who was sucking him.
"Ready to watch your wife get fucked?" I asked, turning to my husband.
"Yes, actually," he replied, watching me intently.
"Good. Then grab your cock, and off we go," I said.
Charlie got onto the bed and between my legs.
"Slide that big cock inside me, Master."
"You sure you deserve it?" he asked as he slapped my clit with his cock head. "You did say some mean things to me earlier."
"That was so long ago I don't remember, but I'm sure you're correct. So I'm truly sorry," I moaned just from his touch. "I was a dumb bitch."
"So, admittedly dumb bitch, do you really want to be our black slut?" he said, placing his cock just barely between my pussy lips.
"Does this answer the question?" I asked, lifting my ass so his cock slid inside me.
"I guess it does," he laughed, and he slid this cock all the way into me.
"Oh fuck!" I screamed, never having a clue my pussy could be so full.
"Oh yeah, give that black bitch that white dick," his wife Eleanor cheered him on.
"Yes, give this black bitch your white dick," I agreed.
"Oh, I am, I am," he laughed, as he began actually fucking me.
"Oh, my God, I've never felt anything like this," I moaned, as my second orgasm of the night (and of my life) immediately began to rise as all eight inches of Charlie's white meat slammed into me.
"Do you like this, my sweet sharmuta?" Charlie asked.
"Oh, fuck yes, Master," I said, although uttering each word was a struggle, while the pleasure consumed me. "I love it!"
"Such a tight pussy," Charlie said.
"That's because except for my back door, I'm pretty much a virgin," I joked, glancing pointedly at my husband.
"You certainly feel like one," Charlie said sincerely, as Roger got onto the bed above my head. (Which was possible because I'd thought ahead and positioned myself near the foot of the bed.)
"Let's spit-roast her," Roger said.
"Sure," Charlie agreed.
"Spit roast?" I asked.
"You suck Roger's cock while I fuck you with mine," Charlie explained, as he pulled out of me.
"Nooooo," I whined, not about getting spit-roasted... that sounded fucking hot... but I was bereft that his dick was no longer inside me.
"Get on all fours, slut," Charlie ordered, helping me to flip over.
"Yes, Master," I quickly obeyed, anything to get his white dick back into me.
"So subservient," Roger said.
"Yes, they don't make white sluts like this anymore," Charlie said, as he went behind me.
"Sexy, slutty and submissive," Roger said, as he got in front of me, his six-inch cock ready for sucking.
"The trifecta," Charlie said, as he slid back in my pussy.
"Trifecta?" Roger asked. That doesn't make any sense."
"Sure it does," Charlie explained. "You, me, and Goddess Eleanor watching over us to make sure we don't go astray."



"Oh yes, give me those cocks," I moaned.
"As you wish," Roger obliged, and as he slid his cock into my open mouth.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, and soon I was taking dick in both ends.
"Yeah, Zoya is a lifer," Charlie said.
"For sure she is," Roger agreed, while the two men fucked my holes in impressive unison.
Then for a few minutes there was no talking... just me taking white cock into my mouth and my pussy. As my orgasm was getting close, Charlie slapped my ass and ordered, "It's your turn to do the work. Fuck yourself on my dick, slut."
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, allowing the smaller cock to slide out of my mouth.
"And keep sucking mine too, you dumb bitch," Roger ordered.
"Sorry," I apologized, and I took his cock back in my mouth and resumed rocking back and forth.
At first it was awkward, since I couldn't get into a smooth flow as I backed onto Charlie's eight-inch fuck stick and then reversed directions, trying to devour all six inches of Roger's dick... but after an experimental dozen or so rocking horse movements, I got into it.
I successfully took all eight inches deep into my pussy.
I successfully took all six inches of Roger's cock into my mouth and throat... deep throating him with each forward bob.
"Shit, the... what is she? A shamrock?" Eleanor asked.
She's a Sharmuta, and any self-respecting Ethiopian would be horrified to hear us call her that, which is why we do," explained Charlie.
"Okay, so what I was about to say is our new sharmuta is a natural," Eleanor said.
"A natural? Does she eat pussy too?" a female voice asked.
"She does whatever I tell her to," Charlie said.
"So that means yes," the female voice said.
"Kitty, if you're hinting that you want some action, you're welcome to sit on her face once Roger and I are done with her," Charlie said.
I was thrilled! I was going to sin again and soon, this time with another woman. This knowledge somehow enhanced the current pleasure growing rapidly inside me.
A few more back and forths, and I screamed, "Fuuuuuuuck," as orgasm number two cascaded through me.
"I think she just demonstrated she wants my pussy," Kitty said,
I looked over to the pretty redhead named Kitty (as opposed to the gorgeous redhead named Eleanor) and said, "I'm a slut for white cock or pussy. Or at least I hope I am, since I've never been with a woman. You can help me establish the truth, if you're willing."
"Mmmmmmm, I'd love to," she purred as Charlie grunted.
"I'm about to come in your pussy, slut," Charlie warned.
"Then go for it, Master, breed your bitch," I said, not caring at all about the risk of pregnancy.
"Nooooooo!!!" Amir screamed, just as Charlie unloaded his load deep inside me.
"Too late," I moaned as I used my pussy muscles to milk his cock.
"Fuck," old Roger grunted, and he spewed his load all over my face, getting me right in my open left eye.
"Shit," I complained, closing it too late.
When Charlie was done, he pulled out and I said wickedly, as I rolled onto my back, my knees a little sore (not accustomed to being on them for this long... not even for praying), "Amir, get over here and eat this cum out of my pussy before I give you a white baby."
Amir hurried over, and to my surprise, he buried his face in my cum-leaking pussy and began frantically sucking and licking up all the cum he could.
While Amir continued hoovering my pussy, Kitty got onto the bed wearing only black stockings, and straddled my face. "Ready to eat pussy, slut?"
"As ready as I'll ever be," I said with a moan. The moan was because my husband's tongue in my pussy, which had never, ever been there before, felt quite good.
As she lowered her shaved pussy onto my face, I wondered if I should shave my pussy too, but never mind for now, and I extended my tongue and licked.
"Fuck, you really outdid yourself this time, honey," Eleanor said to Charlie.
"I can't take all the credit, darling. Sometimes it's serendipity, and I think this time it's just that. Zoya's frustration with her marriage to Amir was reaching its breaking point when he brought her here tonight. It's true I helped her awaken her inner slut, but damn was she ready to take the plunge," Charlie said.
"Well, with your help, she certainly did," Eleanor laughed, as I licked Kitty's sweet-tasting pussy. Having never remotely considered what a pussy might taste like, I was a little surprised by the sweet taste. I found it instantly addicting as I lapped hungrily.
"She's a natural at eating pussy too," the redheaded Kitty reported to the room.
I licked and licked, enjoying the leisurely task of forbidden fruit, until I heard a man say, "It's my turn on this bitch."
I was immediately confused and afraid, so I moved my face away from Kitty's pussy and said, "Mister, I don't even know who you are. Charlie? What do you want me to do?"
"Zoya, this is Kelsey; Kelsey, meet Zoya. Now say 'Pleased to meetcha', you two."
"Pleased to meetcha," we both said in unison.
Charlie continued, "Zoya, go ahead and let Kelsey fuck you. He can sound arrogant at first, but he'll treat you right, I promise."
"Okay Kelsey," I said, greatly relieved. "If Charlie vouches for you, then I'm all yours. Come and get me!"
My husband's tongue disappeared and was replaced by Kelsey's cock sliding into me. And I hadn't even seen his face yet. Wild!
I moaned just before I resumed licking, "Yes, fuck me, Kelsey."
"Shit, she's still tight even after housing your fat cock, Charlie," Kelsey said.
"Like a virgin on her wedding day," someone said.
"No one's a virgin on their wedding day," Kitty said.
"Zoya was," my husband said.
"And apparently not much since then," Eleanor said. "You clearly haven't been doing your job, you asshole."
"Well, Zoya and I... and lots of our friends... will be sure to make up for her lost time," Charlie said with a chuckle. "And you'll be watching every bit of it, won't you cuck?"
"That's right" my husband agreed, seeming to be getting much more comfortable with the primarily passive role he'd be taking in my future sex life.
"You enjoyed eating that cream pie, didn't you, cuck?" Eleanor asked.
When my husband didn't answer, I called out from under the ripe pussy I was pleasing, while a third orgasm began to rise inside me thanks to a stranger's cock, "Answer her, my sweet cuckold."
"Yes I did," he answered.
"Good, because from now on you'll be eating a lot of cum from my cunt," I said, using the wickedest of the many words for a pussy.
"I think we may have created a complete nymphomaniac," Eleanor joked.
"Just like you are," Charlie said.
"You know it," she said proudly, as Kitty began furiously grinding her pussy on my face while Kelsey continued fucking me... albeit slowly.
"I'm going to come on your face, slut," the girl moaned loudly.
I just kept my tongue extended and allowed her to use my face the way I'd often allowed my husband to... but this time I was enjoying it.
Fifteen or twenty seconds later, I felt a massive gush of wetness splatter my face as I received my first ever womanly facial, before I leaned up and retrieved as much of Kitty's tangy female cum as I could.
Kelsey, who'd still been slowly fucking me, suddenly grunted and came inside me without any warning at all.
I moaned after the fact, "Yes, fill my cunt."
"Again," my husband sighed.
"Don't complain, cuck, you love eating cream pies," Eleanor said.
"He certainly does love his cum," Charlie added, as I vaguely tried to follow the conversation.
Kelsey pulled out, and even before I had time to say anything, I felt Amir's tongue cleaning me out.
"Good cum eater," I moaned, wondering about Charlie's cryptic words. They seemed to carry some hidden meaning.
Kitty climbed off of me, and I saw four older men now in the room. And now I finally saw Kelsey's face for the first time... after he'd fucked me. He was a roly poly man, probably in his sixties, and in contrast to his aggressive words when he'd first arrived, he seemed quite pleasant.
"Thanks for the lovely fuck, sweet lady," he said to me.
"It was lovely, wasn't it, sweet man," I replied with a gentle smile, thinking he'd probably be really good at snuggling... with both of us naked of course, but not necessarily with any sex.
Charlie asked, "How about a train?"
"What's that?" I asked, learning lots of intriguing terms I hadn't known before today.
"One man fucks you and comes inside you, and then the next guy does it again, until you run out of men," Charlie said.
"Let's do two trains," Eleanor suggested, as she got back on the bed. "I'm feeling horny again, but we don't want Zoya missing out on anything tonight."
"I'll go and gather some more men," Charlie said.
"The more the merrier," Eleanor said, then she lay down next to me, embraced me, and said, "I really like you Zoya, how about some more kissing?"
"Love to," I said, my head spinning, as I looked down my body to see my husband's head stuffed between our two bodies, still licking away at my newest cream pie.
So we kissed each other again, and this time it definitely was passionate, including lots of tongue action, ass grabbing and mutual breast mauling. It felt a bit like making out with a tiger: she always took the lead, and there was no way I'd ever initiate anything with her, but wow! What an exciting ride!
And then Charlie returned, accompanied by a passel of naked men.
Eleanor and I were still on the king-sized bed. "Ready to really get fucked?" she asked.
"Tonight I am," I agreed with sparkling eyes.
"Then get on all fours, right in front of me," she said.
"Okay," I agreed, pushing my husband's eager tongue away... where had that been all my life?... and soon we were facing each other.
As a man approached from behind me and slid into my pussy (don't ask me what he looked like), Eleanor welcomed a different man's cock into hers, and as they began fucking us, she leaned forward and kissed me again.
And for thirty or forty minutes while I mostly kissed Eleanor, her lips so soft and sweet, we were both fucked to at least half a dozen orgasms, and I had double that many loads deposited in my pussy (I didn't keep track of hers), before we'd used up all our men and I completely collapsed on the bed.
My husband rolled me over and began to extract the cum as I said weakly, "It's much too late for that, dear."
"You don't quite understand, Zoya. Pregnancy risk or not, he'll always eat as much cum as he can get," Eleanor smiled, as she straddled my face and a trainload of cum started trickling into my mouth.
"Mmmmmm, I could use another snack," I smiled, as she dropped her pussy onto me, and I licked her to one final orgasm... so I ate a gigantic cream pie, while my husband ate one too.
Ten minutes later, Charlie handed me my burqa. "Can't have you going out in public all naked and coated in cum, can we?"
"What?!" I exploded. "You orchestrated every detail of my seduction!"
"Guilty as charged," he grinned. "Do you really object all that much?"
"Not at all. You played me like a fiddle, and it was the experience of a lifetime. Good job," I smiled as I kissed him.
"My pleasure... and yours," he said, and he slapped my ass.
I got dressed, someone bringing me my heels, and Charlie said, "You're welcome here anytime, Zoya. And you have a lifetime pass... no cover charge ever. Amir will still have to pay though... unless he wears a collar and leash while he's here."
"Thank you so much! And I'll definitely be coming back often," I said, looking down fondly at his dick. "I fucking love your cock."
"Want to go for lunch tomorrow?" Eleanor asked.
"Actual lunch?" I smiled.
"Yes, and we'll take you to get some more sexy lingerie," she said."
"Well, I can't say no to that," I said.
We exchanged phone numbers, and she kissed me passionately again. When we broke the kiss, I looked around for my husband, and found him on his knees, sucking a young white man's dick.
My eyes went wide.
"That's his secret," Charlie told me.
"Oh my," I said, as my husband bobbed on a guy who likely wasn't even twenty.
"Yeah, he loves dick," Charlie said. "In his mouth and his ass. Don't tell your family"
"No way," I said.
"Yeah," Charlie said. "When he disappeared on us, that was no woman he was with."
I watched as he sucked the guy for three or four minutes, before the white young man began to face fuck my husband, and then he came down his throat.
He then pulled out and sauntered away, as if he owned the world.
My husband stood up, spied me, and then looked down... humiliated by my catching him sucking a man.
I walked over to Amir, pulled him off his knees, briefly kissed him and said, "Don't worry darling, it's who you are. We can work with this." Tonight I'd become the 'man' of the house, or the leader, like he'd been. But unlike him, there was no reason I couldn't be nice about it... because that's who I was.
I took his hand, and we walked out of the sex room... then out of the sex club, and back into the real world.
No words were spoken.
None needed to be.
The power dynamics of our marriage had completely reversed.
I decided to remain married to him, since as he made a great living, and I now knew he was a great pussy pleaser. I also knew he'd never be yelling at me or bossing me around again. I now had the upper hand in our household, and we both knew it.
And whenever he accompanied me to my assignations, which would possibly be every time, he'd always serve as my cuckold. I'd frequently fuck other men... mostly white men, since that kink really turned me on, but perhaps I'd explore all races of men. And women.
I'd eat pussy.
I'd get gangbanged.
I'd get double penetrated... perhaps triple... that wasn't something I'd seen tonight.
We'd visit Eleanor and Charlie's sex club... a lot... and I was sure they'd become lifelong friends. Intimate ones, of course.
Who knows... now that I'd awakened my inner slut (and so had Amir, in his own way), the possibilities were endless, and even though tonight was over... my new life was just beginning.
The end
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Black Christmas
Summary: Young nerdish girl catches step-mom with BBC and....
Note 1: This is a Winter Holidays Story Contest 2022 so please vote.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Note 3: This sexy romp was vaguely inspired by the porn scene "We All Do It, Too" starring Maitland Ward and Bree Daniels.
Black Christmas
"Amanda, boy do I have the very best Christmas present for you ever!" my bitch of a stepmother, whom I saw as a complete gold digger, said to me gleefully.
"I don't need anything from you!" I sneered. My Barbie-lookalike stepmother always brought out the bitchy side of me (her trite name was even Brandi, for heaven's sake). She was twenty years younger than my Dad, and only seven years older than I was, and she got by on her looks instead of her brain. Even I had to admit she was very beautiful, even a one-time Miss America finalist (yes, actually!) and a current Instagram socialite (she even told people on a regular basis that was her 'job'... with a giggle, and a flip of her hair).
I, on the other hand, was a former child gymnast and an earnest academic. Plus, I was often told that I too was quite lovely... the stereotypical girl next door in my case, so much so that when I'd been included in a music video for a popular local band (ironically for my looks, not my brain, and certainly not for my singing), in the credits they listed me as exactly that: 'Our girl next door.' Also, people constantly `told me I was 'cute and sweet'.
At nineteen, I'd recently returned home following my first semester at Harvard, which was hours away (even by airline) from my Dad and his stupid and pretentious new wife in Los Angeles. Although I resented my new step-Mommy (which I'd mockingly first called her a month ago, while I was back for Thanksgiving), she seemed to be making my Dad happy... he'd certainly snapped out of his endless funk. And that's what really mattered... I guess.
My Mom left Dad for another man back when I was fifteen and I resented her for it, and then since they'd allowed me to choose, I chose to live with my Dad. He was a great father, but he was clearly devastated by Mom's betrayal, and had been very lonely for like I said, years... although he did put up a good front (which I easily saw through, so I did my best always to be sweet to him, but not many other people could see it).
He didn't date at all, until he met Brandi in my senior year of high school, and although I'd met her a few times, I never thought their relationship was serious. Just my Dad sowing some royal oats by sleeping with a hot woman half his age (which I figured out, but I sympathized with him the poor guy, so I never mentioned knowing about it). But then he phoned me in September, and deliriously happy, he told me they'd eloped, and she'd moved into our house immediately following their two-week honeymoon! I was horrified, but I didn't let on... even though all my protective instincts switched into overdrive, and my inner alarm bells were ringing so loudly they gave me a headache!
But alas, the decision was made... the wedding ceremony (and license signing) had happened... and so the damage was done.
Which brings me back to my so-called 'best Christmas present ever'. "Oh trust me," she said with a smirk, "nobody has ever needed this present more than you do, my dear."
I hated when she called me that, but I never mentioned it specifically. Instead I sighed, "I don't even know what that means." She constantly tossed dramatic fluff into her conversations; as if she were still in high school, and so she brought herself to life (yeah, right) by being melodramatic.
"I know, I know," she said. "Just go and get ready for the fundraiser."
"Fine," I sighed. And of course I gave her my own melodramatic over-the-top sigh, so she'd know she'd annoyed me. Again. Perhaps her own dramatic over-the-top attitude was starting to wear off on me.
I'd promised Dad I'd go to the Christmas charity fundraiser he'd always organised and hosted in his law offices for the past ten years, and I'd even have to deliver a brief speech on his behalf, since he was in London, Ontario for some meetings he couldn't get out of, and he wouldn't get back home until sometime tomorrow. So I went upstairs. Showered. And then, having begun to explore the power of lingerie at Harvard, my roommate Ginger (who was a genius, and sexually amazingly free), had been shepherding me into. She was a Japanese American, but she was no sweet and gentle flower. In bed, she was more like a Samurai warrior!
I'd arrived at Harvard as a virgin, but by now, I'd fucked three guys and had enjoyed a few lesbian encounters (Ginger and I often ended up in a 69 after we studied or went out together). Truth be told, I wasn't sure whether I liked boys or girls better... since playing with each gender were very different, but perhaps equally satisfying experiences.
I also now owned a few sexy lingerie pieces, as well as quite a few pairs of stockings. So tonight, underneath my very conservative and classy red dress, was lurking a push up bra, sexy but not kinky (a couple of the outfits I now owned were very kinky), and a garter-belt with mocha stockings. And because I was feeling frisky... even though I couldn't even imagine getting laid tonight, since the average age of this party's attendees was likely double, or maybe even triple my own age... I went commando... which Ginger and I often did, whenever we went out for the evening. (It had paid off nicely more than once... and hey, if Brandi could sprinkle lots of drama into her speech, why shouldn't I flash my bare pussy to some strangers once in a while?)
We sent for an Uber, and during our ride I didn't say a word for the entire time, even though a few times she attempted to start a conversation with me. Yeah, sometimes I could be a real bitch, too.
And then when we arrived at the party, I immediately ditched her. I got myself a drink, I visited with a few people I knew, and repeated my 'Yeah, Harvard is great,' snippet a dozen times. I also enjoyed hearing the same compliments over and over. Gave a five-minute speech Dad had written for me that I'd memorized. Added some humour into it.
By eleven-thirty I was tired, and frankly, kind of horny. I was good and ready to go home and use my vibe on myself... missing Ginger's ubiquitous and always welcome pussy and tongue.
But I couldn't find my stepmom anywhere when I figured I should at least go and tell her I was ready to go home. I was about to give up, when she texted me, Come to your father's office right away.
I sighed... even though I didn't know why.
When I arrived outside his office, the door was locked, yet I could see through the frosted window in the door that a light or two were on inside.
I don't know why I was still carrying around a key to this office when I was attending school two and a half thousand miles away, but I still was; so I pulled it out of my purse and opened the door.
I walked in, and Drake, my Dad's business partner's son, whose broad-shouldered physique I'd long admired, was sitting in the middle of the couch. (We'd known each other ever since we were kids, because we'd both come to our dads' law offices after school fairly often. We'd always gotten along pretty well, although we'd never been what you'd call very close.) But I digress. Because the important thing that caught my eye, was that my stepmom was sitting to his right... and she was sucking his dick!
"Oh my God! I cried out, shocked by what I was witnessing so unexpectedly. But I also nefariously thought this was perfect! I'd just caught my bitch stepmother performing a deliciously super compromising act! But a moment later, I remembered she'd summoned me here. Had she wanted me to catch her sucking Drake's dick? Obviously so, but why on earth?
Of course she immediately turned her head and saw me, and she didn't look shocked or embarrassed at all! Instead, she just ordered, "Close the door and then lock it again."
"You are so busted!" I said, forgetting about my reservations, and giddy with excitement to be catching her in the act like this. Maybe I could even turn my whistle blowing into something worthy of a divorce!
"Just close the door," she repeated flatly, as she continued stroking his dick... which I now could see for the first time when she adjusted her position to look at me... and I couldn't help letting out a loud gasp at the sight of that sucker! It was huge! Way bigger than the puny dicks I'd already sucked and been fucked by.
I closed and locked the door.
"Now come here," she said.
"And why would I want to do that?" I demanded.
"Just fucking get over here!" she ordered me, surprisingly rudely and bossily. She'd always been irritating to me, but was never bossy, ever since I'd made it clear during my Thanksgiving break that she wasn't my mother, and I was legally an adult, so she had no authority over me whatsoever. Subsequently I'd customarily comply with her reasonable requests (unlike all the attitude I'd thrown at her earlier today), but that was all, and she'd always seemed to honour our unspoken agreement. Until now.
"Fine," I said, not because I wished to start abiding by her wishes all of a sudden, but because I'd slyly clicked record on my phone. It was now chronicling the audio from this spicy interaction, which would supply me with the proof I'd need when I busted her to my Dad... plus, truth be told, I kind of wanted to check out that big dick more closely.
"Good," she said, still stroking the dick.
I reached her, and she asked, with no beating around the bush at all, "Amanda, tell me. Have you ever slept with a black guy?"
I didn't respond to her question, since I'd gotten myself immediately transfixed by the mammoth monster she was handling. Ever since encountering my first dick at Harvard, I'd wished I could get fucked deeper and spread wider during my sex sessions, but the few men I'd been with so far, hadn't had dicks even half this size.
"Amanda," she added a bit more loudly and impatiently, "I'm not going to ask whether you've ever had sex, because when girls go off to college, that's what they do, at least once in a while if not more. But have you ever wanted to fuck a black man?"
I hadn't ever considered race at all. I wasn't a racist, and I didn't have anything either for or against black men, or men of any colour for that matter, but my very few male sexual partners so far had all been white. I also hadn't fetishized about any black dicks whenever I'd watched some online porn.
Brandi then asked, her tone indicating she was amused by my lack of a response, "Or to bring my question more to the immediate point, have you ever fantasized about 'doing'a black man with a huge dick... like the one you're staring at right now?"
"No, I haven't actually," I finally answered, although I was certainly thinking about it right now... and I knew my masturbation session tonight once I got back home, would feature visualizations of this black dick. It really was magnificent!
"No, you haven't fucked a black stud yet, or no, you haven't ever fantasized about it?"
"I haven't done either one," I answered, unable to tear my gaze away from this majestic dick. Its sheer size, both in length and thickness, was utterly beautiful! And although I'd never pondered having sex with a black man before, it would be hard to dismiss the thought now. They say size matters, and I imagined it truly did.
"Do you like what you see, Amanda?" My stepmother asked, continuing to stroke Drake's mighty dick.
I didn't answer.
I wasn't the kind of person who could lie. I was a good girl. And on the rare occasions when I tried to tell a fib nobody ever believed me. So I didn't answer. Because yes, I most certainly did like what I was seeing!
"There's nothing like a big... fat... black... dick, Amanda," she drawled, inserting brief but dramatic pauses after each descriptive word, while she kept stroking the long, thick shaft. She then did something I damn well knew I couldn't do. She leaned down and fucking deep throated that entire ten-inch monster!
Drake then placed his obviously strong hand on the back of her head and held her there for a few seconds before he let her go (while she hadn't struggled at all)!
"Jesus!, I gasped, stunned by her ability to swallow his entire ten inches of fat dick... and my bare pussy even leaked an inch or so down my right leg.
She pulled back out and said, with a string of saliva extending between her lips and his dick, "Especially when he's choking your throat with it."
"You're a nasty slut," I accused, shocked not only by her deed, but also just because she'd even tried.
"Probably so," she shrugged. "Every woman turns into a slut once she gets blacked. Isn't that right, Drake?"
"That's been my experience, yes," he agreed, not really bragging, just saying matter-of-factly.
"Yeah, the saying 'Once you go black, there's no going back,' is no myth," Brandi said.
"I've never heard that expression before," I said. "And you say it's a fact?" once again mesmerized by his dick. God, did it look tempting! It was his bright, shiny apple to my Eve... except this time it was chocolate. Dark, delicious-looking, creamy milk chocolate. Yum!
"Trust me," she said. "It's true."
"I'll have to take your word for it," I said offhandedly, even though I totally believed her.
"Come and sit on the other side of him," she said, gesturing towards the empty end of the couch.
"No thanks," I said, even though a large part of me wanted to do just that. I felt completely overwhelmed by that dick's size, and by its sheer glory. I certainly wouldn't admit it to my bitch of a stepmother, but yeah, I really wanted to have that dick inside me.
"Sit!" she demanded suddenly and very loudly. "Right now!"
I don't know why I felt compelled to obey her. I tried to tell myself it was only because I wanted that dick, and I seriously hoped that was my reason, but as I hurried to seat myself on Drake's left, arriving close beside him and his huge, fully erect dick, a rush of pleasurable adrenaline coursed through me. I mean, I already knew I was a bit submissive sexually... since I enjoyed pleasing whatever guy I was with, and I knew I'd have no problem with trying to please my long-time chum Drake as best I could, now that I was seeing him in an entirely new light. But automatically leaping to obey the woman I hated the most in the world... the way I'd just done? That really confused me.
So then I just silently sat still.
"Good girl," she said as she continued stroking it.
I continued just watching in awe, and she eventually asked me, "Isn't it beautiful?"
I wanted to scream, 'Yes, it fucking is!', but instead I just silently continued admiring this beautiful black dick, wishing to avoid allowing my stepmom to regain any of the power she'd lost by getting caught... my phone still recording her infidelity. Plus every word that I said! I'd have to watch myself.
She kept stroking. "You must be speechless at the very sight of it, which I can well understand. I still remember my first black dick," she added fondly.
After a few more minutes while I watched her hand going up and down, repetitively up and down... somewhat affecting me like a hypnotist's watch might... and making me even hungrier for that lovely dick... I almost reached out my hand to stroke it.
"Do you like it?" she asked.
Again, I didn't respond. I just couldn't break eye contact with that glorious dick!
"Go ahead, Amanda. Just touch it for a bit," Brandi offered. "You'll never have felt anything like it!"
I wasn't sure I could resist. I knew I shouldn't, but I almost couldn't help myself. It was just so big, black, and beautiful! It was... almost... drawing me to it like a moth to a flame. Again, I didn't speak... or move a muscle... but when she grabbed my wrist and gently guided my unresisting hand towards it, I opened my fingers wide, and attempted to wrap them around his dick.
"Look how big that dick is in your hand," Brandi said as I thrilled to its veiny hardness. To its slight pulsations. It was just so damn big!
I was slowly... and kinda worshipfully... stroking my hand up and down it, very much like she'd been doing, and she gushed (dramatically like she always did), "I just knew you'd love this dick!"
I hated that I'd caught her cheating... yet somehow I was now sitting with her on the couch with that same dick in my hand. A dick I wanted in my mouth, too! And in my pussy.
"I bet you're wondering what this big black dick would feel like inside your cute little white mouth," Brandi accurately read my mind... so that I suddenly worried that my cheeks... which felt like they were burning with shame... were revealing to her just how badly I wanted that to happen.
When I still didn't say anything, she accused, her voice suddenly far more aggressive, "We all know how badly you want to stick that dick inside your dirty whorish mouth!"
My eyes went wide at being called a whore... by a whore! My limited sexual experience... even though it had been growing in fits and starts while I was away at college... was to date far short of qualifying me for the whore category.
"Yeah, Amanda. Lurking behind your 'sweet girl' exterior, I can see you... the real you... the nasty slut you," Brandi continued even while I kept stroking that dick. I detested this verbal abuse, but I couldn't take my hand away from his dick. I just couldn't! It was the most perfect and gorgeous dick I'd ever seen!
As I continued marvelling over Drake's dick with my slow, deliberate strokes, Brandi continued verbally assaulting me. "You look like a dirty slut!" "Stroke it, you filthy whore!" And, "I bet you want that dick deep in your dick-hungry mouth!"
I remained silent. I didn't like those nasty names, but my body was betraying me, since I felt wetness leaking out of me, and each name she called me somehow made me tingle, and indeed I did want that dick in my mouth... I was reasonably sure I didn't have a dick-hungry mouth ongoingly... but at the moment I was damn hungry for a particular dick.
"Drake, would you like to fuck this pretty girl's face?" Brandi asked. "I hear you were little kids together once upon a time, but now she's all grown up, and she wants to be your slut."
"Hell yeah," Drake said, not overly suave, but who needed to be suave with a dick like his? Seriously, that big, black dick needed no words said... it spoke for itself.
"It's time, slut," my stepmother said. "Time for you to suck a nice... big... black... dick." She once again paused after saying each descriptive word... which somehow made my mouth water. I didn't mind sucking dick, although it had never been something I'd actually craved to do... but at this moment, there was nothing I wanted more than that nice, fat dick between my lips.
She grabbed the shaft, pointed it directly at my face and ordered, while her other hand pushed on the back of my head, "Now suck it, slut. Suck that big, black dick."
I couldn't help it! I leaned forward, and once I was close enough I opened my mouth instinctively, while her hand pushed me inexorably towards the big dick... and kept going... and soon it was inside my mouth, and not much later I was gagging on it... and she still kept me going... and before too much longer, she was still holding my head in place, with the entirety of his long, wide dick balls-deep inside me! Just like I'd been dumbfounded she'd managed to accomplish a bit earlier!



"Choke on it, you dumb bimbo," the uneducated gold digger said to the ace student. All of this should have made me furious, but instead I was completely intoxicated by this dick in my mouth, and I focused on holding my breath (as opposed to dwelling on the fact that I couldn't breathe at all), so I wouldn't puke. I wanted to learn how to suck this dick, and to suck it better than my fucking stepmother ever could!
By the time she finally released the back of my head, my eyes were watering like crazy, and I coughed as I backed off, gasping desperately for air, while a cascade of saliva flooded down my chin.
"Now take it back into your mouth, Amanda. Show Drake what a white dick-sucking whore you are for his black dick," she ordered, and again she roughly shoved my head onto Drake's delicious equipment.
I didn't struggle against her... far from it!... and when I gagged a bit once, she repeated, "Choke on it, you nasty whore!"
When she released my head and I backed off again, this time I was breathing heavily, but not desperately. I'd never wanted a dick more in my life, but the humiliation my stepmother kept hurling at me was mortifying. Talk about 'the best of times and the worst of times'!
"Now show us how badly you want that dick," she ordered, again pushing my head towards the dick, but this time she didn't force me to deep throat it and gag.
So this time I took it into my mouth somewhat freely, and I began to bob... relishing the surreal sensation of sucking a dick in my Dad's office (where a long time ago I'd once wheedled little Drakey into playing jacks with me)... while my bitch of a stepmom cheered me on... in her own way.
"Oh yeah, suck that dick, bitch," she exhorted me, and "keep going, you filthy whore."
For reasons I told myself weren't obedience or my surrender to her, just good honest lust, I bobbed faster and hungrier, always taking more and more of his massive snake into my mouth, and soon down my throat with each motion, although in this position where I was in lying on my side, I found it a struggle to get my mouth going with any kind of smooth motion.
As if reading my mind and my slight visible struggle, she ordered, while tugging at my arm, not roughly this time, but still with intent as his dick slipped out of my mouth, "Get down on your knees; you'll find it easier that way, you dick-hungry cum slut."
I mindlessly obeyed. Yes, partly out of obedience, I now had to admit to myself, but also partly because I hoped that I would find that this new position was more comfortable, and more effective for sucking... since lying down with my head above his dick and bent all sideways had been pretty awkward.
"Watch him stroking it," Brandi advised, as Drake slowly stroked his beautiful dick, which was now glistening with my own saliva. Yes, it was black... which somehow made it seem sexier to me I guess, but it was its size and girth that really made me have to have it... immediately in my mouth again, and soon afterwards I hoped, inside my pussy, too.
I stared at it, mesmerized... it was the perfection of penises. I mean it should occupy the Best in Show station in that art gallery of living dicks... you know the one... it's on one of those back streets downtown near the burlesque theatre.
"Suck it, Amanda, suck it willingly, and you can become a white submissive for black dick just like I am," she said as Drake was now stroking his dick only a few inches in front of my face.
I did want to suck it. And if he allowed it, I did want him to fuck me with it. But was I really willing to step into the category of a 'white submissive slut for black dick'? I mean if I took this dick inside my tight white pussy, then forever after would I never be able to enjoy any man with a smaller dick? Don't laugh at me, this was a serious question.
"Now, slut," Brandi ordered, as she dropped to her knees next to me. "It's now or never."
"Fuck it," I said out loud, though I'd just meant to think it, and without her even touching me this time, I opened my mouth, leaned forward, and took it back into my mouth.
"Nice thought, and that will come later," my stepmom assured me, as I resumed bobbing on this dick of all dicks.
I'd been bobbing for thirty seconds or so before I felt her go behind me, grab both sides of my head, and resume forcing me to suck down the entire thing. She was pushing forcefully on my head, so all ten inches were tickling my tonsils and making me gag audibly a little. Whereupon she ordered/explained, "Yeah slut, keep choking on that big black dick, and before long we'll have totally destroyed your pesky gag reflex. Believe me, I'm much better off without mine."
She continued using my head roughly to suck Drake... so except for holding myself up, I just relaxed... and she continued saying, "That's right, Amanda. Take all of it between those pretty pink lips."
I kept gagging a little with each rough shove when my lips were planted in his pubes, and she continued her verbal abuse. "Yeah, take that big black dick down your throat, you dirty whore," and "I bet your Daddy wouldn't think you were so sweet and innocent if he walked in right now, would he?"
Her mentioning my Dad instantly made a flood of guilt wash through me. Just half an hour ago, maybe less, I'd thought I had my stepmom busted, and soon I could send her out of my life... but now I was performing like a sex puppet for her and her young black lover. It was time to put a halt to all of this! To stand up for myself! To protect my Dad... and myself! And to delete that damned sound file my phone was still recording, before anyone could listen to it!
Yet when she let go of my head, I just kept sucking. Hungrily doing my best to take his entire dick smoothly into my throat. I just had to become able to swallow it all down reliably.
"Oh yeah, Drake, I think now she loves taking your big dick down her throat," Brandi said. And she was right! I bobbed hungrily, striving to take more and more and more of it smoothly with each bob.
"Yeah, she looks real hot with my dick in her mouth," Drake said. He'd always been a guy who only used a few words.
"Is it time for you to fuck her pretty face?" Brandi asked.
"Fuck yeah," he agreed, and once again I felt my stepmother's hands tightly grasping both sides of my head.
"She's ready. Fuck her pretty face," she ordered. "Bounce your balls off her chin!"
"Yeah," Drake groaned, and he stood up and began pumping his fat, mouth-and-throat-stretching dick between my lips.
"Oh yeah, fuck my daughter's face! Fuck it good," she cheered.
Hearing her calling me her 'daughter' was surprising, and it should have annoyed me, but all I wanted right now was to focus on this wonderful dick pounding in and out of my mouth.
"Oh yeah, give her that entire dick, Drake," she continued, while he filled my mouth again and again with all ten inches of his meat. I gagged a few times, but I was definitely getting more accustomed to having this massive dick deep inside my throat.
"My turn!" she said. And she let go of my head, dropped to her knees next to me, grabbed his dick, and took it into her mouth.
I was immediately watching... and feeling overwhelming jealousy! She devoured that ten-inch dick with relative ease compared to my efforts... without even a slight gagging sound.
But my jealousy dissolved just as immediately when she backed off and ordered, rather generously I thought, "Lick his shaft, Amanda. Let's work this dick together."
"Okay," I said mindlessly, even though I'd really rather have that dick back in my mouth... but this sharing was an okay alternative. Fair was fair, I supposed. So while I rolled my tongue up and down his fat, throbbing shaft, Brandi sucked on his dick head.
"His balls, slut, suck on those big cum-filled balls," Brandi ordered before she began bobbing on a few inches of his dick.
I'd never sucked on balls before... nor had I ever seen a completely shaved set of dick and balls. But I did as she'd instructed, searching for and finding a ball by touch and sucking it into my mouth. It felt awkward, but interesting. I just wasn't sure if I was doing it right, or even if there was a 'right way'. I then found the other ball, so I milked that one into my mouth instead.
"Yeah, suck those balls good, you tramp," she ordered as I switched back and forth.
A minute later she asked, "You love being Drake's dick-sucking slut, don't you?"
I didn't answer. I didn't want to admit it to her, nor did I want it to go onto the audio I was still recording (now only by default since I couldn't get to my purse), but I did return my tongue-work back to his shaft.
"Answer me, you dumb slut," Brandi rebuked me, grasping the fat dick, and slapping my face with it.
"Yes," I finally admitted, although it was pretty obvious, given my obedient, hungry actions.
"Yes what?" she asked, slapping my face with the dick again.
Okay, I no longer had any choice about it! "Yes, I love being Drake's white dick-sucking slut," I admitted loudly, shame and lust battling against each other inside me... with lust easily winning with a knockout punch! And I did it before she could say anything more, even though my cheeks were burning red with shame while my body burned with desire.
"Now come back up and suck this dick some more, Amanda," Brandi ordered. "Show Drake how you're just dying to get his big load of cum all over your face!"
Drake's finishing hadn't even occurred to me (and I'd been calling her stupid), but as soon as I heard her say that, I did want it. More than anything! I wanted to feel his dick pulsing in my mouth and throat, and to watch it erupt, plastering my face with his warm seed. So I silently leapt for that dick, taking it back in my mouth.
"Yeah, suck it all down," Brandi encouraged me, while she took a turn at sucking on his big black balls.
I sucked his dick wildly for the next couple minutes, impressed by his stamina. No other guy had ever lasted even close to this long when I'd sucked a dick or a guy had fucked me.
Brandi went on to say even more: a variety of wicked things that made my pussy both burn and leak simultaneously. "Do it! Take it all down that throat, just like the filthy slut you are!"
Again she skewered my head forcefully onto his dick, again making me gag... but this time only a bit.
She'd let me back mostly off, and then she'd shove my head back down. This occurred repeatedly for a couple minutes, as I backed off, and then she shoved my head roughly all the way to against his groin... treating me like a kinky and only slightly forced version of a slutty human yo-yo.
"Do you feel like a whore yet?" she inquired. "Can you admit to me you're now addicted to this lovely black dick?"
No, I couldn't admit it, but only because my mouth was stuffed whorishly full of this lovely black dick! So I just moaned in response, which seemed to encourage her even more, and her litany of verbal assault continued. "Yeah, you're such a slut, and such a good little slut!" And she let me resume control of my dick sucking while she breathed her hot breath into my ear, saying, "You love this so much. Yes. Amanda, you love it so much it's as if you're insane! And just like I was, you were born to suck black dick. Behind that nerdy exterior, probably ever since puberty, lies a nasty dick slut. So take that entire dick, Amanda! Gobble it down!"
She then shoved roughly on my head and held it all the way down. And with ten inches of black meat in my mouth and down my throat she accused me forgivingly (since she was just as bad or worse, and she reveled in it), "You're such a whore. You love that dick deep down inside your throat, don't you? You love choking on it!"
"Oh fuck," Drake grunted, and he pulled away and splattered my face with a massive volume of warm cum!
"Oh yes, paint my white daughter's face even whiter!" Brandi enthused. "Baptize her as a white slut for big black dick!"
"Oh yes," I moaned mindlessly as her words, and the sensations of getting my very first facial (I'd never allowed them until now, wrongfully considering them disgusting) made my pussy burn, and I reached my left hand under my skirt and to my very needy pussy. (And straight to my warm, wet flesh. Going commando is often a good idea!)
"You love his dick now, don't you, Amanda?" she asked, obviously knowing whether my reply would be Yay or Nay even before I told her.
"I do! I fucking love it!" I answered, taking his dick back into my mouth for a bit, even while his cum was still oozing down my face, so I could hunt down any last remnants of his creamy cum I could find.
"And now you want it in your cunt, don't you?" she asked while I gently nursed on his dick.
I backed off of it and said, saying something I couldn't even believe was escaping my mouth, "Yes Mommy, I really do."
"So you're finally admitting that you want this dick that you've just had in your mouth so you could tease out any last few drops of cum it still had to offer... and you want this dick we've been sharing, to dive into your tight... white... cunt?" she asked, doing that pausing for dramatic effect thing again, as she took it away from me, back into her own hands, and started stroking it again.
"And you want it inside you as soon as possible."
"Yes," I admitted.
"Yes what?" she asked. "Be descriptive. Drake has a dozen white sluts at this party alone who are waiting impatiently for him to return, any of whom would happily replace you in a heartbeat!"
I wondered if that was true. It was getting very late and almost everyone would have gone home by now, but I sure didn't want to risk that those girls hadn't, so I said, "Yes, I want that wonderful... big... black... dick inside my tiny... pink... pretty... pussy." (Two of us could play that pausing for effect game.)
"Call it a cunt whenever we're playing," she corrected me, as she slipped out of her dress to reveal some very sexy black lingerie, and stockings held up by a garter-belt. And she was commando, just like I was.
"Yes Mommy, I want Drake to stick his lovely big... fat... black... dick all the way up my sloppy white cunt," I amended, sounding like a complete bimbo whore... which, for the first time in my life, I suppose I not only was, but that was what I wanted to be.
"Then yes you may, little missy. But only after you've watched your Mommy take this black dick for a ride," she said. She then shoved Drake back, and he fell backwards a little awkwardly onto the couch. She then straddled him reverse cowboy, and dropped onto his dick very aggressively, and while looking straight into my eyes, she reached back and unclasped her bra... to reveal a very large pair of real tits... much larger than my small, perky ones.
"Come and kneel in front of Drake, while you watch Mommy riding his dick," she ordered.
I obeyed, by now totally enthralled by everything that had happened and was still happening. Which at that moment was my stepmother's completely shaved pink pussy bouncing on that wonderfully contrasting black dick, and it was captivating!
"Good girl," she purred, as she really rode that dick.
"Suck his balls, slut," she ordered.
By this time I was sold... on just about everything... even including obeying her without any hesitation! So I just kept on obeying... this time by sucking and licking his balls while she was riding him. (Which was only doable because he was sitting way forward on the couch, not way back.)
After a couple minutes, she climbed off of his big dick, knelt next to him on the couch and ordered, "Now come and fuck me doggy style, Drake. Fuck me with that huge mother-fucking prick."
"So insatiable," Drake said, standing up as I scuttled slightly back to give him some space... his dick glistening with her pussy juices... so close to my face that I could smell her on it.
He got behind her and started fucking her from behind. "Oh yes, Drake, I need it so bad." (I could have been impudent and corrected her grammar, but this wasn't the time or the place... nor was I in the mood to get snotty.)
I remained on my knees, voyeuristically watching the kinky act as his dick disappeared inside her again and again.
"Get closer slut, just as close as you can. I want you to really watch your new Mommy getting pounded," Brandi moaned while she was indeed getting pounded.
I continued obeying her, without a trace of my normal resistance or resentment.
After a few deep thrusts while she moaned wildly, she said, "Now taste Mommy's pussy on his dick, slut."
Before I had even a moment to do anything at all, Drake had pulled out and slid his dick into my slightly open mouth.
"See? Doesn't Mommy taste good?" she asked rhetorically, and I indeed did taste her pussy. I doubted she had a clue that I'd already explored my lesbian side somewhat, and I'd thoroughly enjoyed the taste of every pussy I'd licked so far... in fact I preferred it to male cum... but tasting my stepmom, whom I hated, was yet another humiliation. Or was that even true now? Did I still hate her at this point in the evening? Did I still hate her at all anymore? And was her constantly humiliating me tonight necessarily a bad thing? It sure kept my engines running! I'd have to reflect on these questions sometime... but later on, when all this exhilarating sex action wasn't happening.
As he continuously pulled back out and slid back into her, she continuously cried out things like, "Oh yes, fuck me! Give me that dick!"
And then for a couple minutes, Drake would fuck her for several strokes, no rhyme or reason to how many, and then he'd pull out, face fuck me for a few strokes, and then slide back into Brandi's pussy.
"Don't stop fucking me, Drake, I need it so bad," Brandi moaned loudly, and she began to bounce back on his dick, her orgasm obviously imminent.
I watched in voyeuristic awe, hoping that dick would be slamming into me real soon, as Brandi babbled, "Oh yeah! Show my slut daughter what kind of slutty fuck toy I am, too!" and, "Yes, give me that black dick!" and, "Blacken my white pussy even blacker!" and eventually, "Don't stop! I'm so fucking close!"
Finally while I watched, my hand again going to my needy pussy, still happy I'd decided not to wear any underwear, she bellowed, likely loud enough to alert any remaining guests about the elicit happenings transpiring in my Dad's office, "Yes, Drake! Fuuuuuuuuck!"
Her entire body quaked, and she collapsed on the couch. Drake's dick slipped out, and while I pondered whether or not I should bury my face in her pussy and lap up her cum, Drake trumped my speculating by sliding his dick back in my mouth.
Even while her orgasm kept going, she said, looking back dreamily, "You want that dick in your pussy, Amanda?"
"Yes please, Mommy," I said in full submissive mode as he pulled his dick out, and I savoured the aftertaste of my Mommy's tasty pussy.
"Then get out of that dress," she ordered. Otherwise you'll ruin it, and you won't even care until afterwards."
I quickly did, revealing my bra, garter-belt, stockings, and of course... no panties.
"You came to the party commando, just like I did," she giggled, catching sight of my semi-trimmed pussy. "You really are a slut."
I didn't say anything, since given my underwear choices and everything I'd been doing so willingly tonight, I'd already proved I was a real slut.
"Get up here," she ordered.



"Yes, Mommy," I repeated, that maternal term so perverse it kept turning me on. She wasn't my actual Mom. No, I'd always one of those, and my Mom was a much better person than Brandi was... but as of tonight, I also had a Mommy.
I got onto the couch, bent over, and mooooaned, as Drake quickly and easily slid his monster truck... I mean dick... inside my pussy. "Ooooooh," I moaned again, never using actual words during sex... since anytime I tried, I found it rather awkward.
"So hot," she purred, and she rolled over, rested her back against the armrest of the couch with her legs spread wide, and slowly rubbed her by now sloppy pink pussy. From there, she had a great view of the penetration, and her eyes never strayed away from it except once when she winked at me.
"Yeah, Drake, fuck her hard, fuck that white pussy," she heartened us with while Drake fucked me... although not as hard or deep as he'd been fucking Brandi.
So I agreed with her, using actual words, and saying things that normally I never would. Like, "Yes Drake, slam that big black snake into my white cunt!"
"Yeah, she needs it bad," Brandi purred.
I agreed, weakly (and ungrammatically), while he did indeed start fucking me harder, "Yes, so bad."
"You love that big black dick in your pretty pussy, don't you, whore?"
"Yes Mommy, I really do," I moaned, the hard fucking and the nasty talk accelerating my impending orgasm and making me a mindless slut for this dick.
"Fuck her harder Drake, spoil that pussy for any pathetic white dick that dares to try and please her; ruin it for any white guys," she continued her wicked words while Drake slammed into me hard, his dick going way deeper into my pussy than I'd thought was even possible!
"Oh God," I moaned, my orgasm cresting rapidly.
"Give her that black dick," she continued, still rubbing herself. "I need you to fuck that cunt as hard as you can!" I wasn't sure whether by 'that cunt', she meant me or my actual cunt. But either way, I totally agreed with her sentiment.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, informing me that his orgasm might be getting close too.
"Bend her around like a pretzel," she said (whatever that meant), but I guessed he did when he pulled out, lifted me into the air like I was a stuffed toy, spun me around, placed me gently onto my back, grabbed my ankles, leaned against my legs for maximum penetration, and slid back into me... my many years as a competitive gymnast until I'd peaked at sixteen and began going downhill becoming very handy all over again.
"Oh fuck," I moaned as he reached new depths, and could stimulate even more of my erogenous zones by using this angle.
"Do you want it even harder, whore?" Brandi asked.
"Yes please," I answered weakly, completely overwhelmed.
"Then yeah, fuck the bitch even harder," Brandi demanded. "Drill my dirty daughter's twat!"
"Yes, fill me right up, Drake! Fill my cunt so full of your black dick that tonight I'll be dreaming about little black babies," I said just rhetorically of course, with my euphoria imminent.
"Yeah, fuck that whore," Brandi jumped in again.
"Yeah, and Drake... you can do anything you want with me that you want, and I mean anything," I declared as he slammed fully into me.
"Come, baby girl," she ordered, and by now, she was fidgeting .
"Yes, yes, Mommy!" I screamed as my orgasm struck me, unlike anything I could ever have imagined, maybe something like being struck by a tornado and a powerful earthquake simultaneously.
"Don't stop pounding her yet, Drake," she urged while I rode my high of utter sexual submission and explosion.
"Yes, please don't stop," I whispered as the pleasure consumed me and yet continued.
Then he suddenly pulled out, and so I begged him with lustful urgency, even while a gush of girl cum squirted out of me, "Please! I need that dick back in my pussy so bad!"
"How bad?" my stepmother asked.
"Like I'm a dirty whore bad," I answered, so Drake slid his dick back into me and resumed his powerful pumping.
"Oh yes, and I'm your dirty whore," I told him as his dick slid back into me, and desperate for this pleasure never to end, I began bouncing powerfully back onto it.
"Tell him what you want from him, slut," Brandi ordered.
"Drake, I what I want is for you to fuck my pussy, to make me into your white cum bucket, and to use me however you want as your submissive sex toy," I declared mindlessly while I kept bouncing back on his big fucking dick!
"Fuck the shit out of her, Drake," Brandi called out.
"That's right, fuck the shit out of me!" I agreed while he bucked forward every time I was bouncing back, creating new waves of pleasure during a slight lull in my continuing orgasm.
"Turn her into a blacks only cum rag," she added.
"Yes, destroy my cunt for all those teensy white dicks forever," I declared, a second orgasm rising quickly, even while the first one was still hanging on for dear life.
"God, you take his huge dick so well," Brandi said approvingly while she finger banged herself... and I was tempted to lean down and dive into her pussy... but I resisted successfully... for now. But I wouldn't resist her forever! I knew that now.
"Harder! Please fuck me harder!" I begged, as he spread my legs as wide as they'd go and really slammed into me.
"Yeah, fuck her with that black dick!" she sang out. "Shatter that white pussy!"
"Oh, fuck yes, fuck me, fuck me so hard, so fucking deep," I babbled, as rapture continued hurling its hurricane of pleasure through my very core.
"Are you my white whore?" he asked.
"Yes, yes I am, Master," I declared, not even realizing I'd said that word. "I'm your white whore!"
"Oh yeah, take it slut, take your Master's black dick," Brandi continued, as she watched me getting demolished.
"Oh fuck, more, Mommy, make him give me more," I pleaded, my second orgasm by now feeling so close!
"Give it to my daughter, baby. Dump that potent load deep inside her fertile pussy," she changed course. My eyes went wide upon hearing her wicked, risky instruction, and she wasn't being rhetorical at all, that was fucking literal! But before I could say anything I heard him grunt, and I felt his load spewing inside my unprotected womb.
"Fuck," he grunted succinctly.
And while his dominant seed sprayed my pussy walls, it triggered my second orgasm, so I too screamed, a bit less succinctly, "Fuuuuuuck!"
"Oh yeah, breed my baby girl," Brandi approved as he despoiled my cunt with his massive load shooting inside me.
"Fuck," I said weakly, as I realized the massive risk to my future professional life that had just transpired... but because of the rapture of this sexual heaven, I didn't remotely care at the moment... while my legs were twitching, my head swimming, and pleasure pulses were scorching every cubic inch of my body and soul.
When he eventually pulled out, I felt his cum, and my cum leaking out of me as I collapsed on the couch, completely spent and broken.
Brandi leaned into me and kissed me. I kissed her back. Yes, because I wanted to.
When she broke the kiss, she calmed down a bit and said, "And if you want it to be, tonight was only the first installment of that 'best present ever' I mentioned to you earlier today."
"Oh dear! Then I'll have to apologize sincerely for being such a bitch to you earlier, and admit that tonight really was the best present anyone's ever given me, ever! But what more could there possibly be?" I asked, exhausted.
"There's a place not too far from here called The Pit, where white women go to get all the black dick they can ever desire," she said. "And even better, it's a franchise and there's another one in Boston just across the Charles River from Harvard!"
"Sounds delicious," I said dreamily.
"Oh it really is," she smiled, kissing me again.
"Cool," I said.
"Oh, and there's another thing: I wasn't cheating on your Dad tonight. You see, I have a dirty little secret that nobody knows except Drake and your father. I'm what they call a hotwife, which means every time I have sex with someone... which I do a lot... the next time your father and I are in bed together, we get naked, and I tell your Dad all about it while he gets all excited and jacks off. Which also means that tomorrow night I'll be telling him all about what you and I did with Drake tonight!"
I gasped in horror!
"Don't worry," she reassured me. "He'll love hearing all about his loving daughter becoming such a dirty slut! He'll be so proud of you!"
"Oh?" I said, this a lot to take in.
"Don't worry," she said, seeing my hesitation, "your Daddy loves hearing the stories or even watching live sometimes."
"Well," I said, pulling my phone out of my dress (I insist on pockets on any dress I buy), "please don't get angry, but my phone has a sound recording of everything we said and did tonight, and it's still recording us. I had hoped to use it to get you in serious trouble."
She burst out laughing, pointing to the camera in the corner, (how didn't I see that? I mean its literally her phone on a tripod), "I made one too."
"Jesus," I said, shaking my head and waving to the camera, not sure what I thought of my father seeing me in such a compromising situation, yet I added, "Merry Christmas, Daddy!"
My new 'Mommy Dearest' (in a really good way) kissed me again, grabbed my head, and guided it between her pussy lips and said, "Merry Black Christmas baby girl, you filthy whore!" (Also in a good way).
THE END
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Family Tradition: 3 Virginities Lost
Their Dad's death had crushed the family.
Everything had changed in the blink of an eye, or at least that's how it felt to them.
He'd always been as healthy as a horse, but then he came down with cancer, and within six months, their beloved Dad and husband went from completely healthy... to stone cold dead.
Fortunately, his life insurance policy plus an employer who'd respected him greatly, left the Hamilton family in great shape... at least financially. But emotionally, the family was now broken and lost.
It was the 1950s. They were a traditional Catholic family.
Dad had worked.
Mom had kept herself busy at home and she still did.
Dad had coached Little League on weekends.
Mom had been a prominent member of the PTA. She'd had to resign.
Dad had taught his two sons to behave like gentlemen, and his daughter had been a complete Daddy's Girl. All in all, he'd been a perfect father and a perfect husband.
Everyone in the community had considered the Mom and Dad to be the perfect married couple... and in truth they were. They'd loved each other unconditionally. A perfect Dick and Jane... and yes, those were actually their names.
Only a few people in our community knew that behind their perfect personas... lurked a scandalous secret. A secret that if anyone told them, no one would believe. They were lifelong members of a secret Society... a secret incestuous male-dominated hierarchy called the Order of Syndom. It was a Society that had been around for decades (or centuries, actually), a Society that looked after each other. A Society that was literally a loving, extended family... which embraced the loving principle of lots of loving sex, primarily (but far from exclusively) within loving families. But only between adults. That was a hard and fast rule.
Commonly on the day a child turned eighteen, he or she was initiated into the Society... first by their father, or maybe their mother (and often both, since gay and lesbian sex weren't the least bit taboo within the Society... and truthfully, any sexual perversion (so long as it didn't cause any lasting physical harm) was actively encouraged within this Society. And then following one or both parents initiating their offspring (the initiation consisted of an educational segment, followed by the parent(s) having sex with their adult child), they held a celebratory family orgy that included all of its adult members. And then it eventually burgeoned into a massive orgy that included all the Society members in the area able to attend
For instance, Jane had initially been fucked by her Dad on her eighteenth birthday, and that very same day she'd discovered her joy for eating pussy, when she went down on her mother. She'd also discovered the joy of being spit-roasted by her Dad and elder brother, as well as the thrill of anal sex. Two years later, she was in attendance when her younger sister Helen became the final family member to join the Society. (When a couple decades later, she told her children about it, she shared that their Aunt Helen had the sweetest tasting pussy, and as soon as they had the chance, they should prove it to themselves. Or at least her sons should, since as men, they could simply demand what they wanted. Their sister would need to ask very nicely, since her Aunt Helen was senior to her in the hierarchy.)
Dick had lost his virginity to his mother (just like most men did in the Order of Syndom). In his case, before telling him anything, she'd astonished him by waking him up with a blow job in his own bed, where she'd extracted and swallowed his load number one for the day. Then later on, after his Dad had explained what was going on, he discovered his new breakfast favourite... his Mom's homemade pie. Lastly, after making his way through school that day, where he certainly wasn't very focused, he lost his actual virginity to his Mom, while his Dad watched approvingly and gave him a pointer from time to time. Dick, unfortunately an only child, had never gotten to fuck a sister.
The triplets in the family we're focussing on... John, James and Elizabeth, had no idea of their parents', grandparents', and many past generations', secrets while they were growing up.
At the time of their Dad's death, they were all seventeen. Each of them would become eighteen on Dec 22nd. Each of them was oblivious to the earth-shattering, life-altering Christmas present their late father had arranged for them.
Before Dick passed, he and Jane had agreed that contrary to tradition, Jane should delay their triplets' initiation a few days until Christmas Morning.
Therefore on Christmas Morning, Jane knew exactly what was inside certain envelopes, having typed all three of them from her husband's longhand. By then they both knew his end was near, and Dick wanted to guarantee the secret Society would be kept alive in their family even if he wasn't, and he'd wanted to ensure that his wife would be looked after 'properly' by her sons. And also in slightly different ways by his daughter.
He contemplated sharing the secret with his sons before he passed, but he resisted the temptation. The Order had strict rules, and they were never broken... regardless of the situation... one of them being strict secrecy about even the existence of the Order until their child became an adult... at the age of eighteen. (While it is true that many states in the US, as well as many nations, have legal ages of consent lower than eighteen, that was irrelevant. The Society had mandated that their newest members needed to be legal adults when they first learned about, and then willingly joined the Society.) It may surprise some, but probably not many, that very few new adults declined their invitations. Jane was a bit of a scholar, and she had tracked down that the most recent decliner had lived at a certain address in Salt Lake City on May 22, 1933. (Which also happened to be the same day as the first modern sighting of the Loch Ness Monster, by Aldie and John Mackay.)
So on Christmas Morning, Jane was wearing white lingerie, like her husband had instructed her to, and white stockings... all hidden beneath her long silky robe, except for the stockings. Which wouldn't faze her children at all, since she wore nylons every day. One of the expectations of the Society was that women must wear nylons at almost all times. (But while they were bathing or swimming for instance, that would just be silly!) It was a symbol of sexuality and submission to their men. (Very few people in the world know that sheer stockings were first developed by a member of the secret Society for the purpose just mentioned.) Jane's daughter Elizabeth, unaware of the expectations she'd soon be required to abide by, already wore nylons regularly. She considered them sexy and a great accessory. Bright girl!
Also, like her husband had had, both of her sons had nylon fetishes... although she wouldn't be able to confirm her opinion as fact for another couple of hours or so.
She made breakfast, and called her kids downstairs... she'd only have a few hours alone with her children before her mother and father, brother and sister, as well as her in-laws and other relatives, all arrived for a Christmas supper... and then if everyone could wait that long... they would have the inevitable massive orgy to initiate her three children into the folds of the Society... meaning everyone would fuck each other. But right now her family of four hadn't even had breakfast yet, and Jane was feeling crazy horny. She'd gone three whole months without her daily fuckings from Dick and his daily loads of creamy cum (at least) for her to swallow, and she was simply dying for some dick. Although she could have asked any member of the Society for some dick or pussy... another rule was that whenever asked, a member could never refuse to have sex... but she'd decided to hold off until this special day. Since because of her abstinence, she felt particularly horny today, which in this case was an asset she planned to put to good use.
John came downstairs first, wearing only boxers and a robe... his dick going instantly hard upon seeing his hot Mom wearing white nylons. He had a massive nylon fetish because his mother and sister constantly wore them.
Elizabeth in her jammies followed him down.
James staggered down last, barely able to keep his eyes open... needing a shot of coffee before he'd be remotely prepared to start the day and re-enter civilization.
They ate breakfast as a family. Chatted about which of their relatives would be coming later today, and other generic chit chat... while Jane's pussy tingled with anticipation... even though she also felt some nervousness and insecurity about what she was about to instigate with her kids. Initiations were usually performed by the man of the house, and Dick had been prepared to take the lead in doing it. But alas, that wasn't possible now, and she was sad about that. But this was The Day. This was The Moment. She would've loved to share it with her husband.
After breakfast, she told her children to go shower and get dressed up for the family photo they always took before opening their gifts. James wasn't certain a family photo this year was a good idea without Dad, but his mother insisted, and her three children complied.
Almost an hour later, the boys now wearing suits, the mother and daughter wearing nice conservative dresses, had a few photos taken to choose between for their official one... their next-door neighbor coming over like she usually did to shoot the photo. They all felt a bit melancholic of course, since this was their first photo without their Dad or husband. His ghost lingered in all their hearts.
Then once the neighbor was gone...
"Kids," Jane called a surprise family meeting her kids weren't expecting to order, surprised by how nervous she suddenly felt.
"Yes?" they all asked in almost perfect unison. They thought she'd be announcing it was time to head over to the tree and begin unwrapping presents.
"Before we do anything else, I have a special gift for all of you," she said.
"Oh," John said.
"You didn't have to, Mom," James said consolingly, knowing the last few months had been really tough for all of them... but especially for his Mom. They had school to distract them from constant reminders of their family's tragedy... but Mom didn't have that.
"It's actually a gift from your father," she revealed. "Although he did consult me about it, and I highly approved."
"It's from Dad?" Elizabeth asked.
"Yes," Jane confirmed, as all three former children, now adults, processed this very limited information.
"What is it?" James asked.
"It's better if I just give it to you," she said, handing an envelope to each of her children, the boys' exactly the same... Elizabeth's somewhat similar, but also very different.
Each former kid examined their envelope with intrigue and nervousness. This was special! A Christmas gift from their deceased father!
None of them wanted to be the first one to open their envelope. No one wanted this unique moment of anticipation to end.
"Boys, you should both open yours first, since they're identical," Jane instructed.
"Yes ma'am," John agreed, tearing the envelope open carefully. He didn't want to take a chance of accidentally damaging the words inside in any way. Silly he knew, but still.
"Yes ma'am," James echoed, opening his carefully as well... which he never did with Christmas presents.
Elizabeth wanted to open hers too... but she respected her Mom's wishes, and waited for her turn. She was technically the youngest... by four whole minutes... but those four minutes had been used against her ever since. She was the baby... and it was no use arguing... it's just the way it was.
John pulled out his letter and began unfolding it.
Jane warned, "Your Dad said you must read it all the way through before you say anything meaningful. Your letter contains some very shocking revelations about our family and its history."
"Understood," John agreed, although he couldn't imagine what sort of shocking revelations his father could possibly have for him. Until now, except for the initial shock of learning his father had cancer, had been the shock of learning his father had smoked for a few years before quitting. His Dad hadn't really seemed like a smoker.
Both John and James looked at each other, with their letter in their hands... unfolded. They nodded to each other, and they both began reading their respective letters.
Son,
First, Merry Christmas. I am heartbroken not to be here for what should have been the most special Christmas of your life. That said, you and your brother are now the men of the house, and in our family that honorific comes with some very specific responsibilities and perks.
Second, before you continue reading, I need you to promise yourself not to pass judgement upon your mother and me until you have read every word. I know my passing must be very hard on your mother, and although I considered requesting your two grandfathers to come here to explain what you're about to read, instead I felt it was important for our family to do certain things together for the first time, with only the four of you present.
Third, remember that your mother and I both love you unconditionally.
John looked at his brother; James looked at his brother. They both had the same perplexed look on their faces. There was something ominous in their father's opening words.
Jane said, having never felt more nervous in her life, and she had experienced some very wild times... her fifteen-man family train on her wedding day was one... but the lack of her husband beside her for this very important family meeting made her feel very vulnerable, "Please just keep reading, boys."
"Yes ma'am," John said, detecting a major attack of nerves in his mother's tone and body language... even while he couldn't help glancing down at her sexy white nylons and pretty feet. If she wasn't his mother, he'd definitely fuck her, although he'd never tell her that, or make any overtures. In fact, most of his stroke fantasies featured older women: a few of his teachers, the church choir director, a few of his Mom's friends and, of course his Mom herself. And then there was his sister. She wasn't remotely an older woman, but she was gorgeous and constantly around, and sometimes when she went down the hall to shower wrapped in nothing but a towel, she got a bit careless. So he often fantasized about her, too.
"This is a little odd," James said.
"Remember, no judging," Jane reminded them, "once you've read through to the end we can discuss what you've read, and then... well, we can take it from there." She'd read this letter at least a hundred times... including a dozen times this morning before the kids woke up, and once again while they were showering and getting dressed.
"Okay, I won't," James agreed.
John, seven minutes the eldest, told his 'kid' brother, "Just read the letter."
"Yeah, yeah," James nodded, indeed curious to see where this was going.
Our family belongs to the Order of Syndom. This Order is a secret Society exclusive in its membership, and is even more secretive than the Freemasons. By reaching the age of eighteen you became a potential member, and following your three initiation ceremonies, and then swearing an oath of loyalty and secrecy, you shall become a lifetime member.
Our family has belonged to this Order since 1454.
"1454?" James asked.
"Yes, it's played a vital part in our family history for more than five centuries," the mother explained. She added, even though she knew they hadn't begun reading the shocking part yet. "And we've complied with its every expectation ever since the beginning."
"What are they reading, Mom? What does it say?" Elizabeth asked.
"Just be patient for now, honey. Soon you'll know all about it," Jane said, placing a hand on her daughter's leg... on her very sexy leg... although she was really looking forward to her two sons' young cocks pounding her long-neglected holes, and some double penetration was something she was really craving. But she was also dying to taste the forbidden fruit of her virginal eighteen-year-old daughter.
"Our letters are both the same, right?" John asked.
"Yes, they're exactly the same," Jane replied, tracing her fingers ever so slowly over her daughter's nylon-clad knee... happy that her daughter was wearing a fairly short dress.
"Maybe I should read it aloud," John suggested.
"Yes please," Elizabeth said, hating this not knowing what was going on.
"I guess that would be okay," the mother agreed. "This letter is different from Elizabeth's in a few ways, but our family history is the same." If her husband were here, he'd likely have had this conversation with all three of them at once. Twins were rare, and triplets unheard of in the Order. And there were no records at all, of three siblings being initiated at once. The most recent twins were in 1912, and they'd both been girls.
"And please start at the top?" Elizabeth requested.
"Yes, that make sense," John said, and he re-read, this time out loud, the first part of this surreal letter from beyond the grave.
When he got to where he'd stopped reading before, Elizabeth asked, "Mother, is all of this true?"
"Yes, honey," Jane said.
"It sounds really weird," Elizabeth added.
"The first time we learn about this it's always a lot to take in," the mother agreed. "And we haven't even touched on the important parts."
John, curious to see where this odd letter was going, resumed reading; this time out loud.
If I was there with you, I would be able to explain this matter far better than any letter could possibly do. Because what is about to follow you will find shocking. But not only is every word of it true, I expect you to abide by everything I'm about to tell you without question. You and your brother are now the men of the house, and you will need to look after your mother and your sister unconditionally and unequivocally.
"They'll have to look after us 'unconditionally and unequivocally'? What does that even mean?" Elizabeth asked.
"Shhhhhhh for now, honey," Jane ordered softly.
John too wondered what that phrase meant in this context, so he kept reading.
Before I explain what I expect from you today and for the rest of your life, you need to answer these questions, and to make certain pledges.
One: Do you commit to being one of the two men of our house?
"Do you, boys?" the mother asked, stretching out her legs, showcasing them 'by accident', all the way up to her garter-belt clasps.
"Yes Mother, of course I do," John pledged, distracted by his mother's amazing legs.
"Yes, Mom," James agreed as well.
"Good," she nodded, wiggling her shoeless toes ever so slightly. "Remember that commitment while you read on."
"Of course, Mom," John said, knowing that with their Dad gone, he and his brother would need to take on much more responsibilities than they had before.
"Then keep reading," Jane instructed, her nervousness fading a little, even though the most crucial information hadn't yet been revealed. She then made a command decision. She needed to play a prominent part in this presentation, because they mustn't have the slightest doubt that she agreed with everything her husband had written! She stood up, took the letters back from her sons and took control, "I think I should read the rest."



"Okay," both sons said. Their Mom was acting very oddly.
Two: Do you commit to doing everything I am about to demand you to do today and henceforward? I realize you have no idea what that will entail, so to paraphrase the question, how much do you trust me? Totally?
"Do you, my sons?" Jane asked, looking at her two manly men. The men who'd be here to look after her needs... all of her needs.
"Of course, Mom," John answered, still unaware where of where this was going, but it was getting very strange. But he did totally trust his Dad.
"Yes Mom, we promise to do whatever Dad wanted us to," James added, also finding this whole situation rather odd.
"Good. Very good," she approved. "Since today and from now on, the lifetime roles of all three of you are about to change dramatically."
"How so?" John asked.
"Sorry, I'm getting ahead of myself," Jane said. "I'm very excited to be sharing this secret with you, but I'm also quite nervous about what your reactions might be."
"We love you, Mom," James said sincerely. "We shall always be here for you."
"Yes, we will, Mom," John added. "We're ready to shoulder whatever new responsibilities Dad wanted us to take on."
"Me too, Mom," Elizabeth added, feeling left out. Which had always been the case. While Dad had taken the boys hunting or fishing, she'd been learning to cook, for instance. And she'd actually been sent just a few months ago to a weekend seminar all about how to be a good wife. She'd been lectured about requirements such as always having dinner ready when he got home, always dressing nicely for him, ensuring their house was always clean, teaching their children how to be well-behaved at all times, keeping her noise at a minimum, always greeting her husband with warmth and affection, and never wasting his time with your problems, but always making sure he's comfortable, always listening to him, and making every evening all about him.
"Then keep that in mind," Jane said, and she resumed reading.
Three: Understand that men are the providers, not only financially, although that is important, but also in making sure their women are satisfied.
"Satisfied?" Elizabeth asked.
John, suspecting he knew what that meant, asked, "Is he saying what I think he is?"
"I don't know," the Mom teased in a playfully coy tone. "What do you think he's saying?"
This response from his Mom confirmed he was right, while James was utterly confused.
"Just keep listening, honey," Jane said, giving her daughter's nylon-clad leg a squeeze... God was she looking forward to diving between those legs... there was almost nothing better than the taste of a young, ripe pussy.
"Okay," the daughter agreed, finding her Mom's hand playing around on her leg a little odd.
Four: You and your brother are now the Masters of the house.
"Masters?" John asked, this adding to his growing suspicion that this presentation was leading to something sexual... even though that made no sense.
"Yes John, you two are now our Masters," Jane emphasized, stressing the word while all three of her children looked at her with various levels of confusion. She continued, "This will all make sense in a few moments."
"Okay," John said, his dick hardening at the slim possibility that he was right.
Now we arrive at the actual point of this long preamble.
The Order of Syndom, as I mentioned, is a secret Society, a male-dominated hierarchy, and it has one special difference that sets us apart from all the other secret societies. Which we cannot state categorically, since all secret societies are fairly proficient in keeping their secrets secret.
The difference is INCEST.
The eyes of all three newly arrived adults went wide when they heard the scandalous word their mother had last spoken.
Then there was a long silence.
None of the kids had the faintest clue about what to say.
Jane finally broke the awkward silence by saying, "Look, I know you're all surprised, astonished even. So was I when I first learned about the Society."
"Mom, you're kidding us, right?" James asked.
"No, I don't think she is," John said, having processed the words he'd heard so far fairly well, added to the hierarchical nature of his family. Not just between his parents and their kids, but extending to how his grandparents had treated their children, and still did. Hierarchical was the perfect term for it.
"I'm not kidding you the least little bit," the mother asserted. This was the tense moment she'd been so worried about! Why she wished her husband could have been here... and she was beginning to regret not accepting one of the offers her Dad, father-in-law and brother had made to be here to help her to address this shocker to her triplets.
"And is it true that our grandparents, uncles and aunties all belong to this Order of Syndom?" John asked.
"Yes it is," the Mom confirmed.
John stood up, his dick hard, and poking with intent out of his trousers. He snatched the letter away from his mother and read on, out loud. He needed to know everything, but he was still happy to share.
As the men of the house, it is now your responsibility to look after your mother's needs since I can no longer do so, and you must also train your sister to become a good and submissive wife for the right man, when the time comes.
"What?" Elizabeth gasped. Was her amazing Daddy saying what he obviously was saying?
"Shhhhh, honey. Your Master is speaking," Jane rebuked her, but she did it mildly.
"My Master?" Elizabeth demanded semi-hysterically, this additional straw being too over the top.
"Enough," Jane scolded more firmly. "Listen to the rest of your Daddy's letter."
"Okay, if you insist," the daughter responded, stewing in stunned silence.
James was also stunned, but like his brother, he wanted to hear the rest.
Your mother, your aunts, your grandmothers, cousins, and all women in the Order of Syndom are insatiable sluts. They can never get enough cock and pussy. They crave it. They will willingly suck your cock, allow you to fuck them in their pussies or asses, and will service other women's pussies without a qualm.
"Mom!" Elizabeth gasped. "Daddy just called you a slut!"
"And he's right. But honey, just keep listening for now. I know it's a lot to process," Jane said, her hand now resting very high on her daughter's leg.
Since I can no longer be there for her, you men and your mother will need to be the ones to guide and train her.
Elizabeth was bogged down in confusion as her Mom gave her leg another squeeze. None of this made any sense!
"Your father profoundly regretted that he couldn't be here today to take your virginity, honey," Jane said. "He told me so several times. I'm sorry about that, too."
"Mom, this is way too much!" the daughter exclaimed.
"I know, I know," the mother comforted.
"This is all for real?" James asked.
"One hundred percent," Jane assured him.
"So... if I order you to drop to your knees and suck my cock, you will?" John asked.
"John!" Elizabeth gasped, scandalized.
"Yes I will, honey," Jane promised. "In sexual matters, Mommy will always do whatever you want."
"Mom!" Elizabeth repeated. This was getting insane!
"Finish reading the letter," John ordered.
"Yes, please do so, my son," Jane agreed, her pussy leaking in anticipation of what they were all about to do together.
So my sons, your mother is likely soaking wet by now, and I am certain you boys are as hard as rocks. So I want you to get undressed and begin treating your mother like your personal fuck toy, since that's what she is, and she is thrilled about it. From this moment forward, she is your Mommy-pet, and she will obey every sexual order you give her. She has almost no limits.
All three of the adult children's eyes were as wide as saucers.
John and James were indeed rock hard.
Elizabeth was confused by everything... but mostly because her panties were very damp.
One rule, and it is ironclad: this is a secret Society. You obviously cannot tell anyone even a word about it, nor can you share your mother or sister with your friends or any others (unless they too are members of the Order of Syndom... and there are a few of us in our town).
"There are other Syndom members in our town?" John asked. "And we can have sex with any of them just for the asking?"
"Yes indeed," Jane affirmed.
"Do I know them?" John asked.
"Very likely. It's a small town," she grinned wickedly.
"Who are they?" John asked.
"That must remain a secret until they out themselves to you, "Jane explained.
"Okay," John said, accepting that rationale.
"But I will tell you that one of us teaches at your school, one of Elizabeth's friend's family are members, and a family living not too far down this very street are members too," Jane said, enjoying the shocked look on her children's faces.
"Mom, you can't tease me like that," John complained.
"No? Then how about if I tease you like this?" Jane asked, and she stretched out her foot and planted it directly against her son's crotch.
"Oooh," John groaned.
"Mom!" Elizabeth repeated what by now had become her own personal shocked exclamation.
"You just sit there for now, young lady, and watch your Mommy play with your brothers," Jane ordered, "although you're welcome to remove any of your clothing you'd care to," as she slowly ground her nylon-clad foot around on her son's very hard, and excitingly, very big cock. She was a bit of a size slut, and she particularly enjoyed cocks at least eight inches long. Her husband's had been just under eight, but she was hoping her sons' were like their maternal grandfather's, who sported a nine incher as fat as fuck.
Elizabeth obeyed her mother, like she always did.
Jane read the closing lines of the letter aloud.
Now go forth my sons, and give your mother and sister a good fucking.
Love, Dad
James had been listening to everything in awe, and he was fully on board with his late father's sentiments. So our Dad wanted John and me to take charge of our hot mother and foxy sister, to be their Masters and screw them silly? Plus, our Mom is saying she wants that to happen, and Elizabeth at least hasn't said anything against it, even though she's obviously shocked by the idea. I can live with that! he thought to himself. He now was watching his Mom rubbing his brother's dick through his pants, and he decided to get involved. He strutted over to his Mom, pulled his pants down, his sister very close to him and staring, pulled out his dick and ordered brazenly, "Suck my dick, Mom."
"With great pleasure, my son," Jane replied without a hitch. She took it in her hand and leaned forward, glanced ever so briefly at her dazed daughter, and then took his big, eight-plus-inch cock into her mouth!
James was thrilled! "Oh yeah," he groaned as he started receiving his first ever blow job... and his mother was the one doing it!
"Shit!" John gasped. He hurriedly shed his own pants and underwear, heard a loud gasp from his sister, and he grasped both of his Mom's stocking-clad feet and began rubbing them against his own eight-inch-plus dick... doing what he'd fantasized about doing forever!
Jane willingly gave him a two-footed nylon foot job, which she'd done countless times for her husband, who'd loved nylons, while she happily sucked her other son's big cock. She briefly took James's dick out of her mouth to say, "You have such a big and lovely cock, my son. I love it!"
"Thanks, Mommy," James said, watching his mother taking his cock back between her pretty lips.
Elizabeth watched in awe. She'd never even seen a penis before, but now she was close by and at eye level with both of her brothers', and they looked simply magnificent! Her vagina burned, and her mouth was watering, and her Mom had specifically invited her to undress a bit, so she stood up for a moment and slipped out of her dress, leaving her wearing only her bra, panties and a sexy garter-belt and stockings set. Unlike her garter-belt and stockings... which were top drawer and sexy... her underwear wasn't anything special. But her hot little former gymnast's body, much of which was now visible, certainly was. She sat back down and avidly watched her Mom and her brothers 'playing' together.
After a couple of minutes John wanted more, so he pulled his dick away from those silky soles, took a step towards his Mom, and pulled her dress up and over her head.
"Oh my," John gasped, checking out the sexy bra, and her garter-belt and stockings set, all of it white, and which certainly was special. And she wasn't wearing any panties, so all three of her children could stare at her hairless pussy!
"Your Mommy always dresses like a slut beneath her outer attire, whether it's sexy or conservative," Jane explained. "In part because it's naughty, but mainly because I never know when a Syndom member might suddenly appear out of nowhere and want to fuck me right there and then."
Elizabeth now regretted her decision to remove her own dress. Her everyday underwear looked hopelessly drab compared to her mother's slutty yet elegant white lingerie!
"Nice, very nice," John approved, admiring his mother's hot body.
"Would you like to see Mommy's tits next?" Jane asked coyly.
"Yes please, Mommy," James chirped in, not liking how John was getting more attention than he was.
Jane slowly, teasingly, unclasped her bra, tossed it aside, and assumed a sexy pinup-like pose, thrusting her chest forward. She asked her sons in a sultry voice, "Do you like Mommy's titties, boys?"
"Fuck yeah," John said lustfully. He dropped down to his knees and took her right nipple into his mouth. It was hard.
James, not wanting to be left out, went to his Mom's other side and began sucking her left nipple. It too was hard.
"Oh yes, boys," Jane moaned, "suck on Mommy's nipples, just like you used to do all those years ago!"
Elizabeth continued watching in awe. She wanted to say something, but was too stunned to come up with anything to say. What she really wanted was to read her letter, although it was pretty clear from the boys' letter that from now on, she was supposed to be a submissive to them. She'd also been supposed to lose her virginity to her Daddy, but she just couldn't believe that.
"This will be you soon, honey," Jane said, seeing the bewilderment in her half naked
daughter's eyes. She'd taken a noticeable step in the right direction by removing her dress! Such a sexy little thing she was!
"Mom," Elizabeth began, paused for a beat, and then found the courage she needed and asked, "can I please read my letter now?"
"Yes you may, honey," Jane said, pointing to the letter. "But you must read it out loud so your brothers can hear what it says."
"Yes ma'am," Elizabeth said. She picked up the envelope from a side table, remained standing, and she opened it. She felt a bit self-conscious to be standing in front of her family half dressed. But then she noticed her Mom's admiring gaze, and was reassured. Her brothers weren't paying her any attention at all... they were too busy staring at their Mom's naked vagina!
But then John too looked at her, his gaze also admiring... and she even saw his erect penis twitch a bit! But all he said was, "And while I listen to you reading, my hot little sister, I'm going to fuck our Mom."
"Hey, I want to fuck Mom," James argued.
Jane got down on the carpet on all fours and arbitrated, "John, will you please come and fuck Mommy's pussy? And James, would you be so kind as to fuck Mommy's face? And I don't just mean just allow me to suck your dick, I want you to take charge and actually fuck me with it. Shove it down my throat if you like, and don't worry about hurting me... I've had plenty of practice at being skull-fucked."
"Yes Mommy!" both young men said enthusiastically and in unison.
Elizabeth watched them as she unfolded the letter by touch. She didn't begin reading it right away, while she watched her naked brothers getting in front of and behind their Mom and sliding their big penises into her mouth and vagina. She wondered what it might feel like to have a penis in her mouth and another in her vagina.
"Oh yes, fuck me boys," Jane moaned as she felt her son John's big, fat cock slide inside her long-neglected pussy... a moment before her mouth was stuffed with her son James's big dick.
Elizabeth pried her eyes away from the incestuous activity happening right in front of her, and began to read the letter, which began similarly to the boys' one.
My Baby Girl,
Merry Christmas, sweetheart. I am heartbroken I cannot be there to share what should have been the most special Christmas of your life. That said, your mother will be with you throughout the entire astonishing revelation of our family history and the role you're to play in it going forward.
Please, before you continue reading, I need you to promise yourself to make no judgements, harsh or otherwise, about your mother or me until you have read every word. I know my passing must be very hard on your mother, and although I considered asking your two grandfathers to come here to explain what you're about to read, I felt it was important to take today's first step with just the four of you present.
Please remember that your mother and I both love you unconditionally.
As you must know by now, our family belongs to the Order of Syndom. This Order is a secret Society, and it is exclusive in its memberships, even more so than the Freemasons. By turning eighteen, you became a potential member, and following your three initiation ceremonies, and then swearing an oath of loyalty and secrecy, you shall become a lifetime member.
Our family has belonged to the Order since 1454.
If I were there, I would be able to explain this matter much better than any letter could possibly do. Because what is about to follow you will find shocking. But not only is every word true, I expect you to obey everything I am about to tell you without question. You are my daughter, so you have a very specific and unique role to fulfill. Part of that role is for you to understand that your brothers are now the MASTERS of our house, which means you must comply with all of their wishes unconditionally and unequivocally.
Before I explain what I expect from you today and for the rest of your life, you need to answer these questions, and to make certain pledges.
Elizabeth paused from reading. This was just too much!
She looked up and saw John looking at her with heat in his eyes while he had sex with their mother. She also looked at James's bum as he pumped his penis in and out of Mom's mouth... her Mom moaning as both big penises slid in and out of her... although they never really slid all the way out.
"Keep reading, sis," John ordered.
"Okay," Elizabeth agreed.
"And remember sis, you're to call me Master whenever you're certain no outsider can hear you," John corrected her, "such as right now," quickly getting into the masterful role he seemed to be born into.
"Yes Master," Elizabeth said, having been raised always to obey the adults in her extended family, and according to her father's letter to them, she now also had to obey her brothers whenever they wished her to do something... which now included sex! She wasn't remotely sure she could possibly have sex with her brothers... it seemed so wrong... yet her mother was clearly enjoying it, and she didn't seem to think it was remotely wrong.



One: Do you still love your father and commit to continue honouring his memory with your complete obedience to him?
"Do you, honey?" Jane asked, backing away from the cock in her mouth long enough to ask. "Do you promise to honour your father's memory with complete obedience to whatever he's going to tell you in your letter he wants you to do?"
"Of course, Mommy," Elizabeth agreed, knowing that deep down, she could never refuse her father... although she was still processing the way he'd anticipated her giving him her virginity. Which was so bizarre!
"Good. Now boys, please swap places," Jane ordered.
"Okay Mom," James said, eager to lose his virginity to his mother.
"All right," John said, having enjoyed the surreal sensations of losing his virginity to his mother, but like any guy, he was also looking forward to feeling what a blow job felt like.
Two: Do you promise not to judge your mother or any of your female relatives? Including their having sex with multiple partners, both men and women?
"Do you?" Jane asked, Her mouth was conveniently free while the boys swapped places. "In fact I'm 'having sex with multiple partners' right now. Will you judge me for doing that?"
"No, Mommy, I won't judge you," Elizabeth agreed, although in some ways she'd been doing just that, and she'd better stop doing it.
John slid his dick, which was wet with her pussy juices, into his Mom's mouth, and Jane savoured her own taste while she sucked, just as James filled her pussy.
Three: Do you accept your brothers as the Masters of your home and of yourself? Will you do anything your mother and your Masters tell you to do for the rest of your life?
"Will you do anything I want you to, sis?" John asked, looking hungrily at his cute sister.
"Yes Master. Starting today, I always will," Elizabeth promised, feeing a strange sense of relief from committing herself to doing whatever she was told... just like she'd always been raised to do. Always to be a good girl. And apparently this good girl would remain good by having sex with her brothers whenever and however they wanted her to!
"And you'll obey me, too?" James asked as he slowly fucked his Mom, in awe of how wet and warm it was... a blow job and actual sex quite different from each other, and yet very much the same.
"Yes, I'll obey you too, Master James," Elizabeth said, smiling for the first time in a while.
Now we arrive at the actual point of this long preamble.
The Order of Syndom, as I mentioned, is a secret Society, a male-dominated hierarchy, and it has one special difference that sets us apart from all the other secret societies. Which we cannot state categorically, since all secret societies are fairly proficient in keeping their secrets secret.
The difference is INCEST.
As a woman belonging to your Masters' house, it is your responsibility to look after the sexual needs of all the Masters of your house and in the Order, as well as any woman older than you (which of course for now includes all female members of the Order, but in time that status will change whenever other women reach their majority, join the Order, and thus will become junior to you).
You shall be trained to become a great cock sucker, an amazing fuck, a super eager pussy licker, and even a willing slut for sodomy.
Your principal purpose in life is to please others, and eventually to find a husband who is also a member of Syndom, to marry you and look after you.
"Shit, is that wild!" James said, as was his fucking his Mom right now.
"Yeah, it's now our job to train her to be a perfect slut," John said. "That'll take lots and lots of fucking... I mean practicing!"
"John!" Elizabeth objected, although she understood he wasn't wrong.
"It's Master John," he corrected her.
"Sorry, Master John," Elizabeth added.
"You've got a sexy body, sister slut," John approved, "don't you think so, Mom?"
John pulled his dick out and shifted to the side so his Mom could take a good look at her daughter.
"Very sexy," Jane approved. "Now remove that bra,
and show our Masters and Mommy your tits. I can't speak for our Masters, but I'd much rather see your little boobies than that old bra."
"Yes Mommy," Elizabeth complied, her hands trembling because she was nervous, suddenly felt a little cold, and she still wasn't totally certain she was embarking on the right course. But she also wasn't totally certain it was the wrong course. She decided just to go with the flow for now, and then see how she felt after taking another step or two down this road. The rest of her family didn't appear at all doubtful about the course this family Christmas was taking!
She unclasped her bra, and after a brief pause, she tossed it to the floor.
"Beautiful little tits, baby," Jane approved, looking forward to her first lesbian encounter with her daughter.
"Yeah, nice breasts, sis," James agreed. "They're tiny, but hot!" In fact, he was going to come, and soon.
"Um, thanks," Elizabeth replied to the surreal compliment.
"Finish reading the letter, honey," Jane ordered, beginning to bounce back on her son's cock... needing to get fucked harder.
"Okay Mom," Elizabeth said, now wearing only her drab panties and her fancy garter-belt and stockings.
Your mother, your aunts, your grandmothers, cousins and all the women in the Order of Syndom are insatiable sluts. They can never get enough cock and pussy. They crave it. They will willingly suck our cocks, let us fuck them in their pussies or asses, and will happily service other women's pussies without ever questioning their own willingness.
You, baby girl, will become a great slut for your brothers, mother, aunts, uncles, grandparents, and you will be available to every man and woman in the Society. You have already pledged to trust me. You may trust me now, when I tell you that since now you are a slut, you will have a wonderful time serving all your Masters and Mistresses. And you shall begin today by having sex with your family in whatever fashions they desire. I sorely regret that I cannot be with you today to take your virginity.
Obey your brothers; they are now your Masters.
Obey your mother; she is now your Mistress.
Obey everyone senior to you in the Society.
One vital rule: this is a secret Society. You obviously cannot tell anyone anything about it.
Now go forth my beloved daughter, get naked, and surrender your mouth and cunt, and eventually your ass, to your brothers and to your mother.
Love, Daddy.
"Oh fuck, I'm about to come," James warned.
"Then go ahead and come inside Mommy's pussy, baby," Jane moaned, dying to feel the sweet sensation of his cum exploding inside her.
"Okay, here goes," he grunted, and a couple strokes later, he deposited his load deep inside his Mom's pussy.
"Oh yes, fill Mommy's cunt, son," Jane moaned loudly, her own orgasm close.
Elizabeth watched the sex act reach its climax, with something or other happening to her brother that he obviously found amazing! Since she knew both of her brothers had been virgins when they got up this morning, but they weren't any longer, she decided it was high time for her to lose her virginity too. She shoved her drab old panties down her legs while she watched John standing erect (in both ways) and watching her while he stroked his large penis.
He obviously liked what he was seeing, so she dropped in front of him and took his hard penis in her hand.
"Good girl, sis. Now suck my cock," John said, looking lustfully down at his cute, sweet sister.
"Yes Master," Elizabeth responded obediently. She opened her mouth and took her brother's penis into her mouth. She had no idea what she was doing, but she'd give it her best shot.
"Yes, that's a good girl, honey, suck your brother's big cock," Jane encouraged her daughter. At the same time, she kept riding her other son's cock... wanting to get herself off... and knowing a young stud like James would remain hard inside her and reload quickly.
"Mmmmmmm," Elizabeth moaned, experiencing a wild rush of adrenaline... similar to the one she got whenever she slammed a volleyball down an opponent's throat. And she discovered that just like playing volleyball, taking her brother's hard penis inside her mouth immediately felt natural, and like she'd come home.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Jane bellowed as her first orgasm in months finally struck her while she watched her daughter sucking her first cock. "You're doing great, Elizabeth," she praised her. "Now start actually sucking on your brother John's big dick. Lick it a lot, get it as wet as you can with your spit, and while you get used to having it there, try to take more and more of it into your mouth. And when you think you can, gradually into your throat, too. I'm so proud of you!"
"Oh yeah," James said, proud to be the guy getting his Mom off... and he remained rock hard inside her, even after dropping his load.
Elizabeth bobbed, and now also began sucking hungrily. She took her mother's advice and licked it a bit, got it as wet as she could, and took more and more of her brother's very large penis into her mouth and against her throat, but not actually inside it. Yet.
"Oh yeah, suck your brother's cock," Jane encouraged her some more, while she enjoyed her first orgasm in months.
"Yeah, she's doing great! I'm going to fuck her soon," James said.
"Nope, I should get her first," John disagreed. "I'm your elder brother."
"But you got to fuck Mom first," James pointed out.
"And you came inside her first," John countered.
"Please no bickering, you two! Now that you're our Masters, you can both fuck us whenever you want," Jane pointed out, as she got off her hands and knees, sat on the couch, spread her legs, happened to display a little cum leaking out of her pussy, and she ordered, "Elizabeth, get yourself over here. I want you to eat your brother's cream pie out of my cunt."
"Mommy, that sounds so nasty!" Elizabeth said.
"Don't complain, just do it," retorted the Mom.
"Oh, I wasn't complaining, dearest Mommy, I'd love to do that for you." She backed off of her brother's cock and looked at her Mother, her spread legs, and her... did she just call her own vagina a cunt?
"Go, slut," John ordered. "Hands and knees and eat out our Mom while I fuck your pussy."
"Yes Master, with pleasure," his sister agreed. At this point, what Elizabeth wanted the most was her brother to fuck her. Yes, she was definitely on the right course, she decided. No looking back now! She crawled over to her Mom, no longer at all doubtful about licking her vagina... but no, she'd called it her cunt, which was dirtier and therefore better... and she could see some of her brother's cum trickling out of her... her... her cunt!
"And you're to obey me too, Elizabeth," Jane clarified. "You're now our family's bottom slut, and unless I ever have another baby, which is highly unlikely, you'll remain our bottom slut for the rest of your life. Are you good with that?"
"Yes I am, Mommy, "Elizabeth agreed, as she arrived between her Mom's legs. "Even though all of this happening at once is an awful lot to take in."
"So is this," John said confidently, and he slid his dick into his virginal sister's very wet pussy.
"Oh... my... Gawd!" Elizabeth moaned, as instant and intense pleasure consumed her vagina... sorry, her cunt... and then her whole body.
"Just relax for now while your brother fucks that sweet pussy," Jane supported her, looking down at her daughter lovingly, but also with a wild look in her eyes. In the last two decades or so, while she'd had sex with countless men and women in countless different fashions, she'd experienced lots of crazy and wonderful, but fucking her own kids was a new greatest ever for her!
"Oh, Mommy," Elizabeth moaned as her brother began fucking her.
"I know, baby," Jane said. "Doesn't your brother's cock feel just divine in your pussy?"
"Absolutely, Mommy," the daughter and sister said, each stroke inside her invoking pleasure she hadn't known existed. Unlike her brothers, she'd never masturbated, so she still didn't know what an orgasm was, but she was pretty sure she'd find out very soon!
"Tell your brother what you want from him," Jane suggested.
"Harder, please," Elizabeth said.
"You're saying you don't want gentle and sweet right now, you'd rather his cock pounded your pussy?" Jane asked.
Yes please," Elizabeth agreed, wanting it faster... harder... deeper.
"Then tell him, and use dirty words," Jane ordered.
"Master, please fuck me with your big cock," Elizabeth begged, using words that had never before emerged from her mouth.
"Yeah sis, I can do that. But tell me... do you want to be my slut?" John asked, stopping with his dick deep inside her.
"Yes, big brother, I want to be your slut... your sister slut forever! Now pleeease fuck my pussy with that huge cock of yours," Elizabeth begged, wiggling her ass enticingly, wanting that enormous cock to start fucking her again.
"Give your sister what she wants, Master John," Jane demanded, as she reached for her daughter's head, and guided it to her cream pie.
As John resumed fucking her... faster and harder... his solid body slamming into her diminutive but surprisingly strong body with each forward thrust, she extended her tongue and licked her Mom's pussy... astonished and delighted by its tantalizing taste as she began licking her Mom.
"Yes! Fuck her pussy good and hard, John! Give her that big cock," Jane cheered him on.
"It's my turn now," James said, still hard, as he approached his sister.
"Not until I come," John refused, his balls beginning to boil.
"Then hurry up and do it," James demanded impatiently
"Fuck off, little brother," John said, as he continued slamming into his sister.
"Yes please, fuck me, fill my pussy," Elizabeth moaned, as the pleasure inside her grew and grew rapidly, while she also tried give some of her attention to her delicious licking task.
"Oh, fuck. Can I come inside her Mom?" John asked. He was only a few strokes away from blast off.
"Oh fuuuuuuck!" Elizabeth screamed, as the very first orgasm in her life struck her!
"Not yet, my son," Jane said, having this surreal conversation while her daughter was coming, and her son was about to. "She isn't protected yet. So for now, you may only come in her mouth, or as soon as she's ready, in her ass. Or all over her face, if you'd enjoy doing that."
"In her ass? John asked.
"Yes, eventually. But not until we've taken the time to prep her to be an ass slut," Jane explained.
"Um, okay," he said. He was about to burst!
"Or instead, you could come here and pump that load into Mommy," Jane offered, gently pushing her daughter away.
That last idea looked like his best option! John pulled out of his sister, who collapsed onto the carpet trembling, knelt between his Mom's legs, and slid his cock into her pussy.
"Oh yes, fill my cunt, son; give me that load," she ordered, wrapping her nylon-clad legs around him and puling him in deep. While for many years she'd been required to do anything at all for the right people, and she loved that about her life, she'd never been at all obsequious about it, except sometimes when she was roleplaying. She complied with all the proper forms, calling people Master or Mistress at all the right times, but she never groveled. Unless of course she was specifically told to. She was always so cooperative and willing, and so much fun, that nobody had ever complained.
"Oh, fuck yes," John grunted, as he filled his Mom's pussy with an abundant load.
"Yes son, fill me right up," Jane moaned, loving the sensations of being filled with cum. She also loved swallowing ejaculate... and taking loads up her asshole... and facials were also delicious... especially her rare bukkake. Elizabeth had so much damn fun to look forward to!
When John was done he pulled out, whereupon Jane stood up and went over to her daughter, straddled her face, and allowed her son's cum to ooze out of her and onto her daughter's lips and face.
"Come here and fuck my ass, James," Jane ordered, as her daughter began licking her pussy.
"Fuck yeah," James said, giddy with excitement. When his Mom said she'd do anything for him, she evidently meant anything!
"Hey!" John objected.
"You can deflower your sister's asshole once she's ready," Jane offered.
"Yeah, you got to fuck Mom and Elizabeth first," James pointed out, as he went behind his Mom.
"Just side it into my ass, son," Jane said, leaning down a bit. "I got my asshole nice and lubed before breakfast, so it'd be ready to welcome my sons' cocks."
"Nice," James said, and he placed his dick against her ass and began pushing slowly.
"Oh yes, that works. Keep going!"
Jane moaned as the cock slowly but easily slid into her rectum.
"Shit!" James groaned. The tightness and warmth in there felt very different from her wet, sloppy pussy.
"Shit!" John echoed his brother, as he brought his cock to his mother's mouth and slid it inside.
Then for a few minutes, there were only the sounds of sex.
James fucked his Mom's ass.
Jane sucked her son's cock, which provided her first taste of her daughter's pussy.
Elizabeth enjoyed an orgasm that was so intense she couldn't believe it. And even better, it didn't completely settle down for simply ages, while she licked her brother's cum out of her Mom's pussy.
Finally Jane announced, "Now I need to be double penetrated. I'm sorry to be bossy, but there's an awful lot of exciting positions I need to demonstrate to you boys before I can become your complete slut. Lie down, James."
James happily pulled out and did as he was instructed.
His Mom bent down and briefly sucked this cock that was just inside her ass, and then she lowered her pussy onto his erect dick. "Okay, I'm ready for you. Come and plug my asshole, John."
"Okay," John said, hurrying to do as instructed.
"Watch this carefully, honey," Jane said to her daughter as she was about to be double penetrated. "You're going to become the filling in this sandwich too. Probably not today, but very soon."
"I can't imagine," Elizabeth said, "especially taking a dick the size of John's up my butt," as she watched her brother easily sliding his dick into their Mom's asshole.
"No worries, we'll get it ready first," Jane moaned. Getting herself double penetrated was her favourite of all the possible sex positions.
"I can't imagine ever doing that," the daughter said, although she also hadn't ever imagined herself losing her virginity to her brother, or eating cum from her Mom's pussy.
"It's important for you to learn how to multi-task, honey," Jane moaned as her sons began fucking her pussy and ass. "Then you'll be able to please multiple men and women at once. That can be a real thrill, let me tell you!"
"I can't fathom," Elizabeth said as she watched her Mom taking those big two dicks at once. She even looked like she was enjoying it!
"I once serviced six dicks at the same time," Jane said proudly.



"Six?" all three offspring gasped in unison.
"Yeah! One of your great grandfathers, bless his soul, buried his dick in my asshole, while both of your grandfathers were inside my pussy together," Jane revealed.
"You had two dicks in your pussy at once? John asked incredulously.
"Yeah, it was pretty wild," Jane said. "And since I love being fisted, it wasn't all that difficult either... it was such a rush!
"I imagine it would be," James said
"Then I had one of your uncles face fuck me and your Dad ass fuck me, while I used my hands to stroke two of your cousins' cocks," Jane explained.
"Elizabeth, let's get you more involved," John decided. "Come over here and offer your pussy to Mom."
"Really?" Elizabeth asked delightedly.
"Yes, baby girl. Let Mommy eat your sweet pussy," Jane said, really looking forward to it, even though it was already pretty crowded around her, so it might be a bit awkward.
"Um, okay," Elizabeth said, and she went over and presented her pussy to her Mom's mouth, needing to bend her knees somewhat... and she was neither sitting nor standing... so thank God for all those years of gymnastics.
"Mmmmmm," Jane moaned as she began licking her daughter.
"Oh Mommy!" Elizabeth moaned, her Mom's tongue on her pussy feeling magical!... and quite different from a dick in her pussy. Both felt amazing, but they stimulated her in very different ways.
"Oh yeah, fucking hot," James said, as he looked up and perved on the lesbian action happening immediately above him... while he remained lying on his back with his Mom sitting on his dick.
"Yeah," John said, enjoying both his Mom's tight warm asshole, and the lesbian incest show happening beneath him.
And... for a few minutes... that was what happened. Anal fucking and pussy licking.
But even though his dick was inside her, his Mom was only lying on top of him while John fucked her. James eventually got bored, so he complained, "Hey, can't I be a part of this?"
"Sorry honey, your sister's delicious pussy got me all distracted," Jane apologized. She leaned forward to resume licking her daughter and said, "Boys, work together to fuck the shit out of Mommy."
"All right!" James approved, and he began bucking up his hips.
"Work together, please," Jane reminded them. She wanted to feel both dicks working in sync with each other.
"All right, James," John said, taking charge, which he was proving to be very good at. "On the count of three, start thrusting up."
"Got it," James acknowledged.
"One... two... three!" John counted, and both men slammed into their mother at the same time. And then they kept going.
"Yes, you mother fuckers!" Jane screamed, a nasty term she'd been dying to call them all morning... except first they both had to fuck her, so they'd actually become ones.
"Oh, fuck!" the boys moaned, as they worked in tandem to fuck their mother's holes
"Oh yes, Jesus!" Jane moaned, trying to hold herself still enough for her daughter's tongue to keep up. But her body kept bouncing around like a pinball while the two dicks furiously pistoned in and out of her ass and pussy. While on the plus side, her son's bodies kept slamming into her perfectly, and her orgasm was rising rapidly.
"Oh yeah, come for us, Mommy," John ordered. He felt his second load almost ready to erupt.
"Come inside my asshole, John," Jane moaned wildly, her orgasm close. "Come inside my pussy, James!"
"Oh fuck, you're about to get my load," John warned.
"Give me that load, son, fill my asshole with your cum," Jane begged.
"Oh fuck, oh yes, fuck!" John groaned as he slammed into his Mom's ass and unleashed a big load up her butt.
"Oh yes, fill my asshole," Jane moaned. She too was about to burst.
When John was done, he pulled out. So Jane began really riding James's cock as her elder son's cum leaked out of her gaping asshole.
"Come in your Mommy's cunt, Master," Jane ordered, really riding him.
"Oh yes, Mommy," James moaned as his Mom milked his dick.
Elizabeth, horny as hell, dropped her pussy onto James's face and ordered, "Eat me, bro!"
James was surprised, but he obliged, licking his sister's pussy while his Mom rode his dick. He wasn't her 'bro' anymore, but right now he wasn't in the mood to quibble.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, give me that load, James," Jane demanded, as she bounced on his dick.
'Yes Mommy," James groaned, although it was muffled by his sister's pussy, while cum rocketed out of his dick and up into his Mom.
"Yes!" Jane screamed the moment his load exploded inside her, since it triggered her own orgasm, and she collapsed forward into her daughter, thus shoving her onto her back... whereupon Elizabeth wrapped her arms around her Mommy while she trembled uncontrollably until the orgasm had a chance to run its course.
Elizabeth might now be lying on her back, but her pussy was still very close to James's face. So he rolled on his side and resumed licking his sister while he continued cumming, wanting to get her off too... even though he had no idea what he was doing.
Elizabeth, close to coming, began grinding her hips back and forth, fucking herself on her brother's tongue and face. "Oh fuck, Mommy, I'm going to come again!"
"Then come on our Master's face," Jane advised, climbing off of her daughter, but then raising her torso so she could suck on her left nipple.
"Oh yes, Mommy," Elizabeth moaned and quaked, discovering she had very sensitive nipples, since in a heartbeat, her Mommy's skilled attention to her breasts was what provoked her orgasm... sorry James, nice try.
James lapped up the wetness suddenly gushing out of his sister's pussy, before both women fell sideways onto the carpet, basking in the afterglow of their orgasms... cum leaking from both of Jane's holes.
"Shit," John said. He'd been standing up while he watched all that hot action, but now he collapsed onto the couch.
"Yeah, shit, "James echoed, as he remained lying on his side on the carpet with his cum droplets spattered here and there in front of him, also spent.
"Come and clean up Mommy's pussy and asshole, Elizabeth," Jane instructed as she rolled onto her back. "You know what with."
"Yes Mommy," Elizabeth agreed, weakly rolling over and crawling between her Mom's legs, so she could lap up the excessive creamy cum leaking out of both of her Mommy's holes.
A few minutes later Jane stood up and said, "Congratulations! You three have just completed your first of the three initiation ceremonies your Dad referred to his letter. Well done!"
"Huh?" John exclaimed. "All we did was have some really hot sex with each other! What ceremony?"
"I'd call it more of an orgy than just having sex, but it was still nothing but sex. Not very ceremonial," James added, more or less agreeing with his elder brother.
"Actually, it was a lot more than just sex," Elizabeth disagreed insightfully. "While we were having all that delightful sex, we also smashed apart some major barriers that had always kept us separated from each other. Can either of you two guys truthfully say that before today, you'd ever want to fuck Mom or me?"
"Well, yeah!" John disagreed. "I've jacked off to fantasies of fucking you two hotties lots of times!"
"Ditto!" James agreed.
"Okay, point taken, and thanks for the sexy compliment," Elizabeth said. "Yesterday if you guys had said that to me, it would have grossed me out. But today, hearing you say that turns me on. But that also demonstrates my point. Yesterday would you have actually done it? Even if Mom or I asked you to?"
Her brothers had to agree they wouldn't have committed incest... back then.
"But now, would you even hesitate to command Mom or me to have any kind of sex you want with you? Once my asshole has been trained of course, and I get on the pill or whatever Mom advises me to do for protection. I can tell you that I'm now I'm really looking forward to either or both of my two Masters start testing my sexual limits. Before this morning, we were just a loving family. But now the sky's the limit, because we're a Syndom family!"
"Actually my love," Jane interjected, "once you officially belong to the Order, I have no idea of how many thousands of Masters you might have, just like I might. But my quibbling aside, that was very well said, and I'm proud of you!"
This conversation continued for a couple of minutes with everyone now in agreement, but then Jane checked the time and said, "It's getting late, and I need to get the meal started for our guests. Elizabeth, come and help me."
"Yes ma'am," Elizabeth complied, reaching for her clothes.
"No need for any clothes darling, these guests are our relatives," Jane said. "Just put on an apron for now."
"Um, okay," the daughter said.
"Your brothers will probably have a few more loads they'll want to deposit into various aunties and cousins today," Jane explained, "while you and I need to be prepared to be used by anyone who wants us, at any moment."
"At any moment?" Elizabeth asked.
"Any moment," Jane confirmed. She then took her daughter's hand, and they went to the kitchen while their two Masters checked out their shapely asses.
"Well," John said.
"Yeah," James said, standing up... still hard.
"Maybe we should go and help them out in the kitchen," John suggested.
"Yeah, maybe we should," James agreed.
A few minutes later, Jane was being fucked from behind while she peeled potatoes, and Elizabeth was being fucked while she made a pie.
Christmas Day was just getting started.
THE END
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Pillow Princess Club Ch. 04
Summary: Pussy #4: a face sitting in a Swedish girl's bedroom.
Note: This is dedicated Stephen who requested the series.
Note 2: Thanks for Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.
Note 3: This is chapter four of an ongoing series.
In Chapter One, Meredith is at home alone with her 8-month-old baby while her husband is constantly away working and neglecting her sexual needs. She spies through her bedroom window her 18-year-old female next door neighbour (a gorgeous girl from Italy) being sexually pleasured by another woman, and then another one, and then even more. This sparks a flame inside Meredith, awakening her curiosity to explore her own same sex desires. She discovers there's a neighborhood secret Pillow Princess Service Club, where older women sign up to frequently be summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and she's immediately summoned by that same beautiful next door neighbour Bianca, whereupon she goes next door and eats her pussy. Which begins Meredith's journey into submissive lesbianism.
In Chapter two, Meredith is hailed during her walk of shame home from Bianca's back yard, and she's convinced into going across the street to the wife of a congressman Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked (with a strap-on), which was the first time Meredith had been fucked in a year and a half.
In Chapter Three, Meredith drives a few blocks away to her former high school bully's house, where she's surprised to be greeted by a naked Miranda (with a bright red butt) who's being punished for using Meredith before the more important, younger, pillow princesses... this punishment includes Miranda being spanked (a lot), and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a large cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter's, whereupon said bully enters the house, and before long begins fucking her pussy... although sadly, not long enough to get her off... before Meredith rushes out to take care of pussy number four.
And now, continuing immediately after part 3....
Pillow Princess Club Ch. 04
Once inside my car, I checked my phone for the next girl. Her name was Astrid. I didn't know any Astrids.
I checked the address; she was only a few minutes' drive away.
I turned on google maps and drove there... hungry for more pussy... unable to get enough... enjoying a sexual adrenaline high I didn't want to come down from... nor to consider the plethora of consequences (both delicious and horrible) that may lie ahead... my pussy on fire from the brief fucking... even if my former high school bully had done it... or perhaps because she'd been my high school bully.
It felt like I was drunk on pussy... and I felt compelled to continue drinking from that fountain.
I arrived... my pussy still tingling, the brief fuck from my former bully while I ate out her daughter keeping me revved up.
I looked around to make sure no one was around to see me in my slut outfit, and I didn't see anyone... although I wasn't sure I should even care anymore. I mean, I was pretty sure all the men who lived nearby were at work, and most of the women who might see me would know exactly what I was up to, since they too would belong to the Pillow Princess Service Club, so it just was what it was.
I walked up to the front door and knocked.
A moment later, a very pretty blonde girl opened the door and greeted in a friendly fashion with a strong Nordic accent, "Hallo, come on in."
"Hi," I said, walking in while admiring her.
"Cute outfit," she said as she checked me out.
"Mrs. Bellencourt made me wear this outfit," I said. "It's not my usual clothing."
"It is still sexy," she said, then she turned around and said, "Follow me."
"Okay," I said loving the looks of her ass as she walked away. The things that turned me on had been evolving in the past few days in ways I couldn't fathom. By today, legs, breasts, tits, ass, and of course pussy, consumed my lust and desires... and they now controlled all my actions. Prior to about a week ago, I'd only lusted after men.
For the first time in four pussies (this upcoming one being the fourth), I was led into a bedroom. She asked, as she pulled her jeans down and off, once we were inside her bedroom, "So is today your first day as a sex slave?"
"Yeah, I guess you could call it that," I agreed, looking around the room.
As she also removed her panties, she asked, "What made you decide to join?"
"I was being totally ignored by my husband, both for several months before, and then after we had a child eight months ago. So I got frustrated and started exploring my sexuality online," I began, thinking how casual this conversation was while she undressed right in front of me, not appearing to mind that I was staring hungrily at her. I continued, thinking this was likely the best way to describe how the events proceeded... serendipity. Serendipity that I'd seen Bianca getting pleasured. Serendipity to find two people (Bianca and Edna) to help me break free of my loneliness and insecurities. I said, "Long story short, then Fate came in and finished me off."
As she got onto the bed, she asked, "So you are brand new to all of this?"
"You could say that. Less than two hours ago, I'd never licked a single pussy in my life. But now yours is about to be my fourth," I answered, as she spread her legs wide and reached for a game controller.
I glanced around to see that she had a game loaded on her television on the wall. She said, "That is interesting."
"Yeah, my brain is still struggling to catch up with all of it," I admitted, as I approached her bed... and of course her... we both knew why I was here, so I didn't need any coaching unless she wanted something specific... this routine beginning to feel so natural. I come to a teenage girl's house, I service her, and then I leave... just as casual as going out for coffee with someone and we gossip about our friends.
"I can imagine," she said, seeming to understand my recent series of overwhelming events.
I climbed onto the bed, and as I maneuvered between her legs I asked, as I admired her long, pale legs, "Where are you from? Your accent is really sexy."
"Sweden."
"Nice," I said, as I directed my face towards her completely shaved pussy... it seemed that everyone but me had a shaved pussy... so where I could get that done was something I'd have to inquire about. I hadn't even trimmed my pussy since I was a couple months pregnant, so I had a full bush... which I hadn't cared about, but now I was suddenly very self-conscious about. I'd gotten a Brazilian for my honeymoon a couple decades ago, but since then I'd just trimmed it regularly, until the last time I got pregnant.
"This neighbourhood is a great place," she said, fixing a headset to her head, "I'm here on a one-year exchange."
"That's cool," I said, finding this conversation rather surreal, considering why I was there, and the hairless pussy a couple inches away from my face. "I've always wanted to visit the Scandinavian countries."
"Then you should go," she said, looking down at me.
"Its definitely on my list," I said... Scandinavia a region I'd always wanted to explore... since I had some Norwegian ancestry in me.
"Well, if you come to Stockholm some day, I can definitely give you a tour, and you can give me some orgasms."
"Both of those would be great."
"America has been great so far, too."
"It's not too bad here," I agreed, feeling it was odd to be having such a normal conversation while I was lying between her legs with her pussy a couple inches away from my face.
"Yeah, this Pillow Princess Club was a really nice surprise," she said, as I stared directly into her moist, swollen pussy, impatient to taste her sweet-looking peach... her scent was drawing me in like a bear to honey.
"Tell me about it," I chuckled awkwardly, no longer able to resist this oh-so-inviting glazed pussy within my reach, so I extended my tongue, and parted her pretty pink pussy lips.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned as the talking stopped, and she started playing a game.
So with our conversation obviously over for now, I did what I came here to do... I began licking this lovely girl's pussy.
Lying on my belly, I leisurely licked her pussy while she talked to herself, I suppose about the game, and more than likely in Swedish.
I explored her entire pussy... licking... probing... teasing... gradually stimulating her wetness.
She had a sweet taste.
She gave me soft moans.
All while she chatted in Swedish, while playing her game.
It was likely five minutes, maybe more, before she said, now in English, her accent still wonderfully sexy, "Will you please tell my friend what you are doing right now?
Huh? Oh, she was on the phone. The friend was likely a girl in Sweden. I responded, "First, my name is Meredith. Please tell me your name, honey." I didn't know whether this friend was male or female, but calling them 'honey' worked either way.
"My name is Vera, Meredith. So tell me, what are you doing?"
"I'm licking Astrid's delicious young pussy."
"No way," Vera said.
"Ask Meredith anything you want," Astrid said.
"How old are you?" Vera asked.
"Forty-four."
"Shit!"
"I told you, I have a couple dozen women... MILFs, we call them here in America... who come to my house and eat my pussy anytime I want," Astrid said. This is Meredith's first day as an official slut... she's actually really nice, but that's what she likes being called, so as part of her initiation, mine is the fourth pussy she's eaten in less than three hours. And mine won't be the last. Meredith, how many more pussies do you think you'll be licking today?"
"I don't really know exactly, but at least two more," I answered.
"That seems too crazy to believe," Vera said.
"Yeah, I thought so too at first," Astrid said. "But it is simply an app. I choose a woman from the list, and if she is available, she hurries over as fast as she can and eats me out until I come, and then she goes away again. No hassles, no lovey dovey, no sensitive feelings, she just arrives, gives me an orgasm and leaves."
"Fucking wild," Vera said.
"I know," Astrid said, as I wiggled my tongue between her pussy lips.
"I need someone to come when I want and munch on my pussy," Vera said.
"Then come to America for a visit," Astrid said. "I'll have someone come over, and she'll pleasure us both."
I chipped in as I licked, "How old are you, Vera?"
"Nineteen."
Then since you're old enough, if you come visit Astrid, I'll be thrilled to eat your pussy."
"Shit, that is so cool!" she said. "How old is old enough?"
"In America it's eighteen," I said.
"What? That's ancient! In Sweden much younger."
"I know, it's crazy," Astrid said as I flicked her clit. "But now that you're old enough for America, you can have even more fun. In the past month, I have had twelve different women eat my pussy. Some of them more than once."
"I sure could use someone just to stop by, service me and leave," Vera said.
"That is exactly what the Club is," Astrid told her.
"Then I really do need to visit you."
"When I return home, I'm going to try and figure out a way of starting a Pillow Princess Service Club in Stockholm," Astrid said.
"I'm in," Vera said.
"I bet there are lots of older women just like me, who'd love to be your submissive pussy-munching pets," I said, wanting to rejoin the conversation.
"Do you think your Mom would eat my pussy?" Astrid asked.
"Astrid!" Vera gasped.
"I bet she would be a great pussy muncher," Astrid insisted.
"Okay, then what about your mom?" Vera tossed out. Do you think she would eat mine?"
"That is an intriguing idea. Do you want to sit on my Mom's face?" Astrid asked. Then she surprised me by gently pushing my head away.
"You know I do," Vera said.
"Meredith, roll onto your back," Astrid ordered me.
"Okay," I said, unsure of what she had in mind.
"Okay, we have a deal. Once I return home I'll seduce your Mom, and you can seduce mine," Astrid said, and then she stood up on the bed, straddled me, looked down at me and asked, "Have any of the girls sat on your pretty face yet?"
"I can't say that any have," I said, admiring her wet pussy from a fresh viewpoint.
"Well," she said, as she slowly lowered herself onto me, her pussy soon resting on my face, and her legs on both sides of my head, "let's change that sorry state."
Her words were now muffled, since her legs were squeezed against my ears. So I just resumed licking... her scent even stronger now that I was confined to this small space beneath her body and thighs.
It wasn't as easy to pleasure her this way. I could lift my head up to probe deeper between her pussy lips, but my head's movements were restricted.
On the other hand, it was strangely relaxing.
I just laid there and licked.
Breathed in the fresh scent of a young woman.
Savoured the taste of this girl.
Was just a pussy licker.
I licked her for a few minutes before she began slowly to grind her hips back and forth, which caused her also to grind her wet pussy directly against my face.
I loved this experience!
She simply used my lips, tongue, and my entire face to pleasure herself.
I kept my tongue extended and available to her.
I enjoyed her wetness getting smeared all over my face... like I was being baptised into some weird sex cult.
After a couple minutes of this pussy-juice bath, I felt her pulling my face up so I was plastered against her pussy, and she began grinding faster, chanting. "Ah, suta inte." (Swedish for 'Yes, don't stop.)
I'm pretty sure that was something in Swedish. I had no idea what it meant, but based on her fast, aggressive grinding on my face, it probably meant she was close.
I kept my tongue extended and I started wiggling it as best I could, as she kept repeating, "Suta inte."
Finally her orgasm erupted through her, and I opened my mouth as wide as I could to provide her with the best possible receptacle, while she screamed out perhaps the only word I knew in Swedish as she repeated, each repetition getting more intense and louder, "Ja... ja... ja... ja... jaaaaaaaaa!"
From my position as she came, it was like she'd opened up a tap and was pouring a steady flow of her pussy cum into my mouth.
My mouth still wide open, I enjoyed the warmth of her cum, as it flowed into my mouth and down into my stomach.
She let go of my head as her juices continued pouring out of her pussy, and so I leaned back up to catch as much of her cum as I could.
A minute later she rolled off of me, and almost boneless, I lay there, soaked in her wetness.
"Thanks, Meredith," she said.
"Thank you, Astrid," I said, part of me wanting to roll over, crawl back between her legs and resume licking... but I didn't. I slowly got to my feet, as she too got off the bed, and I stretched.
"I'll invite you over again sometime soon," she said. We both knew if she asked, I'd need to rush over ASAP, so it was sweet of her to phrase it that way.
"Please do," I said, as I got off the bed and admired her ripe young body.
"I suspect you have more stops to make today," she said.
"At least one more," I confirmed.
"Well, have fun with the next girl," she said. "You can let yourself out."
"Will do," I said, as I walked out of her bedroom and back to my car.
An older man walking his dog stopped to stare at me as I walked to my car. I don't know why, but I decided to blow him a kiss.
Even from across the street, I could see his eyes go wide.
I grinned at my sudden brazenness as I got into my car. I pulled out my phone and clicked on my third assignment.
The next girl's name was Lana Lacombe. Another stranger, although less than an hour ago Astrid had been one, and she no longer fit in that category.
The address was a few miles away... and outside of the suburb I lived in.
One more pussy to eat, and then back home to Barbara, who I was really looking forward to playing with. For one thing, I wanted to know all about the sexy adventures she and my daughter Catherine had gotten up to in the last couple of years. Of course at this point in my own misadventures I was in no position to criticize, nor did I want to. I just wanted to listen, and then say things like, "Wow, that's so dirty! And then what did you do?"
Oddly, as I began driving, I felt an odd sadness, because I only had one more mystery pussy to look forward to today. My... could I call this a treasure hunt?... had been (and still was) scary sometimes, and yet overall, incredibly exciting. I'd never been one to look forward to surprises, but the surprises so far today had been thrilling.
I wondered what Lana Lacombe would be like.
The End of part 4.
Coming next:
Chapter 5, pussy #5, sex in a public place... a yoga establishment.
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Summary: 18-year-old blonde cheerleader seduces girlfriend's stepmom for Christmas.
Note: This is a Winter Holidays Story Contest 2022 Story so please vote.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Note 3: This story idea came vaguely from a hot lesbian video scene called The Mommy Trap and is a attempt t write a raw, sexy, but overall sweet seduction story... hopefully I achieved that.
15 Steps to Seduce a Step Mommy
"I'm gonna give you the perfect Christmas present!" Julia exclaimed while she was licking her secret girlfriend's pussy behind the locked door to the cheerleaders' locker room.
"Really? What is it?" Reese asked, gazing down at the small but popular cheerleader. (She wasn't small compared to Reese, who was also on the small side, but they were both shorter and prettier than most girls their age.) A few minutes ago Julia had temporarily and obediently deserted the basketball game currently underway in the gym that evening so she could sneak in here to service her Mistress.
"What it is, is only the best present ever," Julia purred. Very few people knew Julia was a lesbian, especially since she was openly dating the popular football and basketball star of their school, Craig Hammersmith... so no one would believe she'd be licking the school nerd's pussy so eagerly, or that she did it every day... often multiple times.
"More cheerleader pets for me to use?" Reese asked, her confidence brimming over ever since she'd turned her popular and gregarious science lab partner into her pussy pet, and her secret girlfriend.
"I'm not enough for you?" Julia pouted. Truth be told, being in a relationship with Reese, she understood her own need to be submissive, but in a safe environment... although summoning her here during the third quarter of a basketball game did question that safety thing a tad. But nevertheless, while most people saw Julia as a free spirit, which she was, only the ace student Reese seemed to understand her other side... the one Julia felt was her real side... her need to please others... to serve... and to obey.
"No, you're more than enough for me, my pet," Reese reassured her, as she pulled her deeper into her wetness and enjoyed Julia giving her a much-needed orgasm.
"I can't ever get enough of this pussy!" Julia said wholeheartedly, sensing Reese's silent instruction to attack her pussy more aggressively at this point and to get her off.
Once she'd finished groaning and writhing through her orgasm, Reese pulled Julia to her feet and kissed her... tasting her own wetness on her lips. She then brought her hand to the cheerleader's pantyhose-clad crotch and rubbed her vigorously... leading to her pet's orgasm in just a couple of minutes. Julia invariably got very horny whenever she serviced her, and Reese wasn't an ungrateful Mistress. Far from it. Occasionally she even allowed Julia to roleplay being the Mistress for a while, and Reese would do whatever her pet told her to do until the game was over! How many Mistresses do you know who'll go that extra mile to keep a pet happy? And since they were also girlfriends, they also sometimes... often at Julia's request, but not always... would set aside their hierarchy and just make love, or chat, or discuss politics, or whatever. Plus, whenever one of them was acting as the Mistress the other one would do whatever she was told and get called dirty names, but that was only to spice things up. As the dominant they would never humiliate the submissive one intentionally, and as the submissive they would never grovel. At all times theirs was a loving relationship.
"Jesus, Mistress!" Julia gasped as she felt her wetness leak into her panties and pantyhose. "You really know how to get me off!"
"As do you," the nerd smiled.
"Well, I need to get back to the game," Julia said. "But just throwing it out there, I want to give you your own live-in pet, for whenever I'm not around. Or so you'll always have a bedtime snack handy... or of course so you can use her however and whenever you like."
"Wow! Who is she?" Reese asked in astonishment.
"Your very own stepmom," Julia said. "You know how I can turn any MILF at all into an eager pussy-licking pet. Therefore..." she trailed off meaningfully.
"I do know," Reese said. Although Julia was mostly submissive to her, which still didn't know how she'd managed to pull that off, she was also a switch... and a highly skilled seductress of older women. Since they'd begun secretly dating, she'd watched her pet seduce a woman at a Victoria Secret, where the MILF had gone down on this girl she'd never met before in a change room. Reese had taken part in her first threesome, when Julia had seduced a woman while they were going door to door together soliciting canned goods for a food drive. And only a few days ago, she'd had her second threesome... and it was with Mrs. Walker, their strict but well-liked English teacher, which was the ultimate shock! Julia was a miracle worker... for a broad-minded definition of the term miracle. To their minds, miracles didn't need to be sanctimonious and holy, they could also be down and dirty.
"Trust me. When the time comes, she'll either be between my legs or eating my asshole, likely both, within twenty minutes," Julia said confidently. Julia loved to get her asshole eaten, but she loved eating assholes herself. It was such a nasty act, that it always turned her on. Fucking an asshole or getting her own tight rosebud drilled was another major turn-on... which her Mistress Reese had recently added to their many sexual rendezvous.
"That I would love to see," Reese said. Unlike in the movies, where people always hated their stepmoms, she really liked hers... in truth, she liked her more than her real mother, who'd abandoned her and her Dad when she was twelve. Her stepmom was also really hot, and she'd be lying if she denied enjoying quite a few finger banging fantasies about her.
"Then it's a plan," Julia said, kissing her secret girlfriend and heading out to cheer for her school, and for her not-really boyfriend. She'd never even sucked his cock... although she had given him a couple of hand jobs. Which she guessed placed her in the category of 'total lesbians who give hand jobs'... except she hadn't really gotten into them... had just gone through the motions without feeling much of anything... so hopefully they didn't count.
"I can't wait!" Reese said.
.....
hree days later on Christmas eve, which conveniently was on a Saturday this year, Julia began enacting her planned seduction. She'd even written it down somewhere and showed it to Reese. And today she would follow it to the letter.
.....
Step 1: Show up out of the blue
"She'll be home for the entire afternoon after lunchtime, since she has a PTA meeting just before then," Reese explained, following a quickie threesome in Mrs. Walker's classroom. (The teacher met them there... with sleighbells on, as they say.)
"You're sure you don't mind my doing this to your stepmom?" Julia checked... excited about this seduction.
"Not in the least. In fact I'm thrilled!" Reese said, eager to see whether her pet could really turn her stepmom.
"Okay," Julia said, wearing her cheerleading outfit... an outfit that almost all by itself made every man she encountered, and even some women want her... the effect enhanced by her shiny, silky pantyhose, that really showcased her tight body and firm legs.
"I'll sneak in the back door and I'll eavesdrop if you succeed in getting her into my bedroom to work your magic," Reese said, the idea being for Julia to get her into the bedroom on some innocent-sounding pretext.
"And be ready," Julia cautioned her Mistress. "When the time comes, you'll need to sneak in and join in on the fun. So watch for my signal"
"I still don't know about that part," Reese said doubtfully, this adventure turning her on, yet she wasn't sure she could actually take part in it... this would change everything about her relationship with her stepmom... which was very strong. She loved her stepmom. She could always confide in her. Except that she hadn't yet come out of the closet, not even to her. Which if everything went according to plan, today she'd be doing dramatically!
"But I do, and maybe I know you better than you do! Trust me, you'll be up for this," Julia reassured her, loving this particular reversal where her Mistress would be following her lead for an extended period. She was looking forward to instigating a kinky family lesbian tryst... perhaps not real incest or anything unless it went really well, but it should still be pretty fucking hot!
Julia kissed Reese, and they each went their separate ways for a while. Julia drove to Reese's neighborhood and parked across the street near Reese's house, while Reese waited in a nearby coffee shop.
Julia texted Reese half an hour later: She just pulled into the driveway.
Reese: Good luck.
Julia: I won't need any luck. Just get your sexy ass over here.
Reese: I'm on my way!
Julia waited a few minutes after her MILF prey had entered her home before she moved her car to park in front of the house, went to the front door, and rang the doorbell.
A minute later Reese's mother Fran opened the door and greeted warmly, "Julia! What a pleasant surprise."
"Hi, Mrs. Jones," Julia greeted, also warmly. In spite of her sexy intentions for today she really liked this woman, wouldn't ever harm her, and she was certain she'd be much happier once she began screwing her stepdaughter.
"Reese isn't here right now," Fran said, assuming that's why Julia was there.
"I know," Julia nodded. "But I accidently left my purse here last night." Which she'd actually done, it just wasn't by accident.
"Okay," Fran said. "Come on in, I guess we'd better find it."
Julia went in and Fran closed the door.
Julia said as she removed her shoes, "You look particularly pretty today, Mrs. Jones." She knew the power of compliments, and she'd been planting seeds ever since the first day she'd met the stepmother... always making a point of offering her a few simple, flattering compliments.
"Thanks, Julia," Fran said. She always liked hearing the compliments the pretty cheerleader often gave her. At first she'd been worried Julia might be using her stepdaughter to do her homework or something, but they genuinely seemed to like each other. They'd been hanging out with each other constantly for the past few weeks.
"I mean sexy, even," Julia added, her tone shifting as she sidled a little closer to her prey.
"Um, thanks," Fran said, feeling a little chill in her spine from the teen's less than innocent tone.
"How about turnabout? Do you think I look sexy too?" Julia asked, posing playfully and provocatively.
"Actually, you do," Fran admitted, beginning to feel a premonition. Was this girl coming on to her? If so, she wasn't certain whether she minded or not. At heart she'd always been bisexual, and during college and for a while afterwards, she'd been an active one. In fact, she'd been dating a woman back when she'd met Reese's father. But love conquers all, and she hadn't been with a woman since she'd walked down the aisle... although some of her girlfriends had thrown her a wild pussy-filled bachelorette party in a lesbian nightclub, and to this day, she craved pussy sometimes. Quitting cold turkey had been hard, but she'd done it... if you didn't count masturbating, or fucking herself with one of her toys while she watched lesbian porn. She secretly had subscriptions to a couple of lesbian sites... Girlsway and Sheseducedme... which she often watched... since she didn't have a job, and thus had a lot of free time. Her husband was often out of town for days at a time on business trips, which gave her even more time to indulge her preoccupation with lesbian porn.
But this Julia now... she was tempting... very, very tempting!
Julia knew she already had her hooked, but she wanted to really draw her in, so she breezed past her into the living room.
Fran shook her head at her inappropriate thoughts while she followed the teen, getting a great look at her legs from behind her. Fran had always been a nylon girl, since as a recognized beauty from a young age, she'd taken part in a plethora of pageants as a kid, and she knew the power nylon stockings had to seduce people's attention... and she'd actually used them for literally seducing a few men and women in the past... and now her daughter's friend seemed to be directing that same power right back at her. She told herself she needed to remain calm. Just to help let Julia find her purse and go away, leaving her free to watch some lesbian scenes about younger girls older women. Women around her own age, which was upper thirties.
Step 2: Kiss her under the mistletoe
Julia, having hung some mistletoe from the ceiling near the tree yesterday before she'd gone upstairs for a so-called study session with Reese about science, was now standing directly beneath it. The only science they'd studied had been biology, or perhaps anatomy, since a few moments after the bedroom door was closed, she and Reese had stripped, and were sharing a version of a 69 where they ate each other's assholes, and eventually fingered each other to orgasms.
Fran didn't see it up there at first, nor had she noticed it at all until Julia mentioned, "It's bad luck not to get kissed when one is standing beneath the mistletoe."
"How on earth did that get up there?" Fran asked wonderingly, standing only a few feet away from the tempting teen, and staring up at the mistletoe she knew she hadn't hung up there.
"Magic," Julia shrugged playfully, in a way that made it pretty obvious that she'd hung it there. But when had she had the chance? Certainly not just now!
"You?" Fran asked.
"Maybe," she replied coyly. And then she ordered, her tone a bit firm, "Now come here."
"I shouldn't," Fran demurred, even though she wanted to. God, how she wanted this blonde teen! But she really shouldn't do anything about it!
"You should, and you will," Julia stated. "It's only a simple kiss, meaning nothing."
"I don't know whether I should," Fran said, holding her ground without approaching.
"Just a peck, that's all we need," Julia assured her. "Seriously, it is bad luck not to get kissed under the mistletoe, and I don't know about you, but I can't afford to have any bad luck during the Christmas season."
"Okay, fine," the MILF said, and pretending she didn't want to do this at all, she was only doing Julia a favour, she went over to the teen, feeling a puzzling rush of adrenaline. Reaching her, Julia pulled her in and kissed her... and it wasn't 'just a peck', it was a full mouth-on-mouth kiss... the teen's arms wrapped around her... their breasts pressed sexily against each other.
Fran didn't return the kiss at first, but then she did... getting swept into the intensity of the moment... the tenderness and passion of a kiss... having almost forgotten how sensual and intimate a kiss between two women could be.
Fran pushed herself away after about fifteen seconds, thinking that was the longest 'peck' in history, and she asked, suddenly worried not only that this was her daughter's friend, but maybe she was illegal, although there wasn't a legal age of consent just for kissing!" H-h-how old are you, Julia?"
Julia smiled upon hearing that particular concern. "Don't worry Mrs. Jones, I'm eighteen, so I'm legal." She kissed her again, before adding one more wicked word, "barely."
"Legal for what?" Fran asked, in a bit of a daze.
"Ohhh," Julia drawled seductively as she went to the tree and extracted a candy cane. "Since you're the one who brought it up, I think you know for what."
Step 3: Next... tease her!
Julia unwrapped the candy cane from its plastic and stuck it in her mouth, sucking the end sensually, as if it were... need I finish that thought? "You know, there's just something about Christmas and candy canes."
"Oh?" Fran asked.
"Yeah. I love just to give and give once I catch the holiday spirit," Julia foreshadowed, as she swirled her tongue around the candy cane... in a fashion that would've gotten any man rock hard.
"That's a great attitude," Fran approved, although she sensed the teen was implying something more, she just couldn't put her finger on it.
"I thought you would especially appreciate it," Julia said, "being the generous lady you are," complimenting the MILF.
"Yes I do, actually," Fran agreed, trembling slightly. This teen obviously had some inappropriate intentions. She didn't share those intentions, but she shared her inclinations.
"Is there anything I can give you for Christmas, Mrs. Jones?" Julia asked, removing the candy cane from between her lips and sticking it between Fran's.
"I can't think of anything," Fran said. She removed the sweet for a moment, but then put it back and began sucking on it.
"Then just keep thinking," Julia smiled. "I can think of a few things you'd really enjoy getting."
Step 4: Having turned on your charm, utilize an innocent-sounding ploy to get her into Reese's bedroom.
Again leaving her prey behind, who by now was feeling a bit horny, her eyes saying it all, Julia said, after extracting the candy cane and replacing it in her own mouth, "I need to go find my purse." She then went upstairs to Reese's bedroom.
Fran stood there, feeling flustered. What had just happened? Had Julia inferred what she thought she'd inferred? And what the heck was that candy cane performance about? She needed Julia to hurry up about getting her darn purse and go back home or wherever, so she could watch some lezzie porn and rub one out... suddenly aware that her pussy was on fire. When had that process begun? Her pussy hadn't gotten this way all of a sudden!
Julia sat on Reese's bed for a minute, then she went and grabbed some pink lipstick from her girlfriend's dresser and called out, "Mrs. Jones, can you please come and help me with something in Reese's room?"
Fran heard the call for assistance, and although she might be simply requesting a little help, her instincts told her this was something else. Something sexy. So for her daughter's sake, she had to be strong, she had to be the adult. So she discarded the candy cane in a wastebasket and strode assertively upstairs to her daughter's room... with her telltale pussy leaking into her panties.
Julia was putting on the pink lipstick when Fran entered the room. The teen seductress turned and 'accidently' dropped the lipstick on the floor, and it cooperated perfectly by rolling directly towards her prey. Julia went over to the lipstick, lowered herself to her knees in front of the wide-eyed MILF, and said with wicked sweetness as she picked it up, "I love pink lipstick. It reminds me of my pretty pink pussy."
"Oh my," Fran said at the teen's directness; she was now kneeling before her as if... I'll let you finish this sentence too.
"Do you also have a pretty pink pussy, Mrs. Jones?" Julia asked, and she lifted the woman's dress see, and she discovered a pleasant surprise... a garter-belt and stockings, and a pair of sexy red panties. From the front they looked like they might be a thong.



"Julia, what are you doing?" Fran asked, but she didn't step away, but allowed her daughter's pretty friend to peek under her dress.
"Oh my, Mrs. Jones! Did you dress all sexy for me today?" Julia asked, as she admired the sexy lingerie.
"No, of course not," Fran denied . "I often dress like this."
"Intriguing," Julia said, resisting the temptation just to dive in and attack that pussy immediately. Instead, she stood up and said, "You, if I may say so, are one hot Mommy!"
"Julia, what are your intentions here?" Fran asked archly, but even while she was asking the question she realized her question was the wrong one. Instead of stopping this obvious seduction in its tracks, she might have invited Julia to proceed.
Sensing this was far from this woman's first rodeo, although likely her first one recently, Julia decided just to follow her instincts. They'd never failed her before. "Fuck," she said bluntly. "I want to fuck you, Mrs. Jones."
"Julia!" Fran gasped at the teen's bluntness, especially since it did the trick, because suddenly her pussy was gushing!
"Don't pretend you don't want me," Julia pre-empted Julia's upcoming objection . "You've been drooling over me ever since the minute I walked in. Actually, ever since you met me a few weeks ago."
"Julia, you're acting most inappropriately," Fran accused, trying to remain 'the adult' here, even though the girl's words were spot on. She didn't deny the accusation, because she couldn't. It was true!
"Don't worry, this will be our little secret," Julia said. She sat on the edge of the bed and raised her own skirt and spread her legs to reveal that although she was wearing pantyhose, they were crotchless; and she too was wearing a pretty pair of panties... hers were black lace... outside of her pantyhose for quick and easy discarding. She added, pulling her panties aside to reveal her pretty pink pussy, "See, Mrs. Jones, isn't my pussy pretty and pink?"
"But you're my daughter's friend," Fran pointed out, but then she got distracted when she was suddenly staring at a very young... very available... and very ripe little pussy... reminding her of the dozen or so college-age pussies she'd dined on during that wonderful and never-to-be-forgotten bachelorette party.
"Your daughter is my best friend, and she's a cute girl," Julia said, spreading her legs more widely to give her a perfect visual of her perfect pussy, "and I too am a cute girl."
"Oh, God," Fran said, flustered and unable to stop herself from staring at the teen's orchid-like pussy.
"Is there a problem?" Julia asked as she began touching herself.
"Yes! This is my daughter's room," Fran pointed out, which somehow made this seduction even more inappropriate.
"Oh Mommy, just relax and let it happen," Julia suggested, now entering her full, irresistible, seductress mode.
"But Julia..." Fran said, unable to say anything further, not even knowing what else she could say.
"Do you like me calling you Mommy?" Julia asked in her best widdle girl voice, closing her legs and standing up to approach this dazed and entranced MILF.
"It's a bit inappropriate," Fran mentioned, oddly disappointed the pretty pink pussy was no longer visible, and trembling slightly at the teen's presence immediately in front of her again.
"Oh, we're about to get very inappropriate," Julia assured her, and taking full advantage of the MILF's paralyzed indecision, she began kissing her at length!
Fran returned the kissing immediately this time, and within seconds, their tongues were writhing together inside each other's mouths.
Step 5: Get her onto the bed
When Julia broke the kiss, she took hold of the dazed MILF's shoulders and pushed her gently, but with authority, onto the bed.
"You don't take no for an answer, do you?" Fran asked, looking up helplessly at the pretty teenager.
"First," Julia said as she joined her on the bed, "you've haven't said no. And second, you're correct; I don't ever accept a no when it's obvious you want this so, so, so badly."
"Julia, this is my daughter's bed," Fran pointed out as the teen came closer to her, making her shiver.
"Reese is your stepdaughter," Julia corrected her. Then as if that had settled the matter, she leaned down, kissed her again, and said, "You're so fucking hot!"
"Julia..." Fran moaned into her mouth, with Julia's knee resting between her legs and against her pussy.
"We're going to do so many naughty things together, Mommy," Julia said, loving to utilize the word 'Mommy'. It was just so sexy, kinky and taboo.
"Ooooh," Fran moaned involuntarily as the knee ever so subtlety rubbed against her pussy.
"I can feel your wetness on my knee, Mommy," Julia reported, kissing her cheek. "Has my teen body gotten your pussy wet, Mommy?"
"Yes, but it's so wrong," Fran protested weakly, although she did nothing to halt the progression of this teen's seduction. She was now kissing her ear, and gliding a hand over her breasts.
"Does it feel wrong?" Julia asked, nibbling on her earlobe.
"So wrong," Fran answered, but with a moan. A woman nibbling her ear always drove her wild.
Julia sat up.
Fran's eyes went wide, disappointed by her sudden loss of that warm breath on her ear and neck.
Step 6: Show her your tits!
Julia turned and asked, "Would you like to see my small, perky, teen tits?" Julia asked sweetly, cupping her breasts over her dress.
Fran definitely wanted to see them, but she didn't want to say so. While unbeknownst to her, her stepdaughter had arrived in the hallway and was now eavesdropping. She was only eavesdropping instead of watching for now... she didn't feel quite ready to take the chance of her stepmother catching sight of her.
"Say yes, Mommy; tell me you want to see my teen titties," Julia ordered, now with authority.
"Yes, yes, I do, I do," Fran blurted out, shame and lust coursing through her like a battle of good fairy versus bad fairy.
"Good answer, Mommy," Julia said softly. She ever so slowly pulled her cheerleading outfit over her head to reveal her cute red lace bra, matching thong, and her garter-belt and stockings.
"Oh my," Fran sighed, admiring the teen's amazing tight body and sexy undergarments.
Out in the hall, Reese sighed soundlessly as well. Knowing her stepmother as well as she did, she'd had serious doubts about even Julia being able to pull this off, but it sounded like she was doing very well so far.
"Do you like my tight, young body, Mrs. Jones?" Julia asked, placing her hands on her hips to pose and showcase her curves.
"Very nice," Fran said.
"Nice?" Julia asked, mortified. "You think I have a nice body?"
Fran knew immediately Julia hadn't liked the word nice'. Fair enough, Fran never liked it either. So she hurried to say, "I'm sorry Julia, I misspoke. You have an amazing body, and I mean that sincerely."
"Thank you," Julia smiled as she reached behind her back to unclasp her bra. "And would you like to see my bare tits, Fran?"
"Yes I would," Fran admitted, this time without hesitation. She just had to see those youthful, perky tits. A small part of her had noticed Julia had called her by her given name for the first time, but it hardly mattered. If matters proceeded in the direction they seemed to be going... and it didn't look like she'd be growing a backbone anytime soon to fend her off... soon this girl would likely be calling her far worse names than Fran!
"Do you really want to see these perky teen tits?" Julia asked again, now squeezing her small tits together the best she could... loving the lust she saw in the MILF's eyes.
"Yes, yes, I really do want to see your perky teen tits," Mrs. Jones responded eagerly, staring lustfully at the teen's partially covered body.
"You're such an insatiable Mommy slut," Julia purred, as she tossed the bra to Fran.
Fran caught it distractedly while she stared at the small but perkily firm tits and their hard nipples.
"And next you want these teen titties in your mouth, don't you Mommy?" Julia asked.
"Oh, Julia," Fran said, not knowing what else to say.
Out in the hall, Reese was grateful Julia had left the bedroom door wide open... she must have been the one who did it... and she was now recording this wicked seduction, occasionally with video whenever she dared peeking into the room, but mostly not.
"Just suck my hard little nipples into your mouth," Julia instructed softly. "I'm sure you've done it before."
"Perhaps, but I shouldn't suck yours," Fran said, although she dropped the bra onto the bed and came nearer to the teen's hard nipples.
Out in the hall, Reese emitted another silent gasp. Her stepmom had just all but admitted to having one or more sexual encounters!
"Yes, you really should, Mommy," Julia encouraged her. "You want to suck on these nipples so badly, don't you?"
"Yes," Fran agreed mindlessly, by now her mouth only an inch or so away from those nipples... and those tits.
"Suck them into your mouth, Mommy," Julia ordered. "Suck on your baby girl's tits."
"Oh God," Fran responded, still feeling she shouldn't be doing this, but unable to resist.
"Now, Mommy, suck on my tits now," Julia ordered.
"Yes, Julia," Fran agreed, and she obeyed, by leaning forward and cupping the left breast being proffered, while she sucked the right nipple into her mouth.
"Good Mommy," Julia moaned, loving the feel of warm, feminine, moist lips on her nipples.
Fran sucked, cupped, and nibbled.
"Now suck on the other one," Julia ordered as she looked up and caught Reese watching. She smiled and gave her a wink while the mother obeyed, going to the neglected nipple and replicating her worshipping.
"Oh, yes! Soon you'll be fucking your baby girl, Mommy," Julia promised in a sexy voice. "Isn't that exciting?"
Fran didn't know why the term 'Mommy' and Julia's constant use of it, plus the girl being barely of age, was turning her on so much, but it was. She agreed, "Yes, it really is!" as she continued lavishly licking and sucking on this tempting teen's nipples and tits.
"Do you want to fuck your baby teenager and her tight young body?" Julia asked. She'd noticed Reese filming them, so she particularly wanted to get Fran to say the words, so her stepdaughter could record them, too.
"Oh, God," Fran groaned, Julia's nasty talk making her pussy burn.
"I know you love the idea of fucking a blonde teenager," Julia said. She pushed, and the MILF fell onto the bed on her back. "Yes, you love the idea of being a slut for a petite teen like me." She meant not only herself, since Reese was another blonde teenager. In fact physically, they were very much alike. They were both on the small side, very fit and trim, lovely even, the only major difference being her small B cup breasts and Reese's more voluptuous D cups.
Fran shook her head, trying to deny this observation, even though she still couldn't help staring at this tight and almost naked teen body.
Step 7: Edge the prey and entice her with the scent of forbidden fruit
"I just love the idea of using you, Mrs. Jones. I love the idea of fucking my best friend's Mom; it's so delightfully wrong," Julia said, as she lowered hers face to kiss the MILF again... who by now was reliably kissing her back.
As Julia brought her hand to Fran's pussy... her very wet pussy... she asked rhetorically, "It feels so good to be a cute little blonde's pet, doesn't it? You can't even help yourself, can you?"
Fran didn't speak... just allowed herself to be molested.
"Can you honestly tell me you can't be my pet, Mrs. Jones?" Julia asked, "that you don't want to be?" slowly rubbing her pussy.
"I shouldn't," Fran moaned, sidestepping the question. "This just isn't right!"
"It isn't?" Julia asked, sliding two fingers inside the MILF. "Then why are you so fucking wet? It's obviously because you want to worship my young, ripe body."
"Ohhhhh," Fran moaned loudly, now feeling herself getting fingered... her first orgasm of the day rising rapidly. Her 'first,' because it was obvious this bossy young beauty planned on giving her several today!
Julia, having developed great skill in teasing and increasing her prey's pleasure almost to the point of exploding, only to leave her hanging, pulled out a few seconds later, backed away, and slowly pulled her own panties down and off... knowing they'd already been wet and soiled when she'd arrived... Reese having rubbed her to an orgasm a couple hours ago. The helplessly dazed MILF could only lie on her back, while Julia stuck her panties under her nose and said, "Smell me, Mrs. Jones. Smell my teen pussy. My wet teen pussy!"
"Ohhhhh," Fran said, the scent enveloping her face, invading her nostrils, and making her melt.
"Don't you love the scent of my pussy, my sexy Mommy slut?" Julia asked.
Fran didn't answer... in part because she was so intoxicated by the sweet erotic scent, but mostly because she didn't want to admit how completely she was captivated by Julia... by her attitude... her aggressiveness... her body... and now even her smell!
"Say it Fran, tell me what you think of my pussy's aroma," Julia demanded, still holding her almost nonexistent but pungent garment directly beneath her nose.
"I love it," Fran admitted, taking a big whiff.
"What do you love?" Julia asked. "Tell me."
"I love the scent of your pussy," Fran answered. "Your panties smell amazing!"
"And how do I taste?" Julia asked, inserting the wet panties into Fran's mouth.
Fran's eyes went wide, suddenly finding this soiled pair of teen panties in her mouth.
"Don't they taste good?"
Fran sucked on the panties... loving the taste of the teen's pussy on the fabric... matching the scent with the taste.
"Oh, I can see that you're hungry, Mommy," Julia purred. "Don't worry, I'm not chintzy about allowing nasty sluts to eat my pussy, but you will have to earn it."
Step 8: Add some anal temptation
"Keep that delicacy in your mouth and suck out as much of my wetness as you can," Julia said before turning around, spreading her ass cheeks and posing her little rosebud for Fran's admiration. (Well okay, there isn't much that an asshole can do in the way of posing, but she did display it, and Fran was undeniably admiring it.)
Fran sucked on the panties, but she could only acquire a subtle taste... not the full-blown taste of nectar she knew she'd enjoy directly from the source.
Julia looked back to the MILF with her panties in her mouth. She did seem to be sucking on them, and she asked, "Do you see my tiny butthole looking at you?"
Fran's eyes went wide as she leaned up on her elbows, and indeed there was a perfectly puckered hole... which she'd never considered a sensual body part. But now...
"Go ahead Mommy, give it a kiss," Julia said, holding her ass cheeks apart and wiggling.
"Julia..." Fran started, but then had no idea how to continue, especially with these panties in her mouth. She knew all of this was wrong. She should stop this travesty from continuing... in fact she should have stopped it a long time ago! But by now she'd been completely drawn into this seduction. She couldn't even stop staring at this tempting little rosebud!
"Crawl over here and smell my tight asshole, just like a literal bitch would do," Julia ordered.
"I don't know," Fran prevaricated, but her body was betraying her, since she was already getting down to all fours and crawling, and soon she was only a couple of inches away from the teen's beckoning asshole (not literally beckoning).
"Sniff it," Julia ordered, reaching both hands behind herself and pulling the MILF's face between her ass cheeks... even while her panties remained in her mouth.
Fran allowed herself to be drawn in, and indeed she could smell the wicked, sensual scent of an asshole... different from the panties she'd just enjoyed, yet equally erotic.
"That's it Mommy, take a good whiff," Julia said, looking back to the doorway and giving Reese another wink.
Reese was in awe of what she was watching and filming. Her pretty stepmom had never given her the slightest inkling she might be up for anything like this!
"Show my sweet asshole how much you're in love with it," Julia ordered. "Lick it. Eat it. Stick your tongue in it."
Fran had never eaten an asshole, had never even considered doing anything so filthy, but she was so intoxicated by this teen that she mindlessly obeyed. She dropped the panties she'd been sucking on to the floor, extended her tongue, and started licking the tiny hole.
"Oh, yes Mommy! That feels so fucking good," Julia moaned. "Only a real Mommy slut would eat a girl's tight little asshole!"
Fran felt her cheeks burning with shame, since Julia's words were undoubtedly true. Yet she couldn't make herself stop. That musky scent... that salty taste... she was captivated... addicted!
"Oh, yes Mommy, such a nasty asshole-eating slut you are," Julia moaned, thoroughly enjoying subjugating this MILF, and seeing how far she could push her.
A minute later, as the Mom was really licking hole, Julia flipped herself onto her back, spread her legs and ordered, "Watch me masturbate."
Step 9: Get her completely in lust with your teen body
Fran didn't speak, she just watched the teen as she slowly, enticingly, rubbed her pretty pink pussy while she stared into her eyes/.
"What am I doing?" Julia asked.
"You're rubbing your pussy," Fran answered, watching in complete captivity.
"My what?" Julia objected.
Fran looked confused.
"What am I rubbing? It starts with a 'T'," Julia hinted, as she moaned softly.
"Ummmm, your twat?" Fran guessed, transfixed on the pussy, and not feeling very intelligent right now.
"No, silly. I'm rubbing my teen pussy!," Julia crowed, as if she'd just gotten the right answer on a million-dollar game show.
"Oh."
"You love my teen pussy, don't you?" Julia asked, tubbing herself faster.
"Oh, God," Fran groaned, completely hypnotized by this teen's fingers, body and words.
"I know you think I'm a sexy blonde teen," Julia continued. "I knew it the first time I met you, and that within a few weeks I'd make you my Mommy slut."
"You did?" Fran asked, her sanity hanging on by a thread. She was barely following any of this one-sided conversation, as her attention was now riveted upon Julia's fingers parting her pretty pussy.
"Tell me how sexy you think I am ," Julia ordered. "Say the words, Mommy."
"You're a sexy... hot... blonde... teen... bombshell!" Fran blurted out, unable to control herself even a moment longer.
Step 10: Make her cum!
"Very good, Mommy," Julia congratulated her. She turned around, pushed Fran onto her back, spread her legs, and kissed her inner thigh. "What do you want me to do first, Mommy?"
"Ohhhh," Fran trembled, as the hot breath made her body shake and quake.
Julia kissed her way up to the wet pussy, kissed all around it, blew hot air directly onto the clit and said, "You have to say it, Fran. Just ask for whatever sex act you want, and I'll do it for you. All you have to do is tell me what it is."
Kisses. Teases. Hot breaths.
"Oh God, Julia, you're driving me crazy!" Fran moaned, needing to feel those lips and that tongue on her pussy.



Julia pressed her lips against Fran's panties and could feel their soiled wetness.
"Ooooh, that's so good," Julia moaned loudly.
"Do you want your baby girl to eat your sloppy pussy, Mommy?" Julia asked suggestively, her breaths constantly exciting her clit.
"Oh, Julia," Fran whimpered... annoyed that her panties were still on and preventing the feeling of the teen's lips and breath directly against her needy, desperate pussy.
"Just say it, Mommy," Julia wheedled, "whatever it is." She grabbed her panties and tugged them down, Fran willingly lifting her ass to facilitate it.
"For instance, do you want this pretty blonde teen... me... to suck on Mommy's clit and get you off like you've never gotten off?" Julia offered, bending down and blowing directly onto the clit... knowing she could easily back up her outrageous claim by giving her a life-altering orgasm.
"Oh, Julia," Fran moaned weakly.
"Say something slut, tell me you want me to eat Mommy's cunt, or whatever else you desire," Julia demanded. "Make a specific request right... fucking... now!"
That broke through the woman's paralysis. "Yes, yes, Julia, please eat Mommy's sloppy cunt! I need it so fucking bad!" Fran pleaded, desperately needing to feel the teen's tongue on her desperate pussy, and by now she was unable to disobey a firm demand from this dominant teen.
"See? That wasn't so hard, was it?" Julia asked, and she buried her face, and began licking the wet pussy.
"Oh yes, just like that," Fran moaned, the girl's tongue doing wonders on her fevered twat.
"Don't You love a teen blonde eating your pussy?" Julia asked, as she swirled her tongue around inside this wet, wet pussy.
"Oh yes! It's so naughty, and you're so naughty," Fran moaned.
"You're a nasty slut to be allowing your daughter's best friend to eat your pussy in her own bedroom," Julia accused wickedly, as she flicked the MILF's clit, making her twitch uncontrollably.
"This feels so good," Fran said, ignoring the verbal assault. It should have embarrassed her, but it didn't.
"I know, Mommy, you love my innocent teen mouth sucking on your mature pussy," Julia said, really enjoying playing her 'younger versus older' card.
"Please don't stop, you nasty... teen... cunt-munching seductress," Fran demanded, her orgasm so close.
"Do you love having a pretty blonde teen eating your pussy?" Julia asked.
"Yes! I love my sexy little teen slut eating Mommy's pussy!" Fran moaned, really getting into this incestual roleplaying.
"Tell me more," Julia ordered, as she snacked on the pussy.
"I simply love my sexy teen slut," Fran continued. "I love this young, ripe, barely legal teenage girl devouring my pussy!"
"Then come for me Mommy, come all over your pretty teen girl's sweet, innocent face," Julia ordered, still attacking the cunt with aggressive hunger.
"Oh, God yes, yes please, PLEASE! Mommy's about to come!" Fran moaned wildly, as her body surrendered completely to the teen's tongue. "Don't stop! Don't stop! That's it! That's IT!"
"Then come, you nasty whore!" Julia demanded, as she slid two fingers inside the wanton woman's box.
"Oh yes, baby girl, oh yes, fuck, fuck, you mother fucker!" Fran screamed as her orgasm gushed out of her like a busted dam, while euphoria cascaded through her very core!
"Mmmmmmm." Julia said, getting softer as she lapped up all that sweet cum. "You're just a nasty Mommy-slut."
"Yes, and I'm your slut," Fran agreed weakly as her orgasm continued blasting through her.
Julia moved up and ordered, "Taste yourself all over my face," before she bent down and resumed kissing the MILF, and subjecting her face to being licked all over, while her best friend's stepmother was still coming.
Step 11: Make her your cunt licker (while your Mistress films it all)
Julia then looked up at Reese, who was still filming, and she smiled while she straddled her stepmom's face. "Lie on your back, and do nothing but stare into my tight teen pussy, Mommy."
"Oh my," the MILF said, staring up at the glistening... ripe... teen pussy that was just begging to be licked.
"Isn't this the prettiest and pinkest pussy you've ever seen?" Julia asked, waving Reese closer to give her and the camera a better view.
Reese came completely into the bedroom and stood next to her stepmother and her resourceful pet, her own pussy on fire, while she continued filming her stepmom, who was unable to see her with her friend's pussy hovering above her face.
"It is the prettiest pink pussy I've ever seen," Fran echoed like a sexual parrot.
"Do you like my blonde hair?"
"Yes."
"My perfect little titties?"
"Yes."
"My firm, tight ass and my puckered little asshole?"
"Yes, yes, and yes," Fran agreed willingly, as she leaned up and licked the wet, glistening peach.
But Julia pushed the Mom's head back down, "Did I give you permission to lick me yet?"
"N-n-no," Fran stammered, surprised by the rejection. Just one lick, and she already wanted more.
"Then tell me why I should let you lick my pussy, Mommy," Julia negotiated, gazing down at her pet.
"Because I want to make you feel as good as you've just made me feel!"
"And tell me how much you love being an eighteen-year-old's personal slut," Julia insisted, once again lowering her pussy to immediately above the MILF's pretty face.
"I love it so much, Julia," Fran admitted. "I'll do anything for you!"
"Anything?"
"Yes, anything," Fran conceded, recognizing that the term covered an awful lot of acreage, but all she wanted right now in the world was the privilege of eating this perfect peach.
"For starters, lick your tongue up and down my pussy," Julia offered, pulling Reese close enough to kiss her.
"Oh yes, and thank you," Fran gushed as she obeyed, lifting up her head and licking her tongue up and down between those pretty pussy lips.
"Very good, Mommy," Julia moaned, after breaking her brief kiss.
"You taste so good," Fran said, as she enjoyed the teen's taste.
"So you like the taste of this forbidden teen fruit?" Julia asked.
"Yes, I love it!" Fran moaned lustfully.
"Because once you've gotten get your first taste of this juicy forbidden drug, you'll never be able to get enough of it," Julia warned her belatedly.
"I don't care, I already have to have it," Fran said, in a hungry daze.
"Once I come on your face, I'll officially own you," Julia continued, wanting to discover what else this MILF would agree to doing.
"Yes please, I want you to own me Julia, I know that I'll love being your obedient lesbian plaything," Fran offered willingly, while she kept lapping up the sweet nectar of this fruit that was forbidden, which made it all the tastier.
"Good Mommy slut," Julia said, as she began grinding on the MILF's face.
Fran frantically licked, dying to feel her face coated with teen cum.
"Oh, yes Mommy, lick me, lick me. Don't you dare fucking stop," Julia cried out, really working over her face, while she put on a sexy show for Reese, who was filming and thoroughly enjoying the show. And later on for herself, when they'd strip down and watch this home movie together. And by then, even Fran might enjoy watching her own tumble from grace.
Fran didn't stop, and soon she was rewarded with the cum she craved, "Yes Mommy, I'm coming all over your face!" Julia announced unnecessarily.
While Julia was erupting, she pulled the MILF's face deep into her pussy and baptized the bitch. She held the stepmom in place for a good minute more, almost suffocating her before letting her go, gesturing for Reese to hide below the edge of the bed as she rolled off.
Fran lay where she was, completely satisfied.
Julia then said, gazing possessively down at the wet-faced stepmom, "You look so hot dripping with my cum like that."
"Thanks," Fran said, looking up at the pretty blonde. "For everything."
Step 12: Break her will with incestuous seeds
"For everything? You don't think I'm finished with you yet, do you?" Julia asked.
"You're not? We both came," Fran reasoned.
"But only once," Julia said. Then she ordered, "Move over to your pillow and lie on your stomach."
"Well... okay!" Fran agreed, happy this adventure wasn't over. Because once it was, a cold hard splash of reality would be kicking in, and she wasn't ready to face it. She'd just cheated on her husband! She'd had sex with her stepdaughter's best friend! She'd also said and agreed to doing some very kinky shit!
Julia pulled Fran's hips up and said, pulling her ass cheeks apart, "Now I'm going to lick your asshole, Fran."
"No one has ever done anything like that to me before," Fran said. Nor had she ever had anal sex... having insisted to more than one man that her ass was an 'out only hole'.
"You do have a nice, mature, plump ass," Julia said.
"Thanks," Fran said, uncertain whether that was a compliment or not.
"Yes, your asshole is fucking wide open for me," Julia said, leaning down to lick this inviting hole. Julia loved to eat ass, and loved to get her ass fucked, and she knew this next step would really turn Reese on, since she also loved eating ass. Sometimes at what they told whichever parents were also in the house where they were was a pajama party, the two of them dined on each other's asses long into the night.
"Ohhhh," Fran moaned, astonished by the pleasant feelings she felt from this tongue bathing her asshole.
While Julia motioned for Reese to stand up and resume filming, Fran's face buried in a pillow, she asked, "Do you love young blondes, Fran?"
"Yes, I do love them," Fran answered dreamily.
"Do you know who else is a hot, young blonde?" Julia asked, as she swirled her tongue around the woman's asshole.
"No," Fran answered, "I can't think of anyone," beginning to really enjoy this anal licking.
"Reese," Julia pointed out. "Reese is a hot, young, teenaged blonde."
"Okay. But she's my daughter," Fran pointed out.
"She's your stepdaughter," Julia corrected her.
"Still," Fran said.
"And do you think Reese and I look alike?" Julia asked. "Both of us are barely legal, both of us are blonde, both of us have tight little bodies. Of course, Reese's boobs are much bigger than mine."
"Yes, I suppose so," Fran mused, never having thought of her stepdaughter in that way, but indeed she was a very cute little blonde... a bit nerdy compared to Julia, but they did indeed have similar appearances.
"And for the bedroom, we have the same tight asses, very different sized boobs but just as firm as each other's, and the same ripe, young pussies," Julia listed.
"But she's still my stepdaughter," Fran repeated, more to herself than to Julia, so she wouldn't get drawn into admitting something kinky and inappropriate... such as she thought her stepdaughter was hot... which suddenly she did! Damn!
"You know what's hot about your being step relations?" Julia asked.
"Noooo," Fran moaned, while Julia really licked her ass while grazing her pussy with a finger.
"Step-sex," Julia said. "That's so fucking hot."
Fran didn't respond. At all.
Julia stopped and asked, "Do you want some more of me, slut?"
"Yes, yes please," Fran said, the ass eating so sensual.
"Then tell me how sexy Reese is," Julia ordered.
Fran's eyes went big.
Julia repeated, slapping the ass, "I told you to tell me how sexy your stepdaughter is!"
"Okay, okay," Fran frustratedly agreed, "Reese is sexy, okay? Now please eat my asshole."
"Okay," Julia agreed, as she resumed licking her asshole. "What makes her sexy?"
"Everything," Fran answered vaguely.
"Tell me more," Julia insisted. "I want details. For instance, do you like how young and ripe she looks?"
"Yes, she's so young," Fran moaned.
"Yes she is," Julia concurred. "Young, just like I am."
"And she has long, pretty blonde hair," Fran added.
"Just like mine," Julia agreed.
"And great big tits," Fran added. Her stepdaughter was very well-endowed.
"Very unlike mine," Julia said. "But I like staring at them, too."
"And great legs," Fran continued, no longer requiring any encouragement to do so, just getting caught up in this moment, where she was envisioning her stepdaughter in ways she shouldn't envision her.
"Yes, she does have great legs," Julia agreed.
"And an amazing ass."
"Yes, such a tight young asshole, just made to be eaten," Julia added.
"And I'll bet she also has a pretty pink pussy," Fran added, wondering what her stepdaughter's pussy looked like. Was it hairless like her friend's?
"Your asshole tastes so good, slut," Julia said, "but do you want some more?"
"Yes, yes," Fran said, the tongue on her asshole driving her wild.
"Then I want some more too," Julia said, playing this woman like a fiddle. "Describe your fantasies about Reese."
Fran couldn't respond. This conversation was getting out of hand!
"You must have some fantasies about her. I know I do," Julia shared, giving Reese a wink.
Fran hadn't ever had any fantasies about her stepdaughter, but she was suddenly curious whether Julia and her had ever fooled around.
"Tell me about Reese, and how much you want to lick her tight, pink, little slit," Julia prompted her wickedly.
"I-I-I guess I could elaborate about that, if you want me to," Fran conceded, getting drawn into this game... this harmless fantasy where normal taboos didn't apply .
"Sounds delish. Elaborate about what, exactly?"
"Dropping to my knees before her," Fran offered.
"I'll bet her pussy would taste so good," Julia said, knowing from firsthand experience that it really did.
"Oooooh," Fran moaned, whenJulia devoured her asshole and traced a finger across her pussy lips.
"Wouldn't you love to taste it for real?" Julia asked, "suck her nectar directly from that young teen pussy?"
"Oh yes, in a heartbeat!" Fran said eagerly, feeling overwhelmed by Julia's teasing sensations, and by the wicked, totally inappropriate thoughts they were indulging in.
"Yes what?" Julia asked, tracing her clit.
"Yes, I really want to taste Reese's pussy!" Fran admitted.
"Would you would let her eat your pussy too?"
"Yes, sure; why not?" Fran responded, going completely with the flow, since this was just make-believe taboo talk.
"So to clarify, if Reese was here right now, you'd would be down to fuck her and me together?"
Reese was in awe, while she listened to all these deliciously sexy fantasies flowing out of her stepmother's mouth.
"Yes, yes, I would fuck you both!," Fran agreed with total enthusiasm. "I'd eat your pussies, I'd eat your assholes, and I'd let you both fuck me however you young hotties wanted to!"
"And would you also fuck both of our tight cunts?" Julia continued, silently motioning for Reese to stop recording and sneak onto the bed.
"Yes, I'd fuck both of you blonde beauties," Fran, a brunette, said. She'd always envied the blondes in high school and college... they seemed to have lots more fun....
Reese went behind her stepmother, while Julia slipped slyly to the side.
While Reese began licking her stepmom's asshole, Julia continued her dialogue. Fran was too far gone to notice the extra body on the bed, or the different tongue that was now licking her asshole, "Your asshole tastes so fucking good!"
"Don't stop," Fran moaned.
"This is such a delightful fantasy! Call me Reese, from now on," Julia instructed.
"I don't know about doing that!," Fran worried.
"But we're having so much fun! Just do it for me, Mommy, let yourself go," Julia urged her in a sexy as fuck tone, while Reese worked over her asshole.
"Okay, okay, please don't stop licking Mommy's asshole Reese, you sexy slut, you!" Fran roleplayed, which felt both wrong, yet somehow right.
"How much do you love your teenage stepdaughter licking your asshole?"
"I love it so much, Reese, so fucking much," Fran answered... this wicked incestuous roleplaying driving her even wilder. It seemed so real!
"How much do you love having your asshole eaten by this barely legal... teen... stepdaughter?" Julia asked, emphasizing the inappropriateness of this alleged fantasy.
"Yes Reese, I love how young you are," Fran admitted.
"Tell me how much you'd love it if your stepdaughter were actually eating your ass," Julia continued piling it on.
"I'd love it," Fran moaned. Unbeknownst to her, it really was her stepdaughter eating her asshole... and now she was sliding a finger into her pussy. "Yes! Finger fuck me, Reese!"
"Your pussy is so fucking wet right now," Julia said. "Why's that?"
"It's because of you, Reese," Fran moaned, totally immersed in this incestuous roleplay. "I fucking love being a slut for my stepdaughter."
"And do you want to be your stepdaughter's sex toy?"
"Yes Reese, I want to be your Mommy slut, your pet, your cunt-eating slave!" Fran listed, in the heat of the moment and her rising orgasm.
"You want her tongue in your ass and her finger in your sloppy cunt, just like she's doing for you right now," Julia continued. She didn't point out that if Reese wasn't doing all of that, especially the oral, it wouldn't even be possible for she herself to maintain her verbal barrage so smoothly.
"Yes, just like that, just like that, just like that..." Fran babbled, her orgasm rising rapidly.
"Would you love being double teamed as well?," Julia added, Fran unaware of the innuendo within the question.
"Yes, I'd love it."
"Now I want you to come, Mommy! I want you to come, just like the nasty slut you are," Julia ordered wickedly.
"Oh, yes Reese, make Mommy come! Eat my asshole! Finger bang my cunt!," Fran continued babbling. She was this close to coming, when she turned her head and saw Julia crouching beside her, and her eyes went so wide!
Step 13: The reveal
"What the bloody HELL?" Fran gasped, looking around and seeing that really was her actual stepdaughter eating her asshole! "What the filthy FUCK?"
"I wanted to taste your asshole," Reese shrugged nonchalantly. "And my wonderful and obedient pet said she could make it happen, so I let her do it for me."
"What?" Fran said, shocked out of her gourd... while her imminent orgasm kept simmering just below the surface.
"I loved hearing everything you just said about me," Reese added unapologetically and with a grin.
"Technically speaking, you said you'd love to fuck Reese if she was here," Julia grinned, moving her fingers into a V shape and wiggling her tongue crudely between them.
"Julia, that was just dirty talk," Fran said, totally floored.
"It looked like you were enjoying it," Julia pointed out.
"Did you seriously get my daughter to eat my butt hole?" Fran asked incredulously... almost hysterically... struggling to process this wicked, insane turn of events.
"Not exactly, Mommy, I really wanted to do it, so I gave her permission to set this up for me when she promised me she could pull it off. But yes Mommy, I really did eat your butthole, and I really did finger your sopping wet cunt, and I loved doing it!" Julia grinned. She then pulled Reese in for a sloppy wet kiss.



Fran lay there in a daze watching the two blondes kissing, before Julia broke the kiss and said, "And please don't insult our intelligence by saying you didn't like it. You were about to come from your stepdaughter eating your asshole."
"But I thought she was you!" Fran protested.
"But you kept calling whomever it was Reese," Julia pointed out.
"Damn it, I did! I did, I really did do that," Fran admitted to herself, suffering from the bewildered states of denial and acceptance, both at once.
"And now we've got you exactly where we want you," Reese added.
"W-w-where exactly is that?" Fran asked, still stunned.
"You're Reese's Christmas present from me," Julia explained, leaning in and kissing Fran's neck.
"Even though you've already unwrapped my present," Reese joked.
"I'm a Christmas present?" Fran repeated mindlessly, the hot breath on her neck distracting her.
"Yes, I didn't know what I should get her for Christmas, until I thought of turning you into a Mommy pet. A new and sexier you seemed like the perfect gift," Julia explained.
"Gift," Fran repeated in a daze... her pussy still demanding someone's... anyone's attention... her sex organ didn't give a fig that one of the two willing girls present was her stepdaughter.
Step 14: Acceptance and a fun fucking threesome
"You're the perfect gift," Reese added as she leaned in and kissed her stepmother's lips... and after a brief resistance... Fran kissed her back.
Then Julia kissed Fran.
Then Julia and Reese kissed each other.
Then Reese kissed her stepmother again, while Julia said, "Now it's time for you to fuck your stepdaughter, just like you screamed out that you wanted to do. It's time for you to make everyone's fantasy, including yours, into a reality."
Reese broke the kiss and Julia pulled her dress over her head. "As you can see, Reese's juicy tits are a lot bigger than mine," Julia said.
"So big and lovely," Fran said, her brief resistance shattered with just a tender kiss... and now from this opportunity to suck on her stepdaughter's big rack. She pulled her bra down, and took her daughter's tits in her hands and mouth.
"So hot," Julia said, watching the stepmom eagerly sucking on her stepdaughter's nipples.
"Yeah! Suck on my tits, Mommy, Reese said, gazing down upon her pretty stepmother.
"Oh yeah, worship your daughter's titties," Julia encouraged her.
"So big and delicious," Fran amended her prior pronouncement, as she switched back and forth between the two hard nipples while cupping both tits.
"Oh, yes Mommy, you're going to be my good little lesbian from now on," Reese moaned, while Fran swirled her tongue around her nipples.
After a couple minutes, Julia interrupted the hot scene by gently pushing them apart and saying, "Now you need to watch us while I eat your stepdaughter's sweet pussy, just like I do for her every day."
"Every day?" Fran gasped.
"Yes, Julia is my cheerleader pet," Reese explained, as Julia crawled between her legs and began licking her very wet pussy.
"Julia is your pet?" Fran said, this being the opposite of what she would have assumed.
"Yes, but she's also my girlfriend, and we're both switches, so we blur the lines a lot," Reese revealed. "But she's basically my pet most of the time. And now you've become our pet, but you're mine most of the time. Is that as clear as mud? In any case, now we both want you to rub that wet pussy of yours, and to watch us while my pet eats my pussy."
"Okay, ummm... What's the protocol here? Should I call both of you my Mistresses?" Fran asked, still very confused.
"That would be simplest for now, yes," Reese agreed. "We can all discuss some nuances a bit later. So with that settled, are you ready to play with yourself while you watch us doing our thing?"
"Yes, Mistresses. I'm more than ready," Fran agreed, placing her hand on her pussy, which was still needy... never having reached that much-needed second orgasm that had been so imminent, before she'd discovered that her stepdaughter really was the girl eating her ass and finger banging her.
So with everything now settled for the time being, Reese sat on the bed, while Julia knelt on the floor and Fran seated herself in a chair, and Julia began licking her loving Mistress's pussy.
A short while later Reese reported, "Our Mommy obviously loves to watch you eating my pussy, Julia."
"Mmmmmm, I'm glad. I love nothing more than being your pet, baby," Julia purred.
"Is she eating you good, baby girl?" Fran asked a minute later, while she rubbed herself.
"Yes Mommy, she's eating me so good," Reese moaned. "She always eats me so good."
"So all those times when you told me you were upstairs studying?" Fran asked.
"We were usually fucking," Reese admitted, glad she could now be totally honest with her stepmom.
"Jesus!" Fran said. She's been totally hoodwinked.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck Julia, don't stop," Reese moaned, her orgasm already close... her pussy having been on fire throughout her entire voyeuristic viewing.
"Tell me what you want me to do to you, Reese," Julia said. "This time with our Mommy listening."
"Lick my cunt," Reese moaned. "And suck on my clit."
Julia obeyed.
"Yes, just like that," Reese moaned, her orgasm so fucking close. "Don't stop!"
Julia attacked the clit, knowing from experience when her Mistress was about to come.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm COMING!" Reese bellowed, as her legs stiffened, and her orgasm ripped through her.
"Eat her cum, Julia," Fran encouraged, wishing she could eat her daughter's pussy too.
Once the orgasm was done, Julia rolled over and ordered, "Come here and eat me, Mommy."
"Sure!" Fran said, hungry for more pussy. Fran crawled between her legs, and buried her face in her pussy.
"Oh yes, I knew you wanted this young, ripe pussy," Julia said, as Reese left the room... she knew where she was going, and why.
Fran lapped hungrily, while Julia tantalized her, saying things like, "That's good, really good!" and, "Yes, use your tongue, just like that," and, "Don't stop, you nasty slut."
Reese returned with a strap-on harness around her waist and eight inches of stiff cock leading the way. She announced, "Now it's time for me to fuck my Mommy!"
"Just fuck her, while she keeps eating me," Julia requested. "She's doing a dynamite job," she added, as she grabbed Fran's head and held it deep in her pussy to keep Fran from looking up.
"That's the plan," Reese agreed, getting onto the bed and behind her stepmother. She quickly slid inside her wet pussy and said, "Stepmama, it's time to finish giving you that orgasm I attempted to give you earlier."
"Oh, fuck!" Fran moaned loudly, although her exclamation was muffled by her face plastered against Julia's pussy.
"Yeah, fuck our slut," Julia encouraged her.
"Oh yeah! Thanks to you, my Stepmama is now our Mommy fuck toy. Merry Christmas!" Reese chortled while she pumped her dick in and out of her Mommy.
"Ooooooh," Fran moaned, as pleasure quickly rose inside her.
"Yeah! Pound her pussy, baby," Julia urged, loving the sight of her girlfriend fucking her stepmom.
"Yeah, I really love my Christmas present," Reese said, her hands grabbing her stepmom's hips while she really slammed into her.
Julia released Fran's head, allowing her to speak. "Tell our Mistress Reese what you want, slut."
"Oh, fuck Reese! Please fuck Mommy! Pound my slutty hole, and make me your submissive sex slave forever," Fran cried out. Now she was only haphazardly licking Julia's pussy, while the pleasure in her pussy consumed her.
Julia understood why her cunning linguist was falling apart, so she didn't mind a bit. This new bond that Reese was forging with her stepmother was important to them both, so it was important to her as well.
"Who owns your cunt?" Reese asked, pounding her hard.
"You do, honey," Fran said. "You own your Mommy!"
"Yes I do," Reese agreed, as she really gave it to her.
"Fuck her baby, fuck her good, "Julia encouraged, loving the sight of her nerdy girlfriend being so dominant with her stepmom.
"Yes, fuck me good, Babydoll," Fran agreed, her orgasm imminent.
"Come, Mommy, come for your Mistress," Reese ordered, utilizing the only word that could properly define this new hierarchy between them.
"Oh yes, you are my Mistress now, and I'm so close!" the mother moaned, giving up on what had become her sorry excuse for pussy licking, and resting the side of her head against Julia's pussy. She'd make it up to her later, but right now, she was toast.
Julia understood why, and again, she didn't mind the temporary loss of service the least little bit. "Come, slut," she demanded.
"Now, Mommy," Reese added, as she really drilled her.
"Yes, baby! Oh yes, fuck, fuck yes, you MOTHER FUCKER!" Fran screamed when her orgasm struck.
Reese continued pumping her cock into her mother throughout her orgasm, and then she pulled out, flipped her Mom onto her back, and dove into her flooded pussy.
"Oh my God!" Fran screamed, the sudden tongue on her spasming pussy driving her wild!
"How is Reese doing?" Julia asked, "Doing an adequate job is she?" teasingly downplaying their Mistress's obviously superb efforts, while Fran's temple rested directly against her pussy... thus unintentionally stimulating it.
"She is doing sooooo good," Fran moaned, another orgasm on the rise, even while the prior one still had its hold on her.
"You've got such a tasty twat, Mommy," Reese complimented, lapping up her cum, and thus giving her even more pleasure.
"Oh, yes. More baby, more!" Fran moaned.
"Your daughter really knows how to eat a pussy," Julia said.
"You both do," Fran agreed, her body on fire.
"I'm going to make you come again, Mommy," Reese promised, as she worked her pussy over.
"Another one? Okay, go for it, sweetheart!" Fran moaned, closing her eyes and only focussing on enjoying the pleasurable sensations her stepdaughter was bestowing upon her.
A few minutes later, while another orgasm was rising, Fran started babbling again, "Oh yes, suck on my clit, baby," and, "Right there! Right fucking there!" And, "Please don't stop!"
Julia chimed in with, "Fuck it while you suck it! Bump it with a trumpet!"
Reese slid two fingers into her stepmom's pussy, as she worked over her clit.
"Oh, fuck! Finger fuck me, fuck your Mommy, fuck her slutty box!" Fran moaned wildly.
"Come on my face, Mommy! I want your cum so bad!" Reese encouraged her sexily.
"Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop, DON'T STOP!" Fran babbled over and over.
"Isn't she good?" Julia asked.
"She's so fucking good!" Fran agreed enthusiastically.
Reese going for the orgasmic kill, she found her mom's g-spot, tapped on it, and her Mom screamed as her orgasm blew her apart. "Fuuuuuuuuuck!"
"G-spot?" Julia asked placidly. "Found it, right?"
"Yeeeeeeeeeees!" Fran bellowed contrastingly, while her body quaked so hard it tremored the bed.
Reese lapped up her Mom's cum for a couple minutes, before she removed her strap-on, laid on her back and ordered, "Come here and eat my sweet pie, Mommy."
"Yes Mistress," Fran said gamely, and she weakly, still coming, struggled to crawl over to her daughter... and made it!
Fran licked her daughter, while Julia took her turn to don the strap-on dick.
"How does your daughter taste?" Julia asked.
"So fucking good!" Fran reported, already lost in yet another lustful pussy daze.
"I know. I can't ever get enough of it either," Julia agreed, going behind her.
"Me neither," Fran said, while she licked her stepdaughter.
Julia pulled Fran's ass cheeks apart, and started licking the puckered hole.
"Oh yes," Fran moaned.
"Such a tasty ass!" Julia said.
"Finger her ass, baby," Reese instructed her sometimes pet. ('Sometimes', because as has been mentioned, they occasionally swapped roles for a while.)
"Yes, baby," Julia obeyed, slowly sliding an index finger into their MILF's ass.
"Ooooh my!" Fran groaned, this next overture feeling so weird... a good weird... but still weird.
"Yes, gape that asshole," Reese urged, as she placed her hand on the back of her Mom's head and gently held it in place.
"Yeah, this asshole was just made for fucking," Julia said, as she wiggled her finger inside the tight asshole.
"Oh God," Fran moaned, as she kept licking.
Then for a couple minutes... Fran ate her stepdaughter... and Julia gaped Fran's asshole, even inserting a second finger.
"Ready for your final surprise of Christmas Eve, Mommy?" Reese asked, bringing her hand to her Mom's chin, and pulling it up a bit to look into her eyes.
"Now that my two Mistresses have blown my mind so completely today, I'm ready for anything, baby," Fran said. "Bring it on!" sensing she was about to get ass fucked for the first time. A few men had wanted to do that in the past, but she'd always hated that idea. Until now.
Julia placed her cock against the gaped hole she'd just prepared, and Reese instructed, "Fuck our Mommy's asshole."
"Yes please, fuck my asshole," Fran agreed.
"Then I guess I'd better fuck your asshole!" Julia laughed, just before she slid her dick into the gaped orifice.
"Oh my fucking God," Fran moaned, running out of steam by now, but still game, as her asshole was slowly filled. Sure she felt a bit of pain, but mostly she felt certain surreal sensations for the first time.
"You need to multi-task, Mommy. Get back to eating me while you're getting cornholed," Reese ordered.
"Yes Mistress," Fran moaned, and she resumed eating her daughter, while she got her virgin ass fucked.
For the next few minutes, that's what happened. While her... her... she'd lost count, so while her next orgasm rose inside her, Fran started talking nasty... again... while pleasure consumed her... again. She could really get used to this! "Yes, fuck my ass!" And, "Shit yes, ream my asshole!" And, "Fuck, do I love your cock in my ass!"
Fran sensed when her daughter was getting close, and when it was imminent, she begged, "Come for Mommy baby, come all over your Mommy's face!"
"Yeah? Do you want your daughter's cum gushing all over your face, you wonderful slut?" Reese asked.
"Yes, yes, come all over my face!" Fran begged, dying to taste her daughter's full flood of aromatic nectar.
"You come for me too, my ass slut," Julia ordered, while she really reamed her asshole.
"Come, Mommy! And I'll come with you!" Reese promised.
"Oh, fuck yes, harder, harder," Fran moaned wildly, while she licked aggressively.
"Oh, Mommy! I'm almost home!" Reese moaned, her orgasm imminent.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Fran babbled. "Fuuuuck!"
As her orgasm burst, Reese's immediately followed. "I'm coming on my Mommy's face!"
"Yes, you are," Fran moaned, as she face planted on her daughter's cunt and a geyser of cum splattered her face.
Step 15: A Merry Christmas and a promise of an amazing New Year
Julia pulled out, climbed out of her strap-on, rolled the apparently boneless Fran onto her back, sat on her face, pulled Reese close to her boobs to boobs, and said as she kissed her, "Merry Christmas, baby."
"Merry Christmas, baby," Reese echoed as they kissed.
"God, did I ever get fucked today by you two wonderful Mistresses, every one!" sang out Tiny Fran.
"Oh and you wait to see what we have in store fro you for New Year's Eve," Julia smiled.
"Oh, God!" the mother said.
"Oh you'll be screaming that a lot," Reese assured, unsure of Julia's plan but knowing they were going to a sorority house known for wild lesbian orgies... one Julie had already promised her.
"Well, your dad is going to be out of town for New Years," Fran said, looking at the two young, beautiful, teens.
Well, then Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year indeed," Julia smiled.
THE END
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A Babysitter's Christmas Gift
Summary: Frustrated MILF is seduced by sexy student babysitter.
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Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for illustrating this story, and also for editing it.
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I hope you enjoy this story and I hope you have a great holiday season as although I hope you spend some time pleasing yourself and enjoying mine and other writer's work, I really hope you, your family and your loved ones a great Christmas.
Jasmine

Staring sweet, sexy cheerleader, student and babysitter Amber Anderson.

And Katie Pederson as the pretty, sex deprived mother and teacher who is seduced by her sexy, aggressive, seductive, student and babysitter.

And... because I can, I make a cameo appearance in this story. And since this one is illustrated, Tex has upgraded my appearance from his previous creation of me in Christmas Carolyn. (Don't you wish we could upgrade ourselves in real life? Not just getting makeovers, but picking out entirely new faces, bodies and hair for ourselves?)

And now without further ado a very fun seasonal themed lesbian adventure.
.....
.....
.....
A Babysitter's Christmas Gift
Katie was so excited!
Tonight would be her first proper outing since she'd given birth eight months ago. Yes, they'd hired a babysitter a while ago so they could attend a funeral, but funerals hardly qualified as festive occasions. She'd also returned to teaching in high school a month ago following her maternity leave, but that was work... certainly not a night out.
It would also, at least she hoped it would, be the first time she'd be getting fucked in about a year and a half. It was simply ridiculous how her husband Dwight had totally lost his sex drive scarcely a moment after he'd gotten her pregnant. Because 'it would hurt the baby'... the idiot... he'd totally refused to fuck her during the entire duration of her pregnancy! And then after she'd given birth to a sweet little cherub they'd named Simon, she'd lost her sex drive... having actual sex hardly seemed worth the bother. Fortunately, Dwight didn't seem to mind overmuch, but today she felt ready to start up again, and she was planning to surprise him tonight. Her hubby was going to get lucky!
Her plans included doing something racy she'd only done once before in her life... back in college... she'd be attending tonight's Christmas Eve party... commando!
Katie was wearing a sexy garter-belt and stockings, which should get Dwight all revved up. He had a stockings fetish, and in the past... the distant past it felt like... just her wearing them had often been enough to get him all locked and loaded.
She headed downstairs feeling a little annoyed, since Dwight wasn't home yet. They needed to leave in twenty minutes! Their babysitter, a Hispanic senior in high school, one of Katie's students in the English class she taught, a very sweet and bright young lady named Amber... Katie's favourite student this year in fact... would be arriving in a few minutes or so. Which wasn't a problem, since the moment she arrived, she'd be ready to begin 'sitting'. She'd mentioned having a very young brother at home her parents often called 'the accident', and she frequently looked after him, whether they were home or out somewhere.
Dwight finally showed up five minutes later. He apologized profusely, just like he always did; he blamed his tardiness on the deadline his boss had called him in for today, even though it was Saturday and December 24. He didn't even notice how hot his wife looked tonight, which was sadly nothing new these days. But he at least realised how late it was, so he was dashing upstairs to shower just as the doorbell rang.
Katie went to the door and greeted Amber, who was quite elegantly dressed for babysitting. It certainly wasn't sweatshirt and jeans!
"Hi, Mrs. Pederson, you look amazing!" Amber gushed, giving her teacher a boisterous hug. Which surprised Katie, since the girl had never done that before. And she found herself rather liking it! After all, their weekly after school chats had sometimes gotten quite frank, so by now she felt quite close to the girl. And the feeling was obviously mutual. Hugging her teacher at school would hardly be appropriate, but she guessed it was different off campus. She chalked part of it up to youthful exuberance, and she was smiling. Unlike Dwight these days, Amber always made her feel appreciated.
"Oh, um, thanks," Katie said. "I wish my husband had noticed just now."
"How could he not?" Amber exclaimed, shaking her head sympathetically. But she wasn't surprised, since that's the reason she was plotting a special Christmas Eve surprise for her foxy teacher... because her husband took her for granted. When she dropped by Mrs. Pederson's classroom for their weekly chats, her teacher had mentioned a time or two that her husband had been neglecting her ever since back before their baby was born. And although she'd never mentioned the neglect included sexually, Amber assumed that it did. She herself was a complete lesbian... everyone knew... and her parents always made it clear she had their full support for whatever lifestyle made her happy, the wonderful dears... but she kept secret from them and from almost everyone else, just how much (and how frequently) she enjoyed being with older women... they were usually more experienced, and they were always appreciative.
"I don't know why not," Kate sighed. But realizing this wasn't her student's problem, she changed the subject. "That's quite the outfit you're wearing," she admired. Her pupil was wearing a very cute multi-coloured minidress-with-leather-corset outfit and light blue thigh high stockings, and the latter were completely visible.
"Yes, I came here straight from a Christmas party at my friend's house," Amber lied. Actually she'd selected this outfit very carefully, for the express purpose of teasing and seducing her favourite teacher tonight... having been planting some ever so subtle seeds at school, ever since she'd acquired the quality intel that she wasn't very happy at home.
"Then it must have been a very interesting party," Katie said, taking another look at the stockings. Katie had never been with a woman, but she'd occasionally felt curious. She'd been reading a lot of lesbian erotica of late whenever she was at home alone... which was far too often. And one author, silkstockingslover, considered stockings erotic. Her stories made a very good case for that notion, so Katie now saw them in a much more sensual light whenever she noticed other women wearing them.
"Oh, it really was," Amber agreed.
"Oh dear, you must be freezing out there! I should have invited you in immediately!" Katie suddenly realised. "Come in, come in!"
"I guess I should have worn pantyhose instead of stockings," Amber said a bit ruefully, as she came in and set a large shopping bag she'd been carrying next to the couch. "But these blue ones were the only ones I had that matched my outfit."
"And that's important," Katie smiled. She herself was dressed in a few shades of purple.
"Exactly! You understand the importance of colour coordinating. I've noticed that from how you dress at school... and right now too, actually," Amber smiled approvingly, entering the living room and immediately slipping out of her heels... whereupon she noticed some mistletoe hanging from the ceiling near the Christmas tree. How perfectly convenient!
"I do," Katie smiled back. She did a playful little twirl, which happened to land her directly beneath that mistletoe.
Amber took this as a sign. So she hustled over to Katie, and before her teacher knew what was happening, her back was pressed against the wall... and her student's lips were unexpectedly pressed against hers!

Katie's eyes went wide as she felt the teen's lips on hers, and she instinctively kissed her back. She even wrapped her arms around the pretty teen!
The kiss lasted only a few seconds, but that was longer than a proper peck under the mistletoe should last with someone who wasn't your spouse... and especially with one of your own students!
"I'm so sorry," Katie apologised while she backed away, as if she was the one who'd initiated it.
"No," Amber reassured her. "Don't be sorry at all."
"But it was inappropriate," Katie insisted, feeling quite flustered... and confused. Why had Amber kissed her? Why had she kissed her back? And why did her body feel all tingly right now?
"Maybe. But it felt really good to me," Amber disagreed, refusing to allow her teacher to diss that lovely kiss.
Katie hurried into the kitchen, needing a moment to resolve her confusion. Except she couldn't.
Amber followed her in and added, "Mrs. Pederson, that was a really sweet kiss, and you even kissed me back! Which could only be because deep down, you wanted to. It's been obvious to me for some time how much we like each other."
"Yes, I do like you Amber, but... I don't know," Katie said, now feeling totally confused. "Not like that."
"No?" the teen babysitter asked... who wasn't confused at all... her words and actions were all part of her burgeoning seduction plan. So next she rushed over to her, shoved her lustfully against a tall cabinet next to the fridge, reached under her dress, and started rubbing her pussy... thus learning it was a bald and bare pussy. This hot MILF didn't have any panties on!

"Amber!" Katie gasped and moaned simultaneously.
"Mrs. Pederson, since your husband is obviously blind to how beautiful you are, and he doesn't appreciate you nearly as much as he should, I'm gonna give you the ultimate Christmas present after you get home tonight!" Amber promised, having flipped into her full aggressive seductress mode... with her left hand on her shoulder while her right hand worked its magic on the dazed teacher.
"Amber," Katie repeated with another moan, even though she didn't push the teen's hands away. This girl was getting her all revved up!
"A garter-belt and stockings, and no panties," Amber said gleefully, even sliding a finger inside her teacher's pussy. "You must've wanted something like this to happen!"
"Amber..." Katie repeated yet again, trying to formulate the rest of her sentence and tell the girl to stop. But pleasure was consuming her, and she was unable to think straight... and she didn't want this pleasure to stop! It had been just so long.
"Your pussy is soaked, Mrs. Pederson," Amber added. Then deciding to go for broke, she dropped to her knees and began licking her... always loving the taste of a fresh... wet... pussy.
"Oh my God!" Katie gasped and moaned again in confused rapture while she stared down at her student licking her very wet... burning... needy... pussy. She would have probably just rested against the fridge until the teen made her come... paralyzed by her own conflicting indecision and rapture... but fate saved her before she succumbed to this inappropriate desire and made things even worse.
"You okay, honey?" Dwight called out. He was approaching the kitchen, and he was almost there!
"Oh dear!" Katie yelped in a whisper. She quickly pushed Amber's head away and rushed over to the kitchen table to brace herself before she fell down... feeling weak and completely flustered... and feeling her cheeks burning bright red!
Amber however... never one to give up... especially when her prey was weakening so delightfully, and she was so hungry for MILF pussy. She slyly crawled over to join her MILF du jour, whereupon she wickedly resumed licking... except now she was licking Mrs. Pederson's slightly sweaty and salty butt crack, and her delicious asshole instead!
Katie didn't have even a moment to do a thing about this new development... since her husband was already entering the kitchen! She bit her lip to keep herself from letting out a gasp... and likely a moan... from that tongue licking between her ass cheeks.
"Yes, I'm fine, honey." Katie was attempting to respond mildly, and to put on a good front. But she was sure she looked totally awkward. She certainly felt awkward! She also felt completely flustered, and was struggling to remain silent while Amber's tongue worked its magic on her never-before-licked asshole.
"You almost ready to go?" Dwight asked, glancing at his watch, unaware of the sex drama occurring just across the table. Any man paying even a modicum of attention to his wife would have noticed that something unusual was transpiring just a few feet away.
"Yes, in a moment," Katie said, stifling a severe moan when Amber's tongue touched down on her rosebud.

"Where's Amber?" he asked. "I thought that was her when the doorbell rang."
"Amber? Yes, that was her. She went upstairs to check on Simon," she lied... trying to remain stoic while that invasive tongue was bathing her virgin asshole.
"Oh... um... okay," he said, looking at her, perplexed... she was acting so weird... but he'd long ago learned better than to get himself in trouble by questioning such weirdness. Women could be such puzzles sometimes!
"Go out and start the car, honey. And be sure to put the heater on full blast," Katie said, needing desperately to get him out of here. "It's freezing outside, and you know how I hate being in an ice-cold car. Especially tonight. I'm showing a bit more skin than normal, and in the winter that has a few drawbacks."
"Oh yes, of course," Dwight agreed, not even noticing her hint that he owed her a compliment or two, and he just headed out.
As soon as he was gone, Katie jumped away from Amber and rebuked, still whispering, "Amber, what's gotten into you?"
Amber stood up, did nothing but grin until she heard the front door close, and then she kissed her teacher again!
Katie was so overwhelmed, and by now horny as fuck, that she mindlessly kissed her back again for a moment, before she backed away and exclaimed, trying to be the adult, "Amber, that's enough!"
"Yes ma'am," Amber said with another grin and a twinkle in her eye. By now she'd planted enough seeds in her teacher's head where they could grow, and hopefully would come to fruition once her teacher had returned home from her Christmas party.
"I-I-I've got to go," Katie blurted.
"And later on tonight, you've got to come! Have fun!" Amber said cheerily, tossing one more naughty overture into the mix verbally... but acting as if nothing out of the ordinary had just happened.
"We should be home by midnight," Katie said, just as baby Simon started crying.
"I've got him," Amber said, switching to all businesslike.
"Thanks," Katie said, still struggling to process what had just transpired.
"I'll be here when you get back," Amber added, before going upstairs to check on the baby.
Katie watched the teen going upstairs. She was feeling completely enamoured by her, utterly stunned by her own irresolution, and absolutely overwhelmed by the fire Amber had just kindled inside her. She placed her hands on the kitchen table to support herself and took a few deep breaths, calmed her mind and body as best she could, and departed for the night out that she had been really looking forward to. It puzzled her that now she could scarcely wait to get back home again!
.....
The Christmas party was being held at Dwight's boss's mansion... it appeared that corporate greed paid very well. It didn't feature a sit-down dinner, but instead, the hosts had set up a side table in their living room that two of their servants frequently refilled as needed with a selection of tasty hors d'oeuvres. They were reasonably filling, so Katie deemed it a success for them.
She filled herself a plate and ate a bit of it. But not much, since she wasn't feeling very hungry. She then went to stand in a corner by herself to people-watch, which was what she mostly did at parties. She was too much of an introvert to be comfortable mingling. She knew that aversion was odd for a teacher, since her actual job required her constantly to be the centre of attention of her students. But as is often the case, there was her teaching persona, and then there was herself, and the two were very different people. On the other hand, Dwight loved mingling, so he was likely out there socialising, probably with a bunch of guys, while she isolated herself in a corner. A strange arrangement between them perhaps, but she was comfortable with it, and apparently so was Dwight. Which especially worked for her tonight, given her inner turmoil. She just had to make some sort of sense out of what had occurred earlier. She had so many questions, and very few answers!



Such as why had Amber kissed her?
And why on earth had she kissed her back?
And why had Amber followed her into the kitchen and started fingering her... and soon was licking her pussy... and then even her ass?
And why on earth had she allowed that to happen?
It occurred to her that she could pretend she hadn't had any control over any of those interactions so none of it was her fault, but she'd just be lying to herself. Because in reality, she'd chosen to allow those things to happen, even if only instinctually since she hadn't had any time to think about it until after it had happened... and the fact that she could have done something was demonstrated by Amber backing off the very moment she'd told her to.
And she had even more questions.
Such as why had her pussy gotten so wet so fast... and why was it still wet?
And why was she obsessing like this about it?
And what would Dwight think if he ever found out?
Then when some 'important' people began making boring and endless speeches, Katie completely zoned out.



And before she knew it, she was daydreaming a very wicked and vivid fantasy.
***
She was sitting at her desk at school, grading some tests when Amber, wearing a strikingly sexy cheerleader outfit Katie had never seen before, stopped in for her weekly chat.

But instead of sitting down at a student desk to chat like she usually did, she hopped onto Katie's desk to face the back of the classroom, brazenly pulled up her top to display her breasts, spread her legs, and ordered playfully, "Have a snack, Katie. You must be starving!"
Katie didn't hesitate to toss her grading on the floor next to her chair, then she rushed around her desk to kneel on the floor between the girl's legs and... the brazen slut had pulled her skirt up, so her Pet Katie could see she was wearing no panties! And she must have shaved very recently, because her mound was as smooth as the metaphorical baby's bottom. Katie took a moment to express, "You're so thoughtful... and so wonderfully slutty, Mistress Amber!" The term Mistress rolled easily off her tongue, as if it was habitual.
***
(In real life Katie found the term erotically stimulating, especially in stories where younger girls were seducing older women.)
***
Katie then dove between her Mistress's legs and began licking that tasty twat with great enthusiasm, while her fantasy desk shrank accommodatingly.

"You're such a good pet," Amber purred. (Which was another term that turned Katie on.) In the daydream, 'Good Pet Katie' shivered delightedly upon hearing the praise.
***
"Honey, do you want some dessert?" Dwight asked. There was something really off about his wife tonight, and he wondered what it could be.
"Huh? What? Who?" Katie yelped, startled and confused by being suddenly yanked out of her wicked daydream.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
"Yes of course, I just zoned out for a minute," she answered, which was true. "These speeches aren't all that interesting."
"You're right about that," he chuckled awkwardly, just as another of the help, this one dressed in an actual black and white maid's outfit with a frilly white cap, came around with a large tray, passing out desserts.
Katie tried to push her obsessive thoughts aside during the next hour... which dancing with Dwight, plus a couple of fun games while he went somewhere helped her to do... as did a few drinks... and while she didn't get drunk, she did get quite tipsy and horny... and she really needed to get laid.
She finished playing a naughty Christmas version of Pictionary, and she braved the thick of the crowd to go and find her man... she might even get him to drive her to his office, which wasn't very far away, where he could rail her. Amber had gotten her motor running, and now it just needed a bit more fuel to take her the rest of the way! But when she found him in the far corner of the large room, her desire for his dick faded, just like Hanson's career had done following their hit song MMMBop [Note from Jasmine: no offense: I still love that song!] He wasn't with any guys, he was with Ashley, who was a drop dead gorgeous, youngish woman he'd hired as his personal secretary. Katie had met her a few times while visiting her husband at his office. Well, tonight Ashley... whom Katie was suddenly considering a slut... was dressed in a sordid bend-me-over-and-fuck-me dress, and quite obviously no undergarments except stockings. And she was embracing Dwight! While to his credit, Katie guessed, he wasn't embracing her back, and he looked rather stiff. He was however, tolerating this PDA, while he whispered something in her ear.

Furiously she turned, and she was about to storm away. She had felt a bit guilty for kind of cheating on her husband... no, actually there wasn't any 'kind of' about it... if she was being brutally honest with herself, she'd have to admit that she'd allowed one of her students to get very inappropriate with her, and she'd put up very little protest! But now to catch her husband allowing his secretary to behave so intimately with him... in public... although on second thought, in private would have been far worse... on their first night out since the baby was born, and only a month after she'd returned from her maternity leave... well, it totally infuriated her. And then just as soon as she turned around, she crashed into another maid, and she got wine spilled all over her dress! (Luckily it was white wine, and she was wearing purple, instead of the light blue gown she'd considered wearing.)
Her husband called out, "Katie, are you okay?" But she ignored his far too late attention while she scurried out of the living room and down the hall into an empty bedroom!
She rummaged in her purse and found something to wipe her dress and herself off, then she sat down on the bed and sulked.
Although Dwight hadn't done anything as shameful as what she'd done... that she knew of anyway, although that secretary's utterly slutty attire looked suspicious... she was still furious with him. This was their night out! Tonight was supposed to be about her. She'd thought he'd just ditched her to hang out with some guys like he usually did... and definitely not so he could flirt with his super-hot secretary, whose legs and part of her ass were showing all the way up to her waist, and she obviously wasn't wearing any underwear... fuck, she herself would fuck her! (Not really, but that was how hot the slut looked tonight.) And such prominent tattoos all over her arms. Really!
As she sat there, head in her hands, she closed her eyes, and she was taken back to her fantasy about Amber. This time she took control of it, and since she needed to get fucked so badly, well...
She imagined herself in her classroom with Amber again, but this time they were wearing high quality lingerie, both of them in sexy red... Amber's outfit included lots jewelry, as if they were thousand-dollar-a-night call girls. Or perhaps X-rated pinup models. All of which was anomalous, since they were in the same ordinary classroom where she spent every weekday. And the best part was that she and Amber were commando, just like she was in real life tonight... although in the fantasy Amber had donned a strap-on, and she bent Katie over her desk and gave it to her from behind!
Although in real life Katie enjoyed a variety of positions, there was nothing quite like some deep, hard, back shots to get her all revved up, and they usually succeeded in getting her off wonderfully; so a fantasy like this was just what she needed right now to brighten her dark mood.

She reached a hand under her dress and was beginning to rub herself, when she heard two women talking... apparently just outside the bedroom door... and they were talking about her!
"Yeah, she looks a real mess now with all that wine spilled on her," a voice she recognized as Ashley's said.
"I know, that was a hoot! But It's hard to believe Dwight hasn't taken you up on your offer yet," another woman said. I didn't recognize her voice, but she was likely some other slutty secretary.
"No worries, it's only a matter of time," Ashley said confidently, which made Katie's blood boil.
"I bet he has a big dick."
"Yeah, I bet it's huge," Ashley agreed, which made Katie chuckle, for two reasons. First, it told her that Ashley's advances hadn't convinced her husband to cheat on her. And second, if the slut ever did manage to get into his pants, she'd be greatly disappointed... because with less than five inches even when hard, his was the smallest dick Katie had ever encountered! On the other hand, he did have lots of stamina, and before her pregnancy he'd used to go down on her with great eagerness. He'd often gotten her off that way. (which made the abstinence he'd forced on them even dumber... what kind of idiot could think there was even a possibility of his injuring their unborn child just by licking and finger fucking his wife?)
"He certainly looked like he was falling under your spell tonight! Or at least he did until that ditz went and spoiled the moment by getting that wine spilled all over herself."
"Yeah, and he didn't object while I was hugging him either. But on the other hand, he just stood there like he had a stick up his ass, and he didn't even hug me back."
"But he didn't give you any crap for those tits and pussy pics you sent him?"
"Nope," Ashley said. "I sent him another one just before the party. It showed me with a dildo in my pussy!"
"You shameless hussy," the other accused approvingly. But here's an idea! You should send him a video of me going down on you. And we should do it right away!"
"Mmmmmm. Mio, you really do love cunt, don't you?"
"I love both dick and pussy. And since your cunt is available right now, let's use this bedroom. We'll make both of us happy!"
Upon hearing that, Katie snatched up her purse and dashed around to hide behind the bed! She knelt down and got out of sight in the nick of time before she heard them entering the bedroom!
Mio said, "I think you should lose the dress. This shot will be even hotter, if he knows you're wearing nothing but stockings and heels. And in case he was as oblivious as he always is, that you were almost naked while you were hugging him. No underwear at all!"
"Good idea!"
And then Katie heard the rustling sounds of Ashley undressing, which only took a moment, before they climbed onto the bed and began their... lovemaking, she guessed they were calling it. She listened in revulsion to their proceedings for a while, and then as soon as she judged they were really getting into it, she pulled her phone out of her purse, started the video camera, and holding her breath, she silently stood up, still filming.
And there was the almost naked Ashley leaning back against the headboard of the bed, filming herself being licked. Mio's dress was even more inappropriate than Ashley's... Katie didn't know how she'd managed to go out in public without being arrested... most of her butt cleavage was exposed, for God's sake! And she had even more garish tattoos than Ashley's, including a dragon tail on her butt. Luckily, because Ashly was devoting her full attention to her phone and to Rio licking her, she didn't notice Katie standing right next to her head.
Silently, still filming and still unnoticed, Katie snuck around the foot of the bed to the door, whereupon she stood next to it for a few extra seconds, still filming and unnoticed. And then, just as Ashley was ordering her slut, "Look into the camera while you're licking me, bitch," Katie silently opened the door and began backing into the hall, still filming.
And then... "Busted, bitches!" Katie cried out in a loud voice, her phone recording the two bitches' shocked reactions.
"Mrs. Pederson!" Ashley gasped, shoving Mio violently away.
"So you want to fuck my husband, do you?" Katie demanded, still filming, and still using that loud voice, totally uncaring who might hear her.
"Of course not, Mrs. Pederson!" Ashley wheedled, now without any confidence (or credibility). "We were just making things up for each other and having some fun."
"So your story is that you haven't been sending my husband dirty pictures of yourself and trying to seduce him?"
"No, certainly not! He's still madly in love with you!"
Of course Katie didn't believe a word of it, but she only said, "And don't you forget it, you dumb slut!" She finally stopped filming, and she closed the door behind her (without slamming it; she was proud of her self-control). She then tossed her phone back in her purse and strode confidently down the hall and back to the party, feeling totally triumphant!
While she was searching around for her husband, she noticed a huge rip in her stockings. She had no idea how or when it had happened, but since she always did her best to be prepared for the unexpected, she had another pair of stockings in her purse.
She went into the bathroom, slipped out of her stockings, tossed them away, and slipped into a different pair. These ones didn't have a pattern, but they did some very fancy tops, which she thought were actually sexier.
She decided it was time to go home... she really needed to get fucked!
She soon found her husband, who was looking for her. "Let's go home," was all she said... for now.
"Yeshh honey," he said, and she realized he was completely drunk.
"And you're almost falling down drunk," she sighed.
"I notished that," he replied, the idiot.
Their Uber drive home (since they were both too inebriated to drive, Katie only technically) was silent, and once they'd entered their house, Katie ordered her husband... overriding his attempted apologies... for something, he apparently couldn't figure out what he'd done wrong... "Just go to bed. I'll deal with the babysitter and join you in a bit."
"Honey, I...." he began saying something, but she cut him off again. "Just go."
"I love you," he said, hoping to at least pacify her a bit.
"I love you too," she said in a flat voice. Given the state he was in, just the words were sufficient to satisfy him.
Amber watched the husband climbing up the stairs towards her, looking drunk and annoyed. And once he'd passed her, she sensed that her opportunity had arrived! She hurried downstairs and found Katie leaning against the front door, just thinking about something. She noticed she'd already removed her shoes, which gave her an idea, so she sat down on the couch and said invitingly, "Come and sit down, Mrs. Pederson."
"I really don't think I should," Katie demurred, even though the seduction plan the girl was obviously plotting was now looking even more tempting after the frustrating night she'd experienced while she'd been out 'partying'.
"Just come over here and join me on the couch. You clearly need to take a load off," Amber said sweetly, patting the seat beside her.
Katie wasn't certain she was willing to go along with anything extreme this unpredictable girl might have in mind for tonight... what had gotten into her earlier?... she didn't usually behave like that...but feeling a real need for some positive attention right now, she shrugged her shoulders, took the risk, and sat down next to her pretty student.
"Give me your feet," Amber offered, getting up and crouching down in front of her teacher. "I'll give you a nice foot massage."
Katie gave the conniving teen a dubious look.
"Nothing nefarious," Amber assured her. "I just know what being on my feet for too long in heels feels like."
"They are a bit sore," Katie admitted, and she not very reluctantly entrusted one of her feet to Amber's caregiving.
"Now just relax, while I work my magic," Amber said, knowing a good foot massage often weakened a woman's resistance to her. The approach had quite often worked for her before.
"I guess I shouldn't have worn such high heels," Katie mused, and then she moaned, the moment Amber's hands applied some serious pressure to her foot.

"Oh, you definitely made the right decision by wearing them tonight," Amber said. "I'm sure they really helped you to showcase your killer legs."
"You're sweet," Katie moaned ever so softly. "Delusional, but sweet."
"I trust you already know that half of the boys in the class want to fuck you," Amber said bluntly, while she applied herself to... very knowledgeably, she must have had some training... massaging the pressure points of the MILF's foot.
"Amber!" Katie gasped.
"It's true," Amber said. "They talk about how hot and sexy you are all the time!"
"Me? That can't possibly be true," Katie snorted. She'd been told a couple years ago that some of her students were calling her a TILF, a term she'd needed to google (Teacher I'd Like to Fuck), but her self-confidence had taken a major hit since she'd gotten pregnant and then had suffered for such a long time from her husband's neglect. "Although I do recall hearing a while ago some students were calling me a TILF."
"That term isn't nearly as common, but you're certainly one of those too; not to mention a real hottie!" Amber laid on the compliments as she put some extra pressure on a tight spot. "There are also some girls with crushes on you."
"There are, are there?" Katie responded playfully. "Anyone I know?"
"Yeah, but I'm not the only one," Amber answered flirtatiously.
"I know what you're doing. You know this can't happen, don't you?"
"I know you know my intentions, but I don't know it can't happen," she replied, taking charge of the other foot.
"You are my student, after all," Katie pointed out the obvious. "I could get in a lot of trouble."
"True. So tonight you can be my student, and we can give each other a lot of trouble!" Amber countered. "That's only fair, isn't it?" As if to illustrate, she raised Katie's nylon-clad foot to her mouth and started licking the salty, silken sole.
Amber was substantially more of a dominant than a submissive, and she disliked those black and white descriptors that porn movies and erotica often pigeon-holed people into. She knew from experience (frequency, not bed-notch count, since she'd only been eighteen for six months) when to be stern, and when to push someone who was balking at some moralistic line or other into just to setting aside their reservations and trying out what would happen if they crossed that line 'just this once'. But more times than not, she loved giving as much... if not even more... than she got. Which still usually wasn't her being all that submissive, it was more like caregiving, like right now. She loved the sweet taste of sweaty silk, and its scent as well... plus, she knew her particular variety of caregiving always weakened her prey's resistance. She didn't have a foot fetish per se, but she was happy to dabble in it as a tactic. [So to any of you porn movie-makers and writers of erotica out there: even though she was predominantly dominant, it certainly wasn't black and white with her. Learn some nuances, for heaven's sake.]
"Oh, Amber," Katie moaned, as she felt the alluring tongue licking her foot. No one had ever done this to her before, and it sent a shiver through her body. "What are you doing to me?"
"Just cleaning you up," Amber said. "Your sweaty foot tastes good; and it smells nice, too!"
"I thought we agreed you wouldn't do things like this," Katie protested. But since she didn't make the slightest attempt to take her foot back, Amber could tell it was only a feigned resistance.



"I made no such agreement, and I definitely should do this for you," Amber said caringly, as she advanced to Katie's toes and started sucking on them. "Doesn't this feel relaxing?"
"Ohhhhh, it does feel nice," Katie admitted with a sigh.
"I knew it would. So just relax and let me make you feel good," Amber said soothingly, as she progressed her attentions to sucking on each toe individually.
"Damn, I think you've convinced me," Katie agreed mindlessly. This soft, sensual care from Amber's hands, tongue, and lips, was indeed making her feel good.
Suddenly Dwight interrupted this sensual intimacy by calling downstairs, "Honey, I'm going to bed now. Are you coming up?"
Even though the husband was out sight and around a corner, Amber hastened to seat herself next to her teacher again. "Tell him you'll be there soon," she whispered into her ear.
Katie felt her cheeks burning while she improvised, "Not quite yet, dear. We're discussing an interesting new wrinkle Amber brought up about something from class."
"Oh, okay," he said, again perplexed.
"Don't worry, Mr. Pederson," Amber called up to him. "I won't keep your wife up for too long."
"Okay, I'll be fine," he said... but that had sounded odd... they were discussing some topic from school into the wee hours on Christmas Eve? But with how drunk he still felt, he really needed to get himself to bed, so whatever.
"Good night, sweetheart," Katie called back. "And don't worry if you fall asleep before I get there, you're exhausted." She thought calling him exhausted was better than harping away about how drunk he was.
"Good night, honey," Mr. Pederson said, "I won't worry."
"Nightie night!" Amber added, and the clueless husband turned and shambled back into the bedroom. He'd probably have a wicked hangover tomorrow to begin Christmas Day with!
As soon as the husband had left the picture, Amber whispered, still seated this time, "Give me your feet again," and after Katie had done so, she lifted her own foot onto the couch, swung it over Katie's right leg and under her skirt and planted it against her naked pussy!
"Oooooooh!" Katie moaned, her eyes snapping wide open... she'd been just letting herself go while she relaxed during this heavenly foot massage. But suddenly there was a stockinged foot resting against her wet, bare pussy... her wet, needy bare pussy. "Amber, we can't. We mustn't!"
"No, we must! Your pussy is so wet and hungry, Mrs. Pederson," Amber diagnosed, overruling her teacher's feigned resistance.
"Well... I have been a muddled mess ever since you kissed me," Katie confessed, this pleasurable touch on her pussy reigniting the smouldering embers inside her into an inferno.
"That was my evil plan," Amber admitted jokingly in a low-pitched voice, "aren't I wicked?" She started slowly and yes, wickedly, rubbing her stockinged foot against her teacher's pussy.
"Have you been planning on seducing me tonight?" Katie asked, as she succumbed by taking the invasive foot in her hands and gently beginning to masturbate with it. She had to admit to herself it did feel really nice, and she had good reason to believe Amber didn't mind her doing something so scandalous the least little bit!
"Yes, actually. I've had you on my radar for a while now, and I was just biding my time," Amber admitted freely, as she took part in the masturbation by parting the pretty pink pussy and poking a few of her toes between the pussy lips... so Mrs. Pederson switched from moving it up and down to gently in and out. Amber hadn't planned on the sexy woman doing that, but she'd certainly take it.
"Why me?" Katie asked... curious to know why Amber would want to seduce a drab woman like her.
"Why you?" Amber asked rhetorically, feeling sad that her husband had been so oblivious to this lovely woman's beauty and needs, that he'd almost totally killed off her self-esteem! "Because you're very beautiful... which tragically, you seem totally unaware of... even though you're so gorgeous you deserve to be worshipped, and you obviously need a night of unbelievable, leg-tightening, body-twitching, life-altering orgasms!"
"I need orgasms? And such superlative ones?" Katie asked. She realized that one of them was indeed rising inside of her right now!
"You've been all wound up recently; so yes, you actually need some of them. At least two, and likely more," Amber diagnosed, looking the TILF directly in the eyes. "My gift to you."
"Oh my," Katie moaned. "Are you quoting to me from the Scarface movie?"
"Not really. This is a different context. Instead of my having a secret agenda, it's right out in the open. And instead of plotting to kill you and take over your criminal empire, I'm only plotting to make love to you, and there's nothing else to it. You may think of me as a totally benign Tony Montana. And besides, I'm a cute girl!"
"That's nice, dear," her teacher replied dreamily, totally missing the point, if there'd been one.
Amber decided to test the TILF's submissive nature... she felt that this less common term had a certain ring to it, so she'd make it a theme... at least for the rest of tonight. She lifted her pussy-juice-coated toes and sole to the TILF's mouth and ordered, "Suck your juices off of my foot, Mrs. Pederson."
"I really shouldn't," Katie objected, although her actions said otherwise, for she mindlessly obeyed. Without thinking, she sucked the cute, manicured toes into her mouth, thus tasting her own intriguing wetness that had soaked into the nylon.
"Good girl," Amber purred.
"Mmmmmm," Katie moaned. Hearing that term, 'good girl', for some inexplicable reason, turned her on even more.
"Would you like me to get you off, Mrs. Pederson?" Amber asked.
"God, yes," Katie answered, having rapidly progressed from her earlier obsessing a bit too much about being Amber's teacher, to right now feeling more than a bit wanton with her! Earlier Amber had mentioned her desire to be the teacher tonight. Evidently she was succeeding.
"Good; because during the entire time you were out, I was obsessing about you. "I really want... no, crave is a better word... I crave to finish what I started next to the Christmas tree with you," Amber said, standing up and pulling Katie to her feet, and then pulling the teacher's dress right over her head and off! And her prey cooperated unthinkingly by raising her arms high in the air to make it possible!
Katie shivered in... in what? Shock? Embarrassment? No, she had to admit it was delight! She was delighted to be wearing nothing more than this commando version of her lingerie in front of this sexy teen student! The one who kept telling her over and over how gorgeous she was! So she struck a pose as if she were a pinup model; going for the most glamorous pose she could think of... both hands on her legs so her bare butt stuck out, and a saucy wink for Amber.

"Such a beautiful body," Amber complimented, and she leaned in kissed her again, while she reached around and unclasped her bra... quickly tossing it aside. And this time Katie had no reservations about kissing her back.
"Thank you," Katie whispered as Amber moved her attentions down to her breasts... she felt the girl's hot breath stirring within her valley of flesh.
"Such lovely tits," Amber crooned. She cupped them, and sucked the left nipple into her mouth.
"Ohhhhh," Katie moaned, when the teen's teeth gave her very hard nipple a gentle tug.
"I could suck on these all night," Amber said, switching back and forth between her firm, milk-filled tits... a tiny trickle of that warm trickling leaking into her mouth.
"Oh dear, I'm leaking!" Katie gasped.
"I know! And it's so, so yummy!" Amber raved. She hadn't planned on this happening, but suddenly she was enjoying some forbidden mother's milk... and it tasted so good!
"Amber," Katie moaned, her sensitive nipples aching with need.
"Yes Mommy?" Amber teased, wickedly mimicking a baby's voice.
"Oh, God!" Katie whimpered at the sound of her altered voice.
"I'm really hungry," Amber said, "and not just for your milk." She slithered her tongue down and past the TILFs belly button and headed directly for her wet pussy.
"Then please eat my pussy," Katie invited her, now fully on board with this seduction; so much so that she actually grasped the teen's head with both hands and guided her face to her wetness.
"Then lie down on the floor, and I'll do just that," Amber said willingly, but also bossily. Katie did lie down, and Amber joined her down there, and she immediately began licking. She loved how much Mrs. Pederson now wanted this... and most likely even more... to happen!
"Oh fuck, Amber," Katie moaned, the tongue on her pussy driving the burning inferno inside her to a fever's pitch!
Amber licked and probed... knowing how to get a woman off... especially once she'd already reached such a fevered state... so it wouldn't take her very long to achieve her first goal! (She planned on reaching several milestones tonight!)

"Oh, yes Amber, don't stop, don't you dare fucking stop," Katie demanded. This was the most pleasure she'd felt in an eternity!
Amber had no intention of stopping... until she could feel a full wash of nectar splattering her face and tantalizing her taste buds.
"Oh Amber, oh Amber, oh God yes, Amber," Katie cried out over and over while she felt the teen's teeth and mouth moving roughly against her pussy. She lifted her ass, and exploded all over the cute teen's face!
Amber hungrily lapped up the sweet pussy juice she'd just invoked.
"Oh, God," Katie moaned weakly, melting into a puddle on the hardwood floor as if it were a comfy bed, her body quaking, her orgasm flooding out of her!

Such a tasty pussy," Amber purred while she lapped up as much of the cum as she could reach.
"Oooh," was all Katie could muster.
A couple minutes later, Amber stood up and slipped out of her dress, tossed her bra somewhere, and straddled the pretty TILF. "You must be hungry by now... I too have a totally tasty twat, if you're interested in tasting it."
"You betcha!," Katie agreed, not sounding at all like an English teacher, as she watched the teen straddle her face and lower her pussy onto it.
"Then show me how interested you are," Amber ordered, one hand on top of Katie's head and the other hand diddling her own pussy.
"Okay," Katie said, with her face, and especially her nostrils, enveloped by the scent of the teen's aromatic flower, and she extended her tongue to begin licking her student's delicious pussy... her very first one ever!
"Oh yes, Mrs. Pederson," Amber moaned, gazing down hotly at her foxy teacher. "Lick my pussy!"
But Katie pushed her back up a tad because she wanted to fix something. "Amber, you wonderful seductress you, I think we've gotten intimate enough by now that at least in private, I think you should call me Katie. Or in our most intimate situations like this one, perhaps endearments like baby. Or you could even call me a dirty slut, or whatever else comes to mind!"
"Thanks, I will. But enough talk right now, you sexy TILF, I want you to eat my pussy," Amber replied. So Katie leaned her head up and began licking hungrily... licking pussy suddenly a new skill set in her sexual arsenal. Or at least she hoped she was doing a good job!
"That's it, don't stop," Amber moaned, loving these surreal sensations from getting her pussy licked by her favourite teacher.
"When you're ready, please come on my face, Amber," Katie requested. Her desire to taste this hot girl's pussy cum was now all she could think about!
"Oh, I certainly will, and soon," Amber agreed. She loved how quickly and how completely this TILF had given in to her seductive wiles and to her own lustful, carnal desires.
"Good, I can't wait," Katie mumbled around the pussy planted against her face, determined to get this wonderful teen seductress off... and by now she'd completely forgotten her husband was in the house... and hopefully fast asleep!

After another two minutes... maybe as many as three... Amber was getting close. So she pulled Katie deep between her legs and began grinding on her face!
Katie kept licking as best she could, until she felt her face suddenly drenched with excessive wetness, and she heard Amber moan, "I'm coming, Katie!"
Katie eagerly lapped up and swallowed down as much of the cum as she could... discovering pussy cum is so much tastier than men's cum.
Amber took the time to savour the entire duration of her orgasm, before she stood up and said, "That was amazing!"
"Oh my God, was it ever!" Katie agreed, drunk on pussy cum... her new favourite beverage.
"Want to do something else for me?" Amber asked.
"Anything!" Katie gushed, completely intoxicated by this teen, and the way she'd brought her to life.
"Do you have any sexy seasonal lingerie?" Amber asked.
"I have some red lingerie."
"Then go upstairs and put some on for me," Amber ordered.
"Sure!" Katie agreed immediately, eager to do just about anything to keep this excitement going!
"I'll be right down here, waiting for you to wow me."
"Then I'd better go for broke!" Katie decided, very excited. "Actually, I have lots of lingerie in my closet. How slutty is too slutty?"
"That's your question? Then I'm so glad you asked, because there's no such thing!"
"Great! Then prepare to be wowed!" Katie said enthusiastically, and she turned and ran upstairs to her bedroom. She could hear snoring, which was great... because if her man was snoring, not even a hyena laughing its ass off right outside the window wouldn't wake him up! And as far as she knew, there weren't any hyenas in North America, so that would be particularly startling.
As soon as Mrs. Pederson was gone, Amber got completely naked, slipped into her own sexy Christmas lingerie she'd brought along in her voluminous shopping bag, and anchored the sharp upward bend of a double dildo into her pussy... it was kind of a strap-on without any straps... that she'd brought along in case things went well enough... and things were going extremely well!
Bubbling with confidence, she decided not to wait, and she went upstairs to the Pederson's' bedroom. She entered it to find her pet (maybe, it looked promising) apparently checking on her sleeping husband before she returned downstairs. The red bit of nothing she was wearing did indeed look racy... scandalous even!... since instead of covering, it displayed all the naughty bits. But Amber knew her bright red latex bodysuit, also with cut-outs in all the wrong places, had her trumped. Not that it was a competition... they were both about to thoroughly enjoy each other!

"That is sexy," Amber said approvingly. "Turn around."
"Amber!" Katie gasped even before she even turned and took in Amber's new outfit... plus her augmentation! She gasped again, wordlessly this time.
"I recall you're once mentioning to the class that your husband sleeps like a log," Amber said, sauntering over to her teacher.
"Yes, I did say that," Katie confirmed, glancing back to the bed and her snoring husband, and then back to stare at Amber's crazily sexy outfit with its big red cock staring right at her. Anyone could tell at a glance it wasn't a real cock; for one thing, it was fire engine red. For two, it was shiny, and slightly translucent. For three, its performance was likely superior to most cocks, since it had an upwards curve just like the best ones did, and of course it had endless stamina... it would never go soft.
Amber pulled her teacher in for another wet, intimate kiss before spinning her around, bending her over the bed and whispering, "Would you like me to fuck you now, my slut?"
As she felt the strap-on nestling itself between her pussy lips, Katie gave her husband another glance to confirm he really was fast asleep. And then of course she responded from her lust, "Yes."
"Yes what?" Amber asked, as she grasped 'her' cock and stroked it up and down those pussy lips.
"Yes I want you to fuck me," Katie answered, needing that dick inside her right now. "Please shove that dick inside my pussy."
"I love hearing you talk dirty," Amber said as she obliged her horny teacher, and slid her cock into her pussy.
"Oh yes, fuck your teacher, give me that big dick!" Katie moaned, loving to talk dirty (but only when it was appropriate, like right now), hoping to impress her student/seductress. She felt so fired up, with her husband lying just a couple feet away while she got pounded!

"Oh yeah, this pussy is mine now!" Amber acclaimed, as she pounded Katie from behind.
"Yes it is! Please use my pussy, fuck my cunt, give me that dick, my slutty student," Katie babbled, while Amber tugged on her hair. But then she realized what she'd just said. "Oh dear, I just called you slutty!"
"No worries, that's one of my favourite endearments, you gorgeous cunt! I now own you, and I especially own this pussy I'm fucking," Amber repeated, knowing she now had Katie forever wrapped around her finger! Just as solidly as she'd conquered yet another of her teachers, Mrs. Walker, three weeks ago.
"Oh yes, you do own me," Katie agreed mindlessly, another orgasm quickly rising inside her.
As she fucked the sexy MILF, her dumb ass husband oblivious just a couple of feet away, Amber reminisced about her first teacher seduction. Which had been so hot it could inspire its own story! Amber worked in a lingerie shop, and a few Tuesdays ago she saw her pretty algebra teacher Mrs. Walker browsing through some lingerie. She grinned naughtily. This opportunity was just too good to resist! Ten minutes later, she was sitting between her math teacher's legs and beneath her twat, her teacher having changed into a sexy green corset outfit with stockings and heels and without panties, while Amber got her off in one of the change rooms with her lips and tongue!

A few minutes after that, Amber had joined Mrs. Walker by changing out of her sexy bodysuit-and-blazer work outfit, and into some lingerie too. And while the dazed algebra teacher was eating her first pussy, she was also beginning her journey as a submissive pet to her student. She discovered not only was she very good at it... she loved it! And when Amber let out a rather enthusiastic bellow when she came, Mrs. Walker eagerly lapped up the teen's pussy cum.




After getting dressed, they came out of the tiny room. They received a few rather knowing glances from some women, one of whom even said, "If you're still hungry, I have something you'll enjoy," and before she knew it, she was being pulled into another change room by two college-aged girls.
Ever since, Mrs. Walker had been insatiable! She'd eaten Amber's teen pussy in her classroom of course, but also in a movie theatre, in a public bathroom at an upscale restaurant where she was having dinner with her husband and two tween daughters for his birthday, and in the back of her van (she called it her 'soccer van' for obvious reasons). Jasmine (by this time they were on far better than just a first name basis) had some connections, and once she even snuck Amber onto a movie set! Mrs. Walker explained the set was supposed to be the office of an oil baron in 1908, and at that time this was what the height of posh looked like. This time Amber insisted on their doing an acrobatic version of a 69, and when Mrs. Walker looked doubtful, the teen told her not to worry and assured her that she was the one who needed the strength to pull this off, and indeed she had!

Back in real life, "Good girl," Amber said, loving to hear the TILF moaning, she too knowing her next orgasm was imminent.
"Yes Mistress, don't ever stop fucking your teacher pet," Katie moaned, realising how quirky the term 'teacher pet' sounded.
"Come for me, Pet Katie!" Amber ordered, really slamming into her.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me Mistress Amber, fuck me," Katie repeated adding an honorific, her orgasm now really imminent.
"Now... come now!" Amber ordered.
"Yes, Aaaaaamber!!" Katie moaned, biting her lip to prevent herself from screaming. That would almost certainly wake up her husband!

Amber fucked her TILF throughout her orgasm, and then she pulled out and ordered, "Get down on the floor and clean your juices off of my cock."
Katie eagerly hopped off the bed and spun around, dropped to her knees, and took the glistening dick into her mouth, her own juices coating it, and she started bobbing hungrily.
After a couple more minutes Amber pulled back, extracted the dick from her pussy and set it aside, and lay down on the bed only a foot away from the snoring husband! She ordered, "Come get your bedtime snack!"
"Mmmmmm," Katie hummed, crawling onto the bed and between the teen's legs.
Amber just laid there while she enjoyed her teacher going down on her, until she was nearing her second orgasm... there being a tense moment when Katie's husband rolled over to face them, mumbling to himself.
Katie's head shot up! But then Amber pushed it back down, once she heard him the husband resume snoring. And then she just grinned wickedly while she contentedly allowed her teacher to bring her to a second orgasm... the exhibitionistic act and the risk of getting caught adding to the sexual adrenaline rush coursing inside her.
The teacher was a natural pussy pleaser, and Amber spread her legs wider, wanting to feel her teacher's tongue deep in her pussy.

Finally, Amber let out a load moan, controlling the scream she would have liked to unleash, as her second orgasm cascaded out of her and splashed onto the eager lips and tongue of her newest teacher pet... as she briefly pondered how many of them she could score by the end of her senior year. So far there were Mrs. Jones, her cheerleading coach; Ms. Baker, a first-year teacher she didn't actually have any classes with; Mrs. Denning, the chubby but pretty school councillor; and her bitchy stern principal Mrs. Penner. Or at least she was bitchy most of the time; whenever they were alone together, she was the sweetest and most submissive woman Amber had ever bedded. (Which made Mrs. Walker her fifth pet teacher, and Katie was her sixth! She was already making plans for next autumn's Homecoming: a secret orgy she'd be hosting for all of her teacher pets, however many that might turn out to be.)
Katie lapped up all the pussy cum she could, unable to get enough of her new favourite snack (was it grammatically correct to call pussy cum a snack?) until Amber pulled her up, and they kissed.
"Merry Christmas, Mrs. Pederson," Amber said in a soft voice.
"Best present ever," Katie said, and she gave Amber another kiss, before she slithered a little way down the teen's body, stopping for a moment to admire and worship the teen's hard nipples and perfect tits.

Now insatiable for teen pussy, she skipped past Amber's bodysuit and launched herself at her delicious pink pussy and, she helped herself to another taste.
"Hey! I want more pussy too!" Amber objected. Katie didn't mind complying with that order at all, and soon they were engaged in a relatively safe, but also luxurious 69 on the floor next to the bed, where Amber showcased her flexibility by becoming a pretzel!

Another orgasm for each of them later... snoring still coming from the bed... the teacher and student... the babysitter and the TILF... the Mistress and the submissive... kissed each other, each of them tasting their own pussy cum on the other's lips.
A couple minutes later, as Amber was leaving (now wearing actual clothing again... Katie still wasn't), she promised, "Tonight was only the beginning, Mrs. Pederson."
"I certainly hope so," Katie said sincerely. She knew there was no going back from her transformation tonight... the genie was out of the bottle, and there was no way her newfound lesbian side would ever be able to fit inside of it again.
"Then be glad! Because going forward, we'll be fucking In your classroom, in your bedroom and..." the seductress paused, a wicked and crazy new plan popping into her head, "...on New Year's Eve you'll need to tell your husband you're spending 'a night out with the girls', since will I ever have an astounding surprise for you!"
"I'm not sure about our 'doing it' in my classroom," Katie said doubtfully, feeling uncomfortable with the risk... even though they could conceivably lock the door during her daily preparation period.
"Oh my pet," Amber said, kissing her yet again. "You don't have a choice anymore about what you will or won't do. You're mine now, and I'll be the one who'll be making those kinds of choices for you!"
Katie trembled upon hearing those ominous words.
"Do you understand what I'm telling you?"
After a brief pause, while she processed what Amber... no, what Mistress Amber had just said, Katie replied, still in the afterglow of this heavenly night of her sexual awakening, she replied, "Yes, I think so. According to some of the stories I've read by someone who calls herself silkstockingslover, and some other stories by some other writers (neither girl was yet aware that the adorably nerdy and submissive Mrs. Walker was actually said silkstockingslover), I'm now supposed to call you 'Mistress' whenever we're alone together, and you now have the privilege of texting me orders to drop whatever I'm doing and rush to wherever you are, even if I'm in the middle of teaching a class. Also, I'm not allowed to wear panties ever again except for that time of month, and I'll be doing a lot of crawling from place to place, and... have I left anything out? Oh! I also have to drop to my knees whenever you enter a room unless anyone else is there,. and I should never speak unless you ask me a question or tell me to say something specific, such as 'I'm a stupid cunt'. I think that's just about everything!"
Amber almost collapsed in peals of giggles! Yes, giggles! Then when she'd recovered somewhat she said, "You've been reading some really kinky stories, Missus! No, I'm not remotely that bad! For a start, I promise I'll never do anything to compromise your career or your reputation. And whenever we're alone together doing school stuff, I'll still be as polite and respectful to you as I've always been; although I won't promise never to say something sexy once in a while, or not to have a new twinkle in my eye from time to time. And another thing... I called you some horrible names tonight, and I'm sure I must have embarrassed you terribly a few times, but did you ever feel humiliated?"
Katie paused to consider for a moment, then replied, "No actually, not even for a moment. What I felt tonight was gorgeous, desirable and sexy from start to finish."
"Because you are gorgeous, desirable and sexy, my pet; I've felt that way about you ever since the day you introduced yourself to the class. And even though I am your Mistress now, and yes, you must do whatever I tell you to, I'll be happy if you call me Mistress only when the mood strikes you, and it's okay if you say whatever you wish at all times, so long as you don't argue with me. But even that isn't a hard and fast rule. If I tell you to do something you feel uncomfortable about, I'll want you to do it, but I also want you to tell me if you are uncomfortable. It is important that we have a level of trust with each other. Quite often we'll behave like friends and lovers. How does all that sound?"
"It sounds very reassuring, my love... oops! May I call you that?"
"Absolutely! But you may also call me things like a dirty whore, if the mood strikes you, so long as you're absolutely certain nobody else will hear you," Amber assured her. She gave her newfound lover one final kiss for now, but she still wanted to leave her with one wicked last thing to think about. So she opened the door, turned to the pretty TILF and said, "One last thing for now, I will never, ever out you... except perhaps to some of my other pets. For instance, to Mrs. Walker. I just can't wait to tell her all about the fun we had tonight!"
Katie's eyes went very big! Jasmine was her best friend, not just at school, they'd known each other for years! And she was one of Amber's pets?
Amber dropped one final wicked revelation, "It was after all, Jasmine who suggested Christmas Eve would be the perfect night for me to seduce you." Amber gave her a wink and said, "Merry Christmas, my pet."
"Merry Christmas," Katie said, hardly aware of what she was saying. The door closed, and she began processing not only her experiences tonight, but also the revelation that her best friend also belonged to Amber's... her stable? As she went upstairs to her bedroom, this new information actually relieved her a bit... she'd have someone to talk to about what she'd done tonight... and wanted to do again. And all about Jasmine's experiences with Amber too!
As she entered the bedroom still wearing her outrageous lingerie, her husband was just getting up to go to the toilet. He said, looking her up and down disparagingly, "When did you put on that little bit of nothing?"
"If you hadn't gotten yourself too drunk to get it up tonight, you would have seen what I was wearing while I was taking off my dress for you. I had planned on it being a big surprise for you," Katie said sourly, all her joy from the past hour or more had popped as quickly as a balloon, from just that horrid look, and those few words from her husband.
He looked at her, perplexed again. Hadn't she been wearing purple nylons, and... and... he had no idea what else. But given the acid tone of her voice and the annoyed look on her face, he didn't dare ask any questions, so he simply said, "Sorry."
Katie watched him go into the washroom while she wondered not about him, but about what the big surprise Amber had in store for her might be. It couldn't be her revelation about Jasmine, because she already knew that delicious secret! So was there more? Just before she'd left, she'd mentioned having some 'other pets' as well. Would she get to meet them face to face? God, she hoped it was something like that. As she got undressed (if she could call removing those tiny bits of lace 'undressing'), she licked her lips, hoping to find a last taste of Amber's pussy cum. She already craved more of it, already wanted it again. Who would have thought... well of course Amber would, or perhaps Jasmine... that the perfect Christmas gift for her this year would be ripe teen pussy?
Epilogue:
It was the 'Winter Holidays' (apparently 'the term Christmas break' had done something unforgivably naughty, so it was now permanently in the doghouse) and amidst all the hustle and bustle, Katie and Jasmine could only find a couple of occasions to chat with each other (in a coffee shop, whispering in each other's ears) about the delightfully scandalous secret they now shared. All either of them knew about the New Year's Secret was that Amber had invited both of them to a lesbian nightclub called 'Blush and Blu'. They also, of course, shared with each other some delectable details about the incredible sex they'd each had with Amber, and their shared newfound interest in teen pussy and pussy in general, including each other's pussies. They couldn't find a chance to do anything about the latter as yet, but they were both looking forward to whenever they could!
Amber did indeed have a giant surprise for Katie (and for a few others) on New Year's Eve! Not only was Jasmine in attendance as expected, but there were also a few other teachers and staff from the school there, and even Principal Galloway! The first thing Amber did was to tell them they were all pets of hers, which was a big and exciting surprise to almost everyone, since they all knew each other. For some reason Amber didn't allow Jasmine and Katie to 'play' together that night (yes, they called it playing, for some reason... but Katie guessed that the term fit, since they all had lots of naughty fun together that night), the two women did get the chance to see each other pretty much naked, and to see each other 'playing' with the other teachers and staffers from the school during a wild lesbian New Year's Eve lesbian orgy, Amber selecting Principal Penner to play with first that night before she also spent some 'quality' time with each of the others as well.

(In case your curious: the school principal is worshipping Amber's foot; the cheerleading coach was licking Jasmine's pussy with enough enthusiasm that she could have been her star athlete, and a sexy Asian stranger was kissing and fingering Katie, Ms. Baker and Mrs. Denning were off servicing a group of women in the bathroom, and two other strangers were keeping themselves occupied and horny, while they awaited their turns with the wild teachers. The redhead was a former exchange student of Katie's and Jasmine's from the Middle East, and the pretty black woman was an assistant director of the school, who was a regular at the club. She was amazed and delighted that these six women and girls, all of whom she knew, had all stripped down, and they were apparently taking on all comers with such enthusiasm! What she didn't know, was that she was about to join Amber... as her next pet).
That night Katie increased the number of pussies she'd tasted in her life from one to nine... all four of Amber's pets who weren't Jasmine, plus four strangers who pulled her to the centre of the dance floor ten minutes before midnight... not to mention her former student as her final pussy snack. Midnight came and went without her paramours letting up, so while everyone else was going crazy and shouting "Happy New Year," Katie's midnight kiss was with a large black woman's pussy lips. The woman turned out to be a squirter, so when she reached her orgasm a few seconds after midnight, Katie's kiss became truly memorable!
But in January, Jasmine and Katie got together regularly, since their weekly Thursday after school chats in a coffee shop morphed into something else entirely, Amber ordered them to use that time slot for having weekly sex with each other, always in a different place. In January that included getting each other off with their feet under a table at a Starbucks, in the janitor's room at school, in a parking garage across town, and most recently at Jasmine's house, where they were almost caught in flagrante delicto when Jasmine's 18-year-old daughter came home early from debate club.

Of course, Katie also got to pleasure Amber regularly, and because she was now being completely satisfied sexually, she was no longer bitter about her husband. Their marriage actually became stronger, especially after she insisted on his firing Ashley, and without a word of objection, he promptly did so the very next day. He wasn't really a bad husband, and he obviously loved her dearly. He just wasn't very observant, and he was clueless about some things.
As she looked at the clock and saw there were only five more minutes until her prep period, which meant Amber's pussy in her face again, she couldn't be happier!

Well, it's The End except for some deleted scenes and pictures.
Original Seduction: Deleted Kiss Image
I liked this simple kissing scene, but instead I went with the mistletoe scene, and it didn't make much sense to have a second kissing scene, especially since Amber gets much more aggressive in the kitchen.

Original Seduction: Alternate Fridge Image
The difference between the one used and this one is simply the facial expression. In the one used, she has a shocked look on her face, which is important. This one made her seem a little too wiling too early.

Original Seduction: Deleted Plot Image
Tex tried to accelerate the scene and adapt, as the image I'd requested couldn't be done because of the standing position I wanted, and the clothing Katie was wearing (in other words, the only way he could convince her dress to expose her pussy to get licked was by sticking her leg straight up). I loved this image, but it seemed too early for Katie to lie down willingly in her kitchen. Instead, she's shocked to be licked briefly in the kitchen, and much less shocked when it happens again in the living room after she arrives back home... but those are moments when she is pretty much out of control of what is happening, unlike willingly allowing herself to be laid down on the floor to be pleasured, especially when her husband might show up at any moment. Alas, I couldn't use it, but here it is now.




Original Fantasy: Deleted Plot
In the end, these next pics are sexy, but they slowed down the plot, and I deemed them unhelpful, since this was supposed to be just a quick flash fantasy to help set up the inevitable seduction once Katie gets back home. The mask was also unneeded. In case you are wondering why it's in these images, it's because it came with the outfit (said Tex, my all-of-the-time editor and sometimes illustrator). Also, the extra girl didn't make much sense in Katie's fantasy.
But here is the text we would have used for them (I think you will see why it slowed down the flow of the story and needed to be deleted).
She imagined herself in her classroom with Amber again, but this time they were wearing high quality lingerie, both of them in sexy red... Amber's outfit included lots jewelry, and hers featured a domino... as if they were thousand-dollar-a-night call girls. Or perhaps X-rated pinup models. All of which was anomalous, since they were in the same ordinary classroom where she spent every weekday, and she'd never seen any call girls or pinup models there. But hey, this was a fantasy, so whatever! And the best part was that she and Amber were commando just like she was in real life tonight [Note: So was Amber, but Katie didn't know that yet], and once they finished fooling around by posing for some imaginary camera... for which they'd be paid scads of imaginary dollars, Amber donned a strap-on, and she bent Katie over her desk and gave it to her from behind! Katie had no idea who the sexy stranger her subconscious mind must have summoned into this fantasy might be, but the gorgeous woman showed up just in time to watch the fucking, and she was certainly (un)dressed (in)appropriately for the occasion, and she obviously enjoyed perving on the action.

I need to stress that this next picture is a must to check out, as the two asses of the main characters are just so, so, so fine!


Back Home: Deleted Sitting Together on Couch Image
This was a very simple image at the very beginning of the upcoming sex scene, immediately after Katie returns home following the party. I actually liked it a lot, but two things... I wasn't sure it was necessary, and also as we adapted the seduction to the still shots Tex could actually provide (I wanted more foot massage, foot-pussy rubbing and foot kissing), it didn't flow smoothly. Also because Katie's nylons got changed from patterned to silky sheer, her wearing them here made no sense. (Katie's model had deteriorated in Tex's computer for some reason, and when he was redoing her outfit, he couldn't find the same stockings she'd worn before. At another point, both of the husband's feet disappeared while he was lying motionless on the bed. That looked really garish, but Tex had no difficulty in replacing his pyjamas on the new figure.)

Sadly, or luckily, Tex didn't make any images that were not used during the actual wicked sex scenes. In all fairness, we were on a time crunch as the last day to release Is December 2nd and we finished on December 1st (my apologies Laurel).
Okay... now it's really the end.




        Big Fat Cock: Egged On

        Kevin gets his bullies’ girlfriend, the principal and more.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/big-fat-cock-egged-on

Title: Big Fat Cock: Egged On

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Kevin gets his bullies’ girlfriend, the principal and more.

Tags: cheerleader, stockings, threesome, anal, submissive, 18-year-old, milf, bully, silkstockingslover, facial




Summary: Kevin gets his bullies' girlfriend, the principal and more.
Note 1: This is dedicated to the real Jeni who told me about this BIG FAT COCK... although her story wasn't told in the prior stories, and it isn't in this one either... but perhaps in a few more chapters. (This series is already very long, but I ain't done yet!)
Note 2: This is the ninth part in a lengthy series about a nerd's discovery of the power from having a BIG, FAT COCK can have.
BIG FAT COCK: A Hot Mommy Seduced is a lengthy tale where Kevin learns from his divorced father, who has often been out of the family picture, that having a BIG FAT COCK makes a man irresistible to women. Kevin begins using this power on a few MILFs, then experiments more widely with his newfound power as he gears up to using it to seduce his ultimate fantasy conquest: his own mother.
BIG FAT COCK: Anal Mommy has Kevin taking his mother's last forbidden hole while having some fun with a kinky roleplay. It also has Kevin learning more about his mother's slut past, and it sets up Kevin's plan to give his sexual mentor and talented cock sucker Ms. Chan a special gift... his cock in her other holes.
BIG FAT COCK: Double Penetration Fun has Kevin, with the help of his submissive mother, giving his paraplegic sexual advisor an amazing sex-filled birthday.
BIG FAT COCK: Dumb Cheerleader has Kevin feeling a little insecure about scoring a girl on his own. After a lengthy discussion with his guru Ms. Chan, he uses his BFC to seduce and dominate a hot blonde.
BIG FAT COCK: Eating Asian has Kevin meeting Ms. Chan's visiting niece from Japan, with whom he not only practices his oral skills, but also takes her virginity. That night at the niece's hotel he dines on three Japanese pussies and fucks the three Japanese beauties during his first foursome.
BIG FAT COCK: Ebony Sinners, where after a morning wake-up blow job and fucking from his Mom, Kevin engages in two wicked encounters while they're at church. First, a rendezvous as the service starts with one of his pets in the preacher's office, the Minister's wife Mrs. Grady, and then after learning the identities of a few of Mrs. Grady's lesbian churchgoing pets, he's surprised to be called back to the same office for an anal encounter with eighty-year-old black choir leader Mrs. Baker.
BIG FAT COCK: Educating Mrs. Walker, where Kevin seduces a teacher in her home when he's supposed to be tutoring her asshole son. He also fucks the son's girlfriend and cucks him while he fucks the son's mother and the son's girlfriend.
BIG FAT COCK: Effing Foursome, where Kevin experiences his dream foursome with the amazing Mom and daughter from across the street, as well as his Mom.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Big Fat Cock: Egged On
The next morning I woke up still tired... shooting ten loads in a single day can do that... load number ten being in my Mom's pussy in her bed, since these days I was sleeping full time with her. After the Gradys left, we'd showered together and shared a nightcap... meaning a leisurely 69 followed by an old school missionary fuck... before I unloaded my double-digit load into her warm pussy.
I got up, showered, and went down the street to Ms. Chan's, not having seen her at all yesterday... crazy to unleash ten loads, with none of them going as usual into Ms. Chan's mouth.
I let myself in the door and she quipped, "Kevy! Long time no cum."
I laughed as I walked up to her, whipped out my dick, and slid it into her amazing mouth, which was always a great way to start my day, "I've only missed one day."
She didn't respond, but instead bobbed on my cock like she hadn't played with it for an eternity.
This being my first load of the morning, and since I was between her amazingly skilled suctioning lips, I gifted her with her morning treat in only a couple minutes.
She swallowed every drop, backed off, and said, "Yum."
"Agreed," I said.
"So I assume you had a great day yesterday," she said, after taking a sip of coffee to chase down my cum.
"It was pretty wild," I said. "I'm sorry I never made it over here."
"No worries, Kevy," she smiled. "I understand you're getting very popular, so your time is precious."
"I'll always have time for you," I said, meaning it.
"That's so sweet, Kevy," she said. "But I do understand you can't visit me every day."
"Oh, I can do that, "I said. "Well... almost every day."
"I mean coming here and coming," she smiled.
"Right, thanks," I said... she was always so understanding and sweet.
"But you and your mother's birthday surprise wicked double penetration, plus our many discussions, have gotten me thinking."
"They have?"
"Yes, it's time for me to put myself back out there."
"I agree two hundred percent."
"Kevy, that's mathematically impossible," she teased.
"Fine," I said, shaking my head. "In that case, I nonmathematically but wholeheartedly support your decision."
"Thanks," she said. "While your discovery of the power of your big, fat cock has been a sexual awakening for you, our conversations, blow jobs and fucking have also reawakened my long-lost self-confidence."
"That's great!" I said, sincerely happy for her... since nobody else I knew deserved to be in a mutually supportive relationship as much as she did... at least if that's what she wanted.
"And it's all because of you and your big cock," she said, having such a nasty mouth for such a sweet woman.
"You mean my big, fat cock," I corrected her.
"Yes indeed, your big... fat... mouth-filling... pussy-stretching... and asshole-destroying cock," she said wickedly. "Is that better?"
"Fuck, I love your wicked mouth," I said, her sexy repartee keeping my cock hard even after I'd just deposited a load in her mouth.
"Makes sense, you certainly use it a lot," she replied.
"I'd love to use it again right now, but I have to get to school," I said.
"I'd love you and your mother to fuck the shit out of me again," she said. "That is if you can find enough time to plug my ass between doing all your other cock-hungry sluts."
"I'll be sure to schedule you in," I said, kissing her cheek.
"Bye, Kevy," she said.
I waved bye for now, and headed to school.
....
I was just entering the hallway when Amber, one of the cheerleaders, greeted me. She was dressed in a colourful dress and to my approval, nylons. I wondered if they were the same ones I'd given her.
"Kevin," she said, stepping away from two of her pretty friends... all three of them pretty, but Amber was the prettiest. She'd never given me the time of day before she'd discovered (and fucked) my big, fat cock.
"Hi, Amber," I greeted, not appearing looking to see her, but not blowing her off either.
She leaned into me and whispered, her hot breath in my ear feeling really good, and her perfume drawing me in, "Do you like me wearing nylons?"
"I do," I approved. "They're very sexy."
"I bought them just for you"
"Good plan," I said, resisting my instinct to add the word 'slut' to that phrase. "I reward girls who do what they're told."
"I like rewards. So can you, um, meet me..." she began, but was interrupted by the douchebag of all douchebags.
"What the fuck are you doing talking to this fat loser?" Ethan asked her with his usual arrogance. "I'm way better than you," he added, sneering in my face.
Amber's next words would seal her fate... even if she didn't realize it.
And to my surprise, and obviously also to Evan's and his pair of jock junior packmates, plus as well as Ethan's girlfriend Cherry's, Amber stood up on her hind legs and barked loudly, "Fuck off, Evan!"
"Huh? You on your period or something?" Evan asked disbelievingly like the asshole he was.
"No, I'm just sick of watching you treat other guys as if you're better than them, which you're obviously not," Amber said angrily. She was defending me... and other guys like me... in a way I'd never imagined possible... the power of BFC was spreading more widely than just into more sexual intimacy.
"I am better than any of them," he insisted, looking at me like I was gum on his shoe.
"Trust me, scumbag," Amber said, giving him a smirk. "You're not."
"I'm one of the best jocks in the school, so stay away from our women," Evan warned me, ignoring Amber but shoving me.
"Hey, all my women come to me. I can't help it if the ladies like me better than you," I shrugged, a small crowd gathering around us.
"Yeah potbelly, you're obviously quite the ladies' man," he scoffed.
"I haven't had any complaints," I said, refusing to back down from this small-dicked asshole who was hiding his inadequacies behind his excessive muscles and testosterone-fed bravado. Having a big dick, getting lots of hot chicks in the past week, and now having a hot cheerleader standing up for me, was really enhancing my growing confidence; I refused to be a wallflower anymore. If anything, it was time for me to stand up to Ethan and to all the dickhead Ethans of the world.
"Of course you haven't," he scoffed, "because you never score. Just stay out of my face."
He then swaggered away.
Cherry, Ethan's girlfriend, didn't follow him, but grabbed Amber and tugged her aside. All I heard was, "What the hell were you doing even talking to that loser?"
I didn't catch Amber's response, but then Cherry got mad and stormed off, and soon all the jocks and cheerleaders were gone, and the rest of the crowd dispersed too, likely disappointed they hadn't gotten to see a bigger show. Or better yet, a fight.
I headed toward my first class, catching sight of Heather reaching into her locker. It was so weird. I'd fucked lots of women this weekend: a cheerleader, three Asians, Mrs. Grady, an eighty-year-old choir director, a schoolteacher, Tamara, of course my mother, and more. Yet whenever I saw Heather (always just admiring her from a distance) I felt something different.
It wasn't lust.
It wasn't hoping for even more sex.
No, I just wanted to do innocent things... like kissing her cheek. Or holding her hand. Maybe carrying her books home for her sometime.
I shook my head in confusion.
How could I be enjoying the great fortune I'd had during this past week, with even more good fortune appearing every time I turned around, and then still be longing for someone but feel too shy even to speak to her?
I walked past her, steadfastly resisting my urge to look, and continued on to class.
It was between classes when another cheerleader, Emily, handed me a note without even looking at my face, and then scuttled away without a word.
"Thanks," I said as she walked away... her super short skirt leaving little to the imagination.
Being curious, of course I opened it. Meet me in room three behind the gym. At the next break. A. Not E for Emily, but A. Was this note from Amber? It seemed likely.
I had no idea there even were any rooms behind the gym, but it appeared I was about to get the treat of dropping another load in Amber.
I smiled... A growing number of girls and women couldn't get enough of my cock.
I attended my next class and then headed for this mysterious room three... recalling Amber once telling me the cheerleaders had a private room where they sometimes shared some sapphic fun.
I reached the room, not at all fazed about the probability I'd be late to my next class. I knocked, Amber opened the door and tugged me in.
As soon as she closed and locked the door, she dropped to her knees and unzipped my pants. "I haven't been able to stop thinking about this ramrod since Saturday."
She hungrily fished out my cock while I said, "Thanks for standing up for me, but you didn't have to. I'm used to dealing with Ethan."
"I'm just sick of his assholery," she said, extracting my cock.
"Yeah, it's sad when guys like him peak in high school, and then just fade away."
"Yeah, except for being an adequate athlete, he doesn't have much going for him," she agreed before taking my cock in her mouth.
I enjoyed her blow job for a couple minutes before asking, "Do you want my load down your throat, on your face, or in your pussy?"
"If I get to choose, then please fuck me," she said, standing up and bending over. She pulled down her plaid skirt to reveal no panties and a fresh pair of thigh high stockings. "After I left you, I skipped off to the mall and bought a few more pairs, just for you."
"Good girl," I said, stepping behind her and slapping her firm ass.
"I'm happy you like," she giggled, and wiggled her ass. God, was she hot and slutty, but she didn't have a lot upstairs... so she'd likely become my schooltime Mrs. Dieks... someone I could just drop my load into whenever I needed any old hole to fuck. I know that sounds crass and a little too much like my old man, but it was the truth. But on the other hand, she wasn't quite as low on the totem pole as Mrs. Dieks, since she'd had enough pluck to stand up to Ethan for me. Like I told her, it wasn't necessary, but I still appreciated it.
"Ah, but I think it's you who likes," I said, sounding as dumb as she did while I was saying it, as I slid into her pussy.
"Oh, yes Kevin, I fucking love your dick," she moaned as I filled her pussy.
"You understand that I expect you to be available whenever I summon you," I said as I slammed into her.
"Summon?" she asked with a wild moan.
"You really are a dumb slut," I said as I roughly fucked her... grabbing her ponytail.
"Oh God, I love being your dumb slut," she moaned, too dumb even to know I was putting her down.
"'Summon' means that whenever I want to drop a load, I'll text you and you'll come to me immediately," I explained with a sigh.
"Oh, I certainly will," she replied, although I wasn't sure if she meant she'd come to meet me or she'd have an immediate orgasm.
"Do you want to be my cum bucket slut?" I asked as I slammed into her.
"Yesssss," she moaned, her orgasm already imminent just from a few deep, hard thrusts... the magic of my big, fat cock.
"Then say the words," I ordered, pulling out of her, expecting to hear a desperate response.
"Oh, Kevin, shove that fat cock back in my pussy," she pleaded, looking back at me with lust she couldn't be faking... making me think we could make a pretty damn authentic porn flick.
"No, I meant make me a pledge," I rephrased it, slapping her ass with my hard cock.
"Okay, got it. Kevin, I promise always to be your slutty cum bucket, and you can use me anytime you want," she promised.
"Which will eventually include your asshole," I warned.
"I'm sure you'll tear it apart, but I'll do it for you anyway," she said, her lust still making decisions for her... the glazed look in her eyes was something I was getting used to. "Now, please. Shove that fat cock deep in my pussy!"
I generously did as she requested.
"Oooooooh, fuck!" Amber screamed loud enough to wake the dead... I hoped it wasn't also loud enough for us to get caught.
"Come, you dirty whore," I ordered as I fucked her furiously.
"Oh God, Kevin, oh fuck, oh fuck, yes, fuck, yes," she babbled before screaming even louder when her orgasm tore through her petitely perfect body.
Feeling her wetness flooding all over my cock as I slid in and out of her had my balls ready to erupt, and after another dozen or so thrusts I pulled out and spun her around, whereupon she quickly dropped to her knees and opened her mouth like the trained slut she already was.
"Give me your load, Kevin," she begged, offering me her face.
"You want my load spurting all over your pretty face?"
"Yes, coat my face with your cum," she agreed, looking up at me with adoring lust... even after her orgasm, which was still sending aftershocks of pleasure through her. She was still completely enamoured of my cock.
"Oh yeah, take it, slut," I ordered as I erupted all over her... some going in her hair, most of it on her face, and a little on her dress.
"Holy shit!" said a shocked voice from behind me.
I looked around and saw Cherry staring at us in complete shock.
Before Amber could turn her head or speak, I slid my cock back into her mouth and ordered, "Clean me up, slut."
"What the fuck are you doing?" Cherry squealed.
"What's it look like? I'm using my slut," I answered, as to my surprise, Amber resumed bobbing... meaning my cock was more important to her than her reputation.
"Not you, jackass," Cherry said in disgust. "Amber, stop that!"
I pulled out of Amber's mouth and 'just happened to' give Cherry an excellent look at my cock. "Like what you see?"
She scoffed, even though it was obvious she was mightily impressed by what she saw between my legs, "Yeah... I mean no!"
"Cherry, I can explain," Amber said, standing up.
"You can explain why you're sucking a nerd's dick, taking a facial, and letting him call you a slut?"
"You forgot to mention I fucked her too," I added, holding my body sideways to her, which gave her the best view of both the length and girth of my impressive member.
"Cherry, I have a perfect explanation. His dick is amazingly big, and he really knows how to fuck. The end," Amber said, remaining on her knees with my load all over her face.
"Jesus Christ, Amber," Cherry shouted. "You're committing social suicide!"
"Have you even looked at his dick?" Amber demanded. "It's fucking awesome! I can't resist it and neither should you."
"Yes, take a good look, Cherry," I said, confidence oozing from me... knowing from experience a couple of good peeks would awaken a side of her she couldn't control... or at least that had been my experience ever since my big, fat cock discovery.
"Yeah, it's big; so what?" Cherry said, glancing down at it and not showing any of the reverence every other woman had given it... usually at first glance... which was usually with utter fascination and lust.
"Only big? It's fucking huge," Amber objected to Cherry damning me with faint praise, and not at all embarrassed to be caught in flagrante with nerdy me, which was a pleasant change when I was at school. "And it's so fucking fat, it really fills me up."
"Amber, it's only a dick," Cherry argued, apparently still not impressed, even though she did take another glance at it... this time for a bit longer. "And the main thing is he's pitifully beneath your social status."
Despite her dissing me, my confidence was at an all-time high, and sensing she was hiding some intrigue behind her façade of I'm-better-than-anyone, I strolled over to give her a much better look at my dick. "Want to see it closer up?"
"God, no," Cherry grimaced in disgust, even though she hadn't even glanced at the nearby presentation.
"No, you really do want to," I disagreed, not at all discouraged since she and her friends had been judging me for my entire life, so that expression on her face was forever engrained in my memories. But the new me wasn't backing down. I smirked just like her boyfriend had smirked at me earlier, saying, "I know for a fact I'm much bigger than your tiny-dicked boyfriend."
"Excuse me?" Cherry asked.
"I mean there's no way you could possibly get off from Ethan's tiny dick," I said. "Fuck, anything that size shouldn't even be called a dick! It might qualify as a cocktail sausage, but no better than that"
"Now you've done it! When I tell him what you just said, he's gonna kill you," Cherry threatened.



"Ah, but after I give you pleasure like you've never had before, I'm betting you won't tell him," I said, still oozing confidence. "What do you say, Amber?"
"I say that Kevin fucks better than anyone else I've ever had," Amber interjected, her face still coated with my cum.
Deciding to leave Cherry like she was, e.g., questioning, I stepped away from her and said, giving her one more look at my cock, which this time she took, her eyes lingering much longer this time, definitely longer than she wanted to, "When you're ready, just let me know."
"That'll be when hell freezes over," she said.
"Then I look forward to it. It's a cold day today, so it shouldn't be long," I smirked, pulling my pants up and strolling towards the door, but not yet leaving the room.
"Amber, what the fuck?" Cherry demanded.
"Don't start with me," Amber said like a protective mama bear. "Kevin fucking knows how to please a woman, unlike all those tiny-dicked jocks."
"But you're talking about Kevin," Cherry said, as if just saying my name was all that needed saying to make her point, still stuck on what I was... a nerd... thus making me want to fuck her even more.
"I don't care, I love his dick," Amber said, and I walked out before hearing anything else.
I had a big smile on my face as I walked back into the cesspool known as high school, and of course... I accidentally walked right into Ethan... knocking each of us a step backwards.
"What the fuck, loser?" Ethan barked.
"Sorry," I said mildly, not wanting to make this tiny accident into a big deal. Old me would have apologized profusely and been terrified of what he might do to me, but new me was just calm and cool.
"Stay the fuck out of my way," he said, threatening me like jocks do, dropping his binder so he could shove me with both hands.
Now I had been about just to let this incident go... but then he pushed me. So I said with a sneer, "You're always utilising feigned bravado to camouflage your inner insecurities. Classic!"
"What did you say?" he asked, my sentence far too complex for his simple mind.
"In other words, you customarily utilise violence to obfuscate the fashions in which you constantly overcompensate for your gross inadequacies," I answered, refusing to back down from his menacing glare.
And this time he kind of got it. "I overcompensate for what?" he glowered, the crowd around us growing.
"Oh, anyone in the boys locker room knows exactly what I'm talking about," I responded smugly, a crowd of more than thirty people now avidly watching our exchange, once again hoping to see a fight.
"You're fucking dead," he said, raising a fist to punch my lights out.
"What's going on here?" The principal asked, stepping between us... even though I was prepared to take the punch... I wasn't backing down from anyone anymore... especially not from a tiny-dicked guy who likely was gay and hid that behind his athletic build... the pleasant thought of him getting bent over and fucked popping into my head.
"Nothing, nothing," the always smooth Evan disclaimed, holding his hands up. "Just a friendly disagreement between my bud Kevin and me."
"Well, you know the rules," the principal said, repressing some anger, "Any fighting and you'd be off all the sports teams for the rest of the school year. And since you're a senior, that would mean permanently."
I smirked at the consequences to this asshole if he did punch me... I might need to try and make that happen. The results would be far worse for him than for me.
"Yes, Principal Appleby," Ethan acknowledged... as I checked out her big ass and wondered what it would be like to pound her from behind.
"Good," she said. "Now run along to class," as if he was five.
"Yes, Principal Appleby," Ethan said, glaring at me. I saw Cherry standing next to him, but she was looking at me, and not in a disgusted way anymore... but curiously.
The principal turned to me and ordered, "Kevin, please come to my office." It wasn't an optional request.
"But I didn't do anything," I protested.
"Now!" she said in a tone that broadcasted loud and clear I was in trouble.
"Yes, ma'am," I said, the idea of fucking her still quite appealing. There was 1) something special about my turning a woman in authority into a cock-hungry slut; and 2) I was discovering I really loved big asses.
I followed her through and past the crowd, who I imagined had a variety of thoughts in their heads. Some likely thought I was crazy for standing up to Ethan and sometime soon I'd get the shit beat out of me. Some others were simply surprised I'd stood up to him. And a few others were probably impressed and were now seeing me in a very different light.
We arrived at her office, and Principal Appleby said to her secretary, "Hold my calls, Grace."
"Of course, Principal Appleby," she responded.
Once we were inside her office, she closed, and I think locked the door, before she went to her desk and sat down, saying, "Take a seat, Kevin."
"Yes ma'am," I said, having a hard time reading her face about what her thoughts were. I felt that she had a game plan for my being here, but I couldn't figure out what it was.
"You've missed a few classes recently," she said.
That wasn't where I'd thought this was going to go.
"Yeah, I've been busy," I said, acting a bit casual and probably too nonchalant.
"You understand that you're nearing the end of high school," she said. "I don't want to see you waste your fabulous potential by slacking off too soon."
"Trust me," I said. "I can get into any school I want."
"I'm sure you're able to," she said. "But not if Ethan puts you in the hospital for a month or two."
"I can take care of myself."
"I'm sure you can," she said, as she stood up and walked around her desk. "But he could make your life miserable."
"He's done that for years, and I'm still healthy," I said as she stepped directly in front of me and hopped onto her desk not very gracefully. In fact she almost fell, coming so close to actually falling that I was preparing to lunge forward and catch her.
But she avoided falling, regained her composure, crossed her legs and said, "I imagine he's never been very pleasant to you."
"All jocks are assholes," I said bluntly.
"Kevin, language!" she rebuked me.
"Sorry," I apologized, still unsure where she was going. She seemed to have some hidden motive for keeping me here beyond what she'd already said. If she knew about my dick size I'd think it was that, but there was no way she could know about it.
She dangled her heel from her toes and said, "Recently there's been something quite different about you, Kevin."
"There is?" I asked, still wondering where this was going.
"Yes, but I can't quite put my finger on it," she said. looking into my eyes.
"I've found my swagger recently, so maybe it's that," I speculated, beginning to sense she might have somehow learned what I was packing and was interested in learning more about it... and maybe even taking it inside her.
"And what led to that?" she asked, her tone shifting ever so slightly from her usual rigid I'm-not-in-the-mood-for-any-monkey-business, to one that was slightly sensual... or at least it seemed so. But I still wasn't sure if I was reading something into this... this interrogation? Or just a conversation?... that wasn't really there.
"My Mom and a neighbor down the street we've recently gotten close to have been helping me learn several things about myself and about life," I said, keeping what I was telling her as vague as possible, yet widening the scope of our conversation by planting some subtle seeds that could grow quickly to fruition if somehow she did know about my secret weapon.
So if she knew, she must want my cock. But she couldn't just come out and say it.
But if she didn't know, I wouldn't mind letting her know about it. But I couldn't just come out and say it either.
So we were possibly in essence playing a chess match... probably with both of us wanting to hurry to the fuck-mate.
"And what... exactly... have you learned about yourself?" she asked. Then after a pause, "And about life?"
"I'm not sure an informative answer would be school appropriate," I said, planting more seeds, seeing if she'd allow herself to be drawn in.
"Oh Kevin, trust me. I've seen lots of things in this office and elsewhere around the school that were inappropriate," she said. Then there was another pause, a lengthy one, before she added, "Actually, I saw something scandalously inappropriate earlier this very day."
"Oh?" I said, still trying to figure her out. She was obviously an excellent poker player. And she seemed to be raising the ante, but she wasn't revealing any of her cards.
"So tell me Kevin, what have you learned about yourself recently?" she repeated.
"Are you certain you want me to answer that question?" I asked, as her heel dropped to the floor with a thunk.
"Very certain," she said, and she moved her black pantyhose-clad foot onto my crotch as she continued, "And here's a pertinent little fact that might help loosen your tongue. Did you know there's a camera in the cheerleaders change room? And it has a microphone?"
"That sounds to me like a serious violation of the cheerleaders' privacy," I said, flexing my cock against her foot.
"It doesn't point toward the showers, or to the locker area where they change," she said as she applied firm pressure to my cock.
"I see," I said, playing it as cool as a cucumber (which by the way, is a stupid expression. I mean unless it just came out of the refrigerator, how cool is a cucumber? It isn't very cool at all when it's growing on the vine (or sometimes on a bush)).
"So I learned something about you today," she said.
"Then I think we both know what that is," I smiled, flexing my hardening cock against her foot again.
"You may be right," she nodded, slowly rubbing her foot up and down on my crotch. "But I'm still curious; just what did you recently learn about life?"
"You want the actual truth?"
"Yes please, the truthful truth," she nodded, 'truthful truth' being a phrase she often used in her addresses to the student body.
"I've recently experienced many occasions where girls or women become complete cock-hungry sluts, willing to do almost anything if it leads to their being allowed to suck or get fucked by a big, fat cock," I answered bluntly. "But the cock needs to be a very big and fat one."
"Is that so? she asked, now rubbing her foot on my dick in a slow, teasing, circular motion.
"My evidence is very compelling," I answered.
"I bet it is, "she said. "And how long have you been gathering this data?"
"I didn't learn it all at once, and my journey began in earnest only a week ago today. Although I learned a bit of it the previous weekend," I admitted.
"I see," she said, removing her foot and standing up.
"Would you care to investigate my hard evidence up close and personal, Principal Appleby?" I asked, my confidence growing more and more with each lustful woman willing to risk her reputation, her pride, and sometimes even her job to interact with my dick.
"I think I'd like that very much," she said, dropping to her knees before me.
"Then I think whenever we're alone together, we should both address each other by our first names. What shall I call you in private, Principal Appleby?"
"My friends... including a few intimate ones... call me Cynthia."
"Then go right ahead and check it out, Cynthia," I said, looking down at her.
She brought her hands to my pants, undid them, and pulled out my cock. Even though she'd likely already seen it via the video camera, I imagine at such a distance it couldn't possibly have done my equipment justice. It was far more magnificent up close and personal, and even better inside a woman's hole... any of her holes.
"Oh my, Kevin," she gasped as she grasped it.
"What do you think of my theory now that you're handling the evidence?" I asked, for some reason playing her silly game and enjoying it. Seeing the most powerful person in the school captivated and enthralled with my dick, and seeing her on her knees with it in her hands was quite the coup, and quite the cock-throbbing rush.
"You've quickly developed a very strong case," she opined as she slowly stroked my cock.
"My evidence is even more convincing when you inspect it closely, Cynthia," I said, standing up to make it easier for her to do what she obviously wanted to do.
"I think you're correct; I must be thorough in this investigation," she said. "Especially since your theory is so blatantly sexist and egotistical. Which isn't to say it lacks merit."
"I'm just displaying the evidence that proves my theory," I said as she stared at my cock.
"It's so fucking big," she said, literally unable to take her eyes off my dick, and then our silly wordplay came to an end.
"Suck it, Cynthia," I ordered.
"I can't believe you're packing such a huge cock, Kevin!"
"And I know how to use it," I emphasized, as I took control and slid it into her mouth... thus ending the 'will she or won't she', since now we both knew how this encounter would be ending.
As soon as I'd helped her cross that final line... which she'd actually crossed the moment she escorted me into her office... she began bobbing.
"That's it," I said. "Show me how much you love my big, fat cock."
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned on my cock as she bobbed. Most women started slowly, taking enough time to get used to my length and girth... but Cynthia really went to town the moment she started on my cock.
She took my first six inches with ease, smoothly bobbing back and forth.
I was grateful I'd already shot two loads today, the most recent one only ten or fifteen minutes ago all over Amber's face.
I asked, after enjoying her obviously very experienced mouth for a couple minutes while I pulled my cock away from her lips, "Did you watch me fucking Amber?"
"I did," she said with lust in her eyes.
"So you saw me bust my nut on her face?"
"I did," she said. "That was quite a load."
"Yeah, I always have big loads available, and good news for you: I reload quickly," I said, slapping her cheek with my cock.
"I also listened in on your conversation with Cherry. Despite her pretense of uninterest, I think you'll have her on her knees very soon too."
"You think so?"
"For sure," she said, licking up and down my long shaft.
"She didn't seem quite as enamored as my other sluts are, such as yourself," I said, as I shoved my cock all the way into her mouth, made her gag, and then pulled back out.
"You brat," she accused, wiping drool off her chin.
"I do whatever I want to my sluts," I shrugged.
"So I see. I approve of that approach," she said, licking my cock head. After a moment she offered, "I could blackmail her with some videos, if you want her."
"That's a generous offer, Cynthia," I said, "but I want her to come to me just because she can't resist me."
"Like I did just now," she said, bringing her mouth to my balls.
"Exactly," I said. "It's lots more fun to have someone begging for my dick."
"It is a really nice dick."
"I know," I said, always enjoying to watch someone in complete lust for my dick... and this time it was someone with all the power and the formidable reputation of Principal Appleby, known to a few intimates as Cynthia, which added to the excitement.
"Your newfound confidence is hot," she added as she sucked one of my balls.
"Discovering what most women will do for a big, fat cock is a powerful and life-changing experience," I said as she advanced to my other ball. I loved how she was worshipping my cock and balls without any instructions. It made me wonder whether she brought any other guys in here to afford her pleasure. So I asked, "Am I the first student to receive this generous kind of personal treatment?"
"No, you're far from the first," she said as her tongue slithered back up my shaft. "Although," she continued, stopping for a moment, I think for dramatic effect, "all the rest have been girls."
"I see," I said, as she swirled her tongue around my cock head... surprisingly not in much of a hurry since we were using her office in the middle of a school day. What if someone misbehaved in class and their teacher sent them to the principal's office? Would her secretary Grace warn her, and then I'd need to hide under her desk?
"And I'm not submissive with those girls at all," she added as she took my cock back into her mouth and began bobbing again.
"No?" I asked. "You seem like a natural submissive slut to me."
"Oh, I can be very submissive for someone with a great big cock like yours," she said, stroking the pertinent cock as she looked up at me. "But usually I just order around one of the dumb bitch girls for my pleasure."
"I see," I nodded. "Is Cherry one of them?"
"She has been called in on occasion for some discipline."
"Hot!"
"She isn't very good at eating pussy," she said. "But it's fun putting her in her place."
"I can imagine," I said, already imagining shutting the bitch up by sticking my cock down her throat.
She bobbed on my dick for another minute before I asked, kind of curious, "So you never bring guys in here?"
"Not for sex, no," she said as she took my cock out of her mouth. "I can't stand stupid guys."
"So size only matters when a guy is smart?" I asked, loving her approach.
"Yeah," she nodded as I pulled her up, spun her around and bent her over her desk. "And given what you just did, I also like a man who knows what he wants and takes it."
I flipped up her dress and pulled down her pantyhose and panties. "I'm all of those things."
"So I see," she said, turning her head around to watch me and my dick settling in behind her.
"Do you want my dick, Cynthia?" I asked as I rubbed my cock between her very wet pussy lips. I knew the answer, but I enjoyed hearing a woman who was normally in authority taking time out to beg me for things.
"Yes, I do want your dick, Kevin." And she moaned just from the touch of my cock, a couple millimetres past her pussy lips.
"I hope you're able to beg better than that, Cynthia," I said, continuing to rub her pussy. But not giving her what she wanted until she'd earned it.
"Fuck, Kevin," she moaned as I teased her. "Please shove that big, fat cock into my cunt and fuck me like I'm a cheap slut."
"Better," I said as I slid all the way into her with one long thrust.
"Oh fuuuuuck!" she moaned, as I was suddenly balls deep inside her pussy.
I rested inside her and asked, "Are there any slutty teachers here who'd go for my big cock?"
"Probably all the women," she said. "But you'll find Ms. Peterson a sure thing."
"Nice," I said, since she was pretty and one of the younger teachers.
"She's a major size slut," she added.
"Then I'll really have to offer her my services," I said as I began fucking her.
"Ooooooh, and Mrs. Camden will also want your dick," she added. Mrs. Camden was already on my to-do-someday list.
"She has quite an ass," I said as I started fucking her faster, both of my hands resting on her lower back.
"She's a nasty ass slut," she revealed.
"Nice," I said as I fucked her good. "My specialty is fucking asses."
"Oh fuck, Kevin, give me that cock!" she moaned.
"You like it strong?"
"Yes please, slam that cock into my cunt," she said, looking back at me with that glazed look almost every woman gave me... the look of utter lust that told me I could do anything I wanted with her.



"Do you take it in the ass too, Principal Slut?" I asked, obliging her request, beginning to slam into her hard... just like she wanted it.
"Occasionally," she replied through a long moan, so the word came out more like 'occ—as—ion---allyyyyyyyyy."
"I bet you'd squeal like a pig if I stuck this dick up your ass," I said, although I didn't plan on doing that today.
"Oh God," she moaned, her orgasm already rising, "you'd tear me apart."
"And you'd fucking love it," I said, knowing she would... her big ass obviously made to be fucked.
"I would, I really would," she moaned as I continued pumping in and out of her... wanting to make her come right there on her desk.
And for the next two or three minutes I just fucked her.
No more talking.
Just fucking.
My body slamming into hers with each thrust.
"Don't stop, oh fuck, Kevin," she moaned, her orgasm imminent.
"Come on my fat cock," I ordered, pulling on her hair.
"Oh yes, fuck, Kevin, fuck me good!" she cried out wildly.
"Come right now, you dirty fuck slut," I demanded, slamming into her hard while her moans continued growing in uncontrollable rapture.
"Oh fuck, Kevin," she yelled, slamming her left hand against her desk a few times before her orgasm careened into her, "Yessssssss!"
As her body shook, I kept pumping my dick in and out of her, allowing my own orgasm to rise to the fore.
It was a minute or two later, my balls bubbling with a warm load, when I pulled out and ordered, "Knees, now!"
It was always hot and fun to see a woman mindlessly obeying such a humiliating order without hesitation, and the moment she was on her knees facing me, I unloaded my load on her face and, because I'm a bit of an asshole, onto her black dress as well.
Once I was done shooting, I slid my cock into her mouth, and she sucked out every last drop.
Satisfied, I pulled out, pulled up my pants and said, "Next time I fuck your ass."
"And I'll let you," she said as she slowly got off her knees.
"I should get to class," I said.
"Probably," she said as I squeezed her tits through her dress.
"I may have to titty fuck you too," I said.
"Mmmmmm," she purred, and I gave them one last firm squeeze before leaving her office.
As I paused next to her plump but pretty secretary, I said, as she looked at me knowingly, "Grace, next time you're invited to join us."
She didn't say anything, but she did smile and lick her lips, and I headed to class with another MILF added to my growing stable of sluts... one who could be very helpful in growing my collection even further.
I was late for class... again... but it didn't matter... at least not to me... since I was on a high... another conquest... another MILF willing to do absolutely anything for my big, fat cock.
Sitting in class, I decided next I should tackle Cherry.
But to my surprise, first I got her best friend Stephanie, who approached me just as I was leaving the classroom.
"Kevin, may I please talk to you for a minute?" she asked sheepishly, almost whispering, "in private?"
"Uh, sure," I nodded to the pretty brunette.
"Will you meet me in the cheerleaders change room in five minutes?" she asked, looking excited by my demeanor, even though I was laid back.
"Sure, babe," I agreed, calling her 'babe', but resisting the temptation to slap her ass, just as Ethan walked by.
"Stephanie, is this creep bothering you?"
"No, I asked if I could talk with him," she said.
I looked at Cherry, who was holding his hand yet was looking at me.
"Yeah, you're not top dog anymore, Ethan," I said, standing up to him.
"Excuse me?" he asked threateningly, facing off with me.
"You're... not... top... dog... anymore," I said much more slowly. "Is that simple enough for you?"
"You're done," he said, shoving me against the lockers.
"Yes, I am done. I'm done with being afraid of you," I said, shoving him back. Yes, I knew he could kick the shit out of me whenever he wanted, but no longer would I allow fear to control me. Plus, I had some sure-fire scholarships in my future, while he maybe had some football scholarships. He was much more at risk than I was.
"Oh?" he purred (like a panther), a smirk on his face.
I smirked right back. "Plus... I have something you never will; actually, I have two things you'll never have."
"And what could you possibly have that I don't?" he challenged me, too stupid to realise I was setting him up for some humiliation.
"Well, brains for one," I smirked.
"You big fucking prick," he said, shoving me against the locker again.
"You're not wrong," I smirked, his insult ironic. "Because that's the other thing I have over you."
His hand was at my throat as he demanded, "What does that nonsense even mean?"
"It means you have a teensy prick and I have a huge one," I said, preparing to take a punch from him since I was humiliating him.
"You fucking fat piece of SHIT!" he shouted, as he went to punch me, but was stopped.
"Enough!" Cherry barked, wrestling his hand away from my face.
"Don't you dare!" he growled, shoving her away before he realized this was his girlfriend, as she fell down onto the hard linoleum floor.
"Ouch! You asshole!" she shouted fiercely, her eyes like balls of fire as she lunged back up to her feet.
"Cherry, I'm so sorry!" he cried out in a panic.
"Fuck off, you male bitch," she sneered, and then she slapped him soundly across the face and stormed off.
"I'm not finished with you," he warned me, pushing me against the wall and running after her.
"Dude!" Liam approved, coming over and giving me a high five.
"Yeah, you're the man," someone else said.
"What's going on here?" Principal Appleby shouted, dispersing the crowd that had grown quickly.
"Just dealing with some trash," I said.
"Okay everyone, show's over," she announced, not shouting now, but still using a carrying voice.
The group headed off while I told them, "I have another meeting scheduled in the same place as before, if you guys want to come and watch." None of them would have a clue what I meant... except Cynthia.
"I just might do that... electronically of course," she said softly into my ear, then she gave me a wink, and I headed toward the cheerleaders' changing room to fuck my second cheerleader of the day.
Two more than I'd ever imagined doing before I'd discovered the value of my big, fat cock.
I reached the room, swaggered in, and saw Stephanie on her knees between Amber's legs licking her pussy. Amber was naked, but Stephanie was fully dressed in her cheerleader outfit... or so it appeared at first.
"Stephanie's commando today. So just lift her skirt and slide your big dick inside her, Kevin," Amber urged me with a wicked grin.
"You sure she wants me to?" I asked, wanting to hear the pretty cheerleader speak for herself and say she wanted me... while I watched one of the hottest sex acts ever... a cheerleader eating out another cheerleader... pretty much every teenage boy's dream... especially a nerd like I was.
Stephanie lifted her head and asked, "May I suck it before you shove it inside me the other place?"
"Sure! Come over here and do it," I replied.
"Mmmmmm," she purred, leaving Amber's pussy behind and hurrying over to me.
I watched her unbutton my pants and eagerly pull them down. Then my boxer briefs.
"Holy mother fucker!" Stephanie gasped, her eyes going huge, in complete awe of my hard cock as it popped out and almost slapped her in the face.
"It has already fucked a few mothers," I said as she took it in her hand.
"I bet," she said as she stroked it in utter lust... with that amazed look of heat so many girls exhibited the moment they saw my cock... and felt my cock... and were completely enamoured of my cock.
"Get sucking," Amber ordered her friend, her hand going to the back of Stephanie's head and pushing her mouth onto my cock.
Stephanie wrapped her lips around it and began sucking as Amber kept her hand firmly on her head.
"Do you cheerleaders dyke out?" I asked.
"Most of us," Amber said.
"Hot," I said.
"Yeah, any girl can eat pussy lots better than any guy can," Amber said.
"Maybe," I said, "but I hope you'll let me challenge that theory someday."
"You can challenge me anytime you like," she smiled. "Even inept pussy licking is better than no pussy licking."
"I plan on it," I said, as Stephanie bobbed on my cock with the same eager hunger all my sluts did.
A moment later Stephanie backed away and said, "Please Kevin, fuck me now."
"You're telling me you want this big dick?" I asked as I tapped it on her lips.
"Yes please, Kevin," she said as she pushed me against the wall, turned around and backed up... then reached her hand behind herself to guide my cock into her pussy.
I was impressed by her determination as she backed onto my cock... and as I'd expected, her pussy was soaked, so my cock slid inside her easily.
Then while I just leaned against the wall, she fucked herself on my cock... bouncing back on it and slamming it to me hard.
"Oh fuck," she moaned.
"I want to try that position too," Amber said.
"Not fucking yet, wait your turn," Stephanie warned her off while getting herself off on my dick.
I literally did nothing... just hung out and allowed let Stephanie fuck me.
Amber watched for a while and then began rubbing herself.
"Don't slow down, slut," I said, reminding her I was in charge, even though so far she'd been doing everything, so of course she'd also been making all the decisions.
"Oh yes, Kevin," she moaned loudly. "I'll be your slut whenever you want me."
"I'm his first slut," Amber said... as I enjoyed these two cheerleaders arguing over which of them got to be my top slut. I diplomatically didn't tell them my Mom was my top slut, followed by Ms. Chan, and then Mrs. Walker, then Tamara (she would argue she was nobody's slut and then let me fuck her ass anyway), and then Danai. These two hot cheerleaders weren't even in my top five.
"You're both good sluts," I told them (that was true at least), and when I bucked into her a moment later, she bounced back.
"Oh my God!" she screamed as my dick reached new depths inside her pussy.
"Get on all fours," I ordered, wanting to hurry and finish her off so I could watch some more lesbian action.
She hurried to obey.
"Now eat Amber's pussy while I pound your pussy," I ordered. So Amber quickly laid face up on the floor and maneuvered her sexy cunt beneath Stephanie's face.
"Anything for you, Kevin," Stephanie pledged as she buried her face in Amber's pussy the moment it was within reach, and I got back into position to resume fucking her from behind.
Their lesbian scene was so hot as I slid my dick back into Stephanie and fucked her hard.
"Ohhhhhhhh," both girls moaned.
"Hammer our slut," Amber urged me, as she placed a hand on the back of Stephanie's head and held her deep in her wetness.
"Our slut?" I grinned wolfishly.
"Yeah Kevin, I'll get us a whole bunch of sluts," she promised as I slammed into Stephanie... the idea of this cheerleader bringing me even more hot popular bitches to play with was very appealing. I decided to totally revise my equating her at all with Mrs. Dieks. Amber was miles ahead of that weak-willed old bitch. And of course prettier, too.
"You will, will you?" I asked as I kept pounding Stephanie.
"Yes, Kevin," she moaned, looking into my eyes. "So who do you want next?"
"All the senior cheerleaders," I chose.
"Oh, that'll be easy," she said. "Once we show them your cock."
"Even Cherry?" I asked.
"After what happened at lunchtime, I think she's become a real possibility."
"Yeah, she was really pissed at Ethan," I agreed.
"And when she was in this room with us earlier she denied being impressed, but to me there was no doubt she was wowed by your dick."
"Of course she was," I said, my confidence continuing to soar.
"Oh God," Stephanie said as she lifted her head.
"Beg, slut," Amber ordered, loving her part-time dominant role.
Stephanie didn't hesitate as she looked back at me while I fucked her hard, "Please give me that cock, Kevin. Fuck me like your cheap slut!"
"As you wish," I said, continuing to drill her from behind and knowing she'd be coming soon.
"Oh fuck, yes! I'm going to... I'm going to... I'm going to coooooooome," she babbled, and she screamed as her orgasm hit her hard, and then she literally face planted into Amber's pussy.
Amber ground on her face as she once again held Stephanie's head deeply into her cunt while I kept fucking her.
The sight was really hot... I only wished I could see Stephanie's [A1]tits, as Amber smoothly ground her pussy all over her face.
Amber came a minute later just before I pulled out and ordered, "Both of you get your faces in place for my load."
Stephanie rolled away from my dick and turned around, her face shiny with Amber's wetness, as Amber weakly pushed herself up to her hands and knees, still undergoing a long orgasm.
"Give me that load, Kevin," Stephanie demanded, her pretty face ready and waiting for my cum.
"No, give it to me, Kevin," Amber argued, pushing Amber aside a bit.
"No, you'll both get my load," I adjudicated, stroking my cock and waving it back and forth between the two popular cheerleaders.
"Please, I need your cum," Stephanie begged, and I aimed my dick at her face and obliged her request as my first rope of cum splattered all over it.
I then aimed my dick at Amber so I could fulfill her request too, and ropes two and three of my cum splashed onto her pretty face.
I turned back to Stephanie and shot one last (and much smaller) wad onto her face before sliding my cock back into her mouth.
She smoothly resumed sucking, extracting the last few dribbles of my load into her mouth.
When I pulled out a minute later, I ordered, "Now kiss each other."
The two girls turned to each other and made out for a while before taking turns licking the cum off each other's faces, which was fucking hot to watch.
I watched them for a couple minutes before I tucked my dick away and said, "Amber, let me know when you have another slut for me."
"And then will you fuck me?" she asked.
"If you bring me Cherry, Sylvia or Cameron, I'll fuck you immediately after I fuck them," I promised.
Cherry would be my ultimate cheerleader conquest, the beautiful Sylvia was a stuck-up bitch and some pompous politician's daughter (thus not at all beautiful on the inside), while Cameron was a model with a couple of commercials and lots of posters under her belt... including a from-the-waist-down one of her wearing just pantyhose, which was really hot. All three of them had treated me like shit on more than one occasion... Sylvia had frequently called me Porky Pig when we were in middle school... and insults like that you don't forget.
Amber nodded, "I can make at least one of those girls into a reality."
"Which one?" I asked.
"That..." she said as she came over to me and squeezed my cock through my pants, "...is for me to know, and for you to fuck right after you find out."
"You tease," I said.
"Nope, I don't tease, I deliver," she said, then kissed me... kissing having been very rare during my fuck fest today... kissing so much more intimate than blow jobs or fucking.
"That's my girl, now make it happen," I said, slapping her bare ass.
"I will," she said. "But then you'd better give me your very best rough fucking."
"That goes without saying," I said, and I swaggered out of my new favourite room in the school... the library retreating to a distant second.
I was in my next class when I heard Principal Appleby page Ethan to her office. I assumed she wasn't paging him for the same reason she'd wanted me when I visited her earlier. She was a real size queen, and Ethan certainly couldn't offer her much in that respect.
As I was heading for my last class of the day, Amber came running up to me and asked, "Did you hear?"
"Hear what? That you got me a senior cheerleader already?" I asked.
"No, that's still in the works," she said. "But that's not what I meant. Ethan just got suspended!"
"He did?" I asked, this surprising me. He was a jock and therefore untouchable... or so I'd thought.
"Yeah, the video showed him shoving you and then knocking Cherry down, and later on punching the glass in the front door and shattering it to pieces," she said, clearly enjoying to tell me all this.
"No way," I said, both intrigued by what had happened, but also by what might happen next... since Ethan naturally would blame this on me.
"Yeah," she said. She then asked, "You sure you don't want to dump a load in me right now?"
"Sexpot, you're quite the temptress."
"Because I'm your sure thing," she said, her warm breath on my neck getting me hard.
"I'd love to, but I can't go back on my promise or my word will mean nothing," I said. And I promised to fuck you after I fucked whoever you bring me next."
"Fine," she said. "I certainly like a man who knows what he wants."
"Good; and I like a slut who knows how to obey," I said as the bell rang. I was late for another class!
"I'll always do anything you tell me to," she said. Fuck, she was so hot, and although she wasn't all that bright, unlike most cheerleaders, she was very sweet.
"I know you will," I said, then turned and walked away... always leaving them wanting more.
I'd just about made it to my class when I saw Cherry hurrying towards me, obviously wanting a word.
"You!" she called out in a tone and with a facial expression that were unreadable... not particularly angry, yet not particularly pleasant either.
"Yes?" I responded as casually as I could.
"Meet me in the cheerleader's room right now," she ordered.
"I have a class I'm already late for," I said, playing hard to get, even though there was only one reason she'd be inviting me to the cheerleader's room, especially since she'd already seen my package in there.
"Now," she ordered.
"Okay," I said, "but you'd better make it worth my while."
"No worries about that. You're about to get spectacularly lucky," she bragged, and then she turned and rushed away.
I smiled.
My string of scoring today was getting too good to be true... but it was hurting my attendance record. I might need to chat with Cynthia to take care of that issue, since I now appeared to be her favourite student.
I scuttled past my class, and for the third time today entered the room every other guy in the school fantasized about seeing the inside of even once.
Cherry said as soon as I joined her, "You're gonna fucking tell nobody about this!"
"Agreed. But you understand you're not the one doing me a favour here," I said, wanting to make it clear that whether she fucked me or not, I wouldn't stand for her treating me with any more disrespect. "I'm doing you a favour."
"Excuse me?" she asked archly, clearly not accustomed to being challenged by anyone, especially not by a fat, nerdy kid like me.
"I can fuck at least half a dozen girls in here anytime I want, and lots more girls and women outside of school," I said, and I wasn't bragging, I was simply stating facts. I wasn't all that sure half a dozen schoolgirls was accurate yet, but I knew I'd get there soon.
"Do you understand who I am?" she asked haughtily.
"Yeah, you're the hoop de doo grand poo bah head cheerleader. But you're also a horny bitch who's hungry for my big cock," I said, going over to her.



"Excuse me?" she repeated, her eyes fiery, yet I sensed it would take almost no effort at all to get her onto her knees and sucking my dick. "Tubby, you're no big deal, I'm just fucking you to get back at Ethan."
"Are you?" I asked, now standing immediately in front of her.
"Yes," she asserted. "Having sex with you will really piss him off."
"Yes, that's a fact," I agreed, still oozing confidence, "but another fact is you haven't been able to stop thinking about my big, fat cock ever since you first saw it, have you?"
"Yeah, you wish," she scoffed, but she was a shitty actress.
"I don't have to wish," I said, "I can see it in your eyes. You want my cock badly, and you hate that you do."
"You got that last part right," she admitted.
"Yet here we are," I smiled, loving this opportunity to push her limits.
"No one can find out," she said.
"So you'd object if I Instagrammed pictures of what we're about to do?" I joked as I placed my hands on her shoulders.
"Do you even have Instagram?"
"Yep," I nodded, and I gently pushed her down.
As I'd expected, she didn't resist in the slightest, and the most desired girl in the school was suddenly on her knees in front of me.
"Go ahead, take out my big, fat cock," I said, looking down at her.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," she said while she obeyed my order.
"I can," I said. "Once you first caught sight of my cock, which is substantially longer and fatter than your tiny-dicked boyfriend's, this moment was inevitable."
"You're so cocky," she said.
"And with good reason," I said as she pulled my dick out.
"Jesus!" she gasped, as my cock in all its hard and fat glory emerged right in front of her eyes. She'd already known I was big from seeing my dick from a few feet away, but now that she was only a couple inches away from it she had a brand new perspective.
"I know," I said, never getting tired of women's astonished reactions to my cock.
"You must have stolen this monster cock from a horse," she said as she stroked it, completely enamoured by it.
"Thanks," I said, not having heard that comparison before.
She kept stroking and licking my cock head.
"I'll bet Ethan has never gotten you off, has he?"
"No, never," she admitted, throwing him under the bus without hesitation.
"I'll make you come like you've never come before."
"That won't be hard, I've never come from having sex."
"Never?" I asked, totally surprised.
"Not from anyone's dick."
"How about from your cheerleader friends' tongues?"
"Oh yeah, they're pretty good," she said as she licked up and down my shaft. "And a few moms, too."
"Mmmmmm, you fuck moms too?" I asked, as she licked her tongue up my shaft.
"Yeah, I have a knack for drawing straight women right to me," she said, "especially married ones."
"So do I."
"I believe you. Once they see this cock, I imagine you've got a slam dunk," she said, swirling her tongue around my cock head, seeming in no hurry to get down to business... which I found flattering.
"Yeah, I don't score sluts because of my good looks," I admitted.
"Sorry for your bad luck; high school isn't fair."
"No it isn't, but in the end everyone gets what they deserve," I said.
"I suppose," she said, and then she leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth.
"I've wanted to see you with my cock in your mouth for a long time," I said, loving this chance to have my dick in the mouth of the most popular girl in school... and it was doubly enjoyable, since she'd been dating the guy I hated the most... or maybe she still was... I had no idea if she'd officially broken up with him after that lunchtime drama.
She didn't reply verbally, but she did moan softly on my cock as she took five inches of it in with relative ease.
And for a couple minutes she sucked my cock.
And for a couple minutes I enjoyed watching her suck my cock.
Then I wanted to fuck her.
I pulled out and said, "Sit on the bench and spread those sexy legs."
"Why? So you can fuck me?"
"Yeah. Is that a problem?"
"Not at all," she said, "I really want you to." She got off her knees, went to the bench, sat down, spread her tanned legs and said, "Hurry up, I need your cock inside me."
I went over to her and surprised her I think, when I dropped to my knees and started licking her completely shaved pussy.
"Oh my," she moaned, surprised by my tongue which was lapping away between her very wet pussy lips.
"I'm a multi-tasking pussy pleaser," I said as I wiggled my tongue up and down, up and down.
"Ethan hasn't ever gone down on me," she moaned.
"Figures, the selfish bastard," I said, as I licked her some more, then tugged on her clit with my lips.
"Oh my God," she moaned as I worked her pussy over. It didn't take long before she was begging, "That's really good; but Kevin, please fuck me now,"
Wanting to push her to the limit, to show her who was boss, I said as I stood up, "Call me Master."
"Master?" she asked, this new requirement surprising her.
"Yes. You're my slut, my pet, my fuck toy, my bimbo and my slave," I listed, wanting to make her utterly submissive to me. "And I'm your Master."
"You're serious?" she asked as I brought my cock to her pussy and rubbed it up and down its lips.
"One hundred percent serious," I said. "I need to know you really want my dick, so I suggest you start obeying me totally; And it's not all about me, I think you'll really get off on doing it. Or if you'd rather, I can replace you in here with Amber within five minutes. Or Stephanie."
"I admit they're pretty girls, but I'm hotter than either of them," she said.
"Maybe," I shrugged. "But that doesn't mean you're a better fuck." To spur her on to declaring she was my slut, I slid all the way into her, and then pulled all the way back out. And waited to see what she'd do.
"Ooooooooh, fuuuuuck nooooooo," she moaned. "Put it back in! NOWWWW!"
I gave her just one more deep penetration and quickly out again, and her eyes glazed over the same way so many others had done before.
"Just say the word," I said. "You know which one."
"Please just fuck me," she said, trying not to give in.
"I'm going to count to three," I said. "If by the time I finish you don't say the word and tell me what kind of fuck slut you are, I'm going to zip myself up and leave you behind."
I then slid my dick into her and fucked her hard for three seconds. "One... two...."
"Damn it, Master," she declared, beyond frustrated from her desperation to get fucked by my big dick, "I'm your cheerleader slut!"
"There you go," I said as I began fucking her... without stopping this time.
"Oh yes, give it to me, Master," she moaned, this time saying the word without needing any persuasion.
"This cunt is mine now, isn't it?" I asked as I pumped her good.
"Yes, yes Master, my cunt is yours anytime you want it," she moaned, my fat cock spreading her pussy lips wide.
"Even if you're with your boyfriend?"
"Ethan is history. Fuck him!"
"I think he might be a secret faggot who'd love my dick in his ass," I said, not a possibility I'd ever considered before, but humiliating him by turning him into a bottom suddenly looked intriguing.
"Oh, fuck Master, that would be so hot," she moaned. "If you let me help you somehow, we'd put that fucking asshole in his place."
"You want to help me fuck your ex-boyfriend?" I asked.
"Yeah, I really want to punish that asshole," she said.
"Both literally and figuratively," I laughed.
"Yeah Master," she agreed, although I doubted she totally understood my meaning. "But for now, please fuck me harder."
"Because you're my slut?" I asked.
"Yes, Master, I truly am," she agreed with wild, reckless moans.
"And my cum bucket?" I added.
"Yes, I want your fucking load," she agreed. "Or better yet, lots of them."
"How about being my three-hole bimbo?" I continued, foreshadowing drilling her asshole.
"Oh fuck, your big, fat cock would tear my ass apart," she moaned. I was really hammering her pussy now... getting a little worried I might knock her off the bench.
"Yeah, and you'd fucking love it," I said as I pulled out.
"No, no, Master, shove your dick back in my sloppy cunt," she begged, close to coming and in completely desperate rapture.
"Stand up, bend over, and rest your hands on the bench," I ordered.
"Yes, Master," she agreed, and then did, with impressive speed... spreading her legs wider than I'd thought she was able to. "Now, please Kevin, fuck my cunt and spew your load wherever you want."
"You want me to come in your cunt?" I asked as I slid back into her.
"Like I said, anywhere you want," she moaned as my hands went to her hips, and now I fucked her as hard as I could. "Ooooooh fuck, Master!"
"I'm going to come in all three of your holes and all over your pretty face," I promised. "Not all of them right now, but over time."
"Yes, Master, take all the time you like; you own my pussy now," she said, her orgasm obviously imminent.
"I know I do," I said as I kept pumping into her pussy, and then wanting to hear her scream, I stuck a finger into her puckered asshole.
"Oh yes, finger my asshole," she moaned, looking back at me.
I did as she asked, and was soon double penetrating her with my dick and three fingers... which expedited and enhanced her inevitable orgasm.
"Oh, fuck Kevin... oh fuck, give it... oh fuck... my cunt... my ass... give it to... oooooh, me... fuck yes... yes... fucking yes!" she babbled through the next minute until her orgasm ripped through her.
I didn't slow down, since after bestowing a few facials today, I decided just to shoot my load into the cheerleader's pussy this time.
"Ready for my load?" I asked a dozen or so strokes later.
"Yes, fill my cunt with your cum," she agreed, as her body continued quaking from her intense orgasm.
Then wanting to reinforce my dominance, I pulled my cock and finger out of her, and in one quick motion, I slammed my dick into her tight asshole.
"Oh you fucker!" she screamed as I tore her ass apart.
"This asshole is mine too," I growled as I slowly fucked her intensely tight ass.
"Since you're already in there, go ahead and come in my ass," she said while a mixture of pleasure and pain swirled through her.
My balls already close to busting from fucking her pussy, her amazingly tight ass muscles, which she somehow managed to tighten even more as I fucked her ass, soon became too much for me, so after only a few more smooth strokes, I spewed my load up her ass.
"Yessssss," she moaned as she felt my cum spraying inside her butt.
I kept pumping into her until every last drop was deep inside her bowels before I pulled out, and without even a word from me, she turned around, dropped to her knees, and took my cock into her mouth... subjecting herself to the notoriously wicked ass to mouth... a very hot, lustful moment... better than any porn flick.
I let her suck me for a minute or two... just enjoying the sight of the hottest girl in school being my complete whore.
Finally I pulled out and said, "You really are a nasty slut."
"I can't believe I let you do that," she said, licking my cock some more.
"I can," I said. "After settling for being fucked by that little boy dick all those times, I imagine getting fucked by a man-size dick is pretty life changing."
"True, but I hate that it's you."
"Because I'm overweight?"
"Yes. And nerdy, too."
"But you'll still take my dick again, won't you?" I said, slapping her face with my tool.
"In a heartbeat," she admitted. "But I can't believe you came in my ass! And it's oozing out!. Icky!."
"Yeah," I shrugged as I pulled my pants up. "Only a real slut will let a guy come in her ass."
"You really are an asshole," she said, standing up.
"And you take it up the asshole," I shot back, slapping her ass.
"This stays between us," she repeated the words before this fuck started.
"I never fuck and tell... except to a lady I know who writes. She writes it all down, changes all the names and posts my true stories on the internet," I said, admiring her beauty even after a good fuck.
"What we just did is going on the internet?!" she gasped.
"Yeah, but nobody will ever figure out who we are. Our names will be different, and the readers won't even know whether we live in the United States or Canada," I assured her. "And I'll never tell anybody around here, except for that sexy friend I just mentioned."
"She's your sexy friend? Are you hinting that you're screwing her too?"
"Yeah, she's hot. And so is her son's girlfriend we're cuckolding him with."
"Now you're just talking crazy stuff. I don't think I should believe you... and no one else will either," she said.
"You're probably right," I said. "But just between us and probably Amber, we know you're my slut now." I then turned to where I knew the camera was, waved at it and asked, "Enjoy the show Cynthia?"
"What?" she exploded. "Who the hell is Cynthia?"
"Don't worry," I reassured her. "I'm just being silly. Aunt Cynthia was my imaginary friend back when I was three."
"Oh. That's all right then," she said much more calmly.
I slapped her ass and headed out, my swagger getting more pronounced with each new conquest.
I decided to skip my last class of the day completely, and go get a late lunch... since I'd not only skipped breakfast but been busy at lunchtime, and only now realized I hadn't eaten in like forever.
And although I didn't want to, I needed to be at a downtown gym at 4:00 to meet Amanda... since Tamara Grady had ordered me to do it, and although like everyone else she loved my dick, I knew not to fuck with her.
So I went to a Subway, which was relatively healthy fast food, ate, checked my phone, and just relaxed for a while. It had been a crazy day.
At 3:30 after replying to a text from Tamara to confirm I was going to the gym, I headed over... for the first time not looking forward to meeting a girl who I assumed would be hot.
.....
I arrived at the gym.
A pretty college student who was expecting me issued me a day pass.
In the men's locker room, I changed into the gym gear I'd brought with me.
Old me hated wearing gym gear... I couldn't ever compete with all the muscleheads... all the jocks... all the assholes... but now that I was having so much success with the ladies, I didn't care what any guys thought of me. I might not ever become a heavily muscled stud, but I'd definitely be a stud.
I went into the gym proper.
A very pretty... and pixie-like but buff... particularly dark black girl with a very short afro... probably in her early twenties... came up to me as I was looking around. "Are you Kevin?"
"I am," I agreed. "Are you Amanda?"
"I am," she said. "Tamara Grady tells me you want to get in better shape."
"Yeah, I wouldn't mind being a bit more svelte," I said, knowing I'd never be described as svelte.
"I can help you with that," she said.
"Help away," I said.
Then for the next forty-five minutes I was worked over. I don't know what I'd thought would happen... but somehow after all my good fortune... I'd assumed this would be some sort of sexual workout.
Nope!
The petite Amanda drove me like she was a sadistic drill sergeant.
It was brutal!
My entire body ached... even my hair!
Once she was done with me, she instructed, "Now go into the sauna and just relax."
"I think you just killed me," I groaned, dripping with sweat.
"Trust me, those burns are always good," she said.
"That's not what my body is telling me."
"No pain, no gain."
"That doesn't work if I'm dead," I said as I headed to the sauna.
I was in the sauna for only a minute or so, all alone and having taken my shirt off, when Amanda came in and asked, "Ready for your cooldown?"
"Cool? It's like a sauna in here," I quipped.
"I didn't mean literally," she laughed as she came over to me.
"Oh, that," I said, realizing what she meant.
"Let's see what you're packing."
"Here?" I asked.
"Yeah, I set out a sign saying the sauna's closed for maintenance."
"I see," I said, standing up and pulling off my shorts and underwear.
"Wow! Tamara certainly wasn't lying," she said, "stand up on the bench." And as soon as I did, her face was right next to my quickly growing cock. (Have I mentioned she was hot? As hot as Tamara even?)
"You like?" I asked. She answered not with words, but by taking my very sweaty cock into her mouth.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned as this pretty and hot-bodied personal trainer began her own workout.
I enjoyed her experienced mouth for a couple minutes until she backed away and said, "Sit down, Kevin."
"Yes ma'am," I said, very content to sit down... since my entire body was still aching.
She stripped completely naked except for her gym shoes (her totally bald pussy was very eye catching), turned away from me, thus giving me a great view of her tight black ass, reached behind herself for my cock (which by now was completely hard), and then she slowly lowered herself onto it.
"Oh yeah, this is a great cock," she said as she dropped herself completely onto it and began riding me.
"You're so fucking hot," I said, reaching around and cupping her tits.
"I'm going to work you good and hard now," she said, as she really bounced on my cock.
"I like this workout lots better," I said, as somehow she was tightening her pussy around my cock as she rode me.
"Yeah, distressing after a workout is vital," she said.
"Agreed. And fun, too," I said, letting go of her small, ultra-firm breasts, leaned back, and let her do all the work.
She rested her hands on my knees and really began working my dick over. She sucked all of it into her pussy with each downstroke, and milked my dick with her pussy muscles. I could literally feel them tightening and releasing around my cock.
I imagine if I hadn't already dumped a few loads inside and onto several girls and two women today, I wouldn't have lasted very long. But luckily I did.
"Oh fuck," she moaned as she worked herself on my dick... her tight but flexible body was an amazing sight to behold.
"I don't know what you're doing to my dick, but it feels fucking amazing!" I groaned. I wouldn't last much longer.
"I do lots of Kegel exercises," she moaned, really bouncing on my dick, and she too seemed close to coming.
"Fucking amazing," I said, trying to hold back for as long as I could.
"Come inside me," she invited, sensing I was as close as she was.
"And you come on me," I reciprocated as I prepared to unload into her.
"Oh yes, come in me now, now, NOW!" she demanded. I eagerly obliged her request, even though there'd been no way I was going to last any longer anyway, and I shot my load right up into her pussy. As my load shot inside her, it triggered her orgasm. "Yeeeeeeees!"
She collapsed onto my cock and leaned back against me while I was still spewing sperm inside her, and her body kept trembling against my sweaty chest.
For a couple minutes, maybe more, she rested against me... her body collapsed and quaking.
Finally she shakily climbed off me and said, as cum leaked out of her... a blend of hers and mine, "I expect you to come see me four days a week. And every day drink lots of sports drinks."
"Oh, I'll come here anytime you want me," I smirked.
"I'll put you through some very unorthodox workouts," she warned, bending down and sucking my cock again.
"With you, I think I could get used to working out," I said. "You almost killed me out there in the gym, but you really brought me back to life in here."



"I'll always push you... sexually and otherwise," she said a moment later as she stood back up.
I stood up too and said, sweat dripping down me, "I really need a shower."
"See you on Wednesday," she said as she got dressed.
"At four?"
"Yes."
And still weakened from the workout, the fucking, and the heat of the sauna... not the best place for a fuck... I stood under the tepid shower... I certainly didn't want a hot one!... for several minutes.
....
Today had been wild!
I'd fucked three cheerleaders.
I'd had sex with two women, getting a blow job, plus fucking Principal Cynthia Appleby... and our next time would be a threesome with her secretary.
I'd played a part in getting the biggest asshole bully in the school suspended... and then I'd fucked his ex-girlfriend... and came in her ass.
I'd started working out.
I'd fucked a super hot personal trainer. Call me racist if you want, but fit black women are the best!
What a great Monday!
And the day wasn't even over yet... except I wasn't sure if I had enough energy left to fuck anyone else today.
Or could I?
THE END OF BIG FAT COCK: EGGED ON
COMING NEXT MAYBE:
BIG FAT COCK: ELDERLY WOMEN NEED DICK TOO



[A1]If Kevin is fucking Stephanie from behind and Stephanie is eating Amber's pussy while Amber lies on her back, it should be easy for Kevin to see her tits (but not Stephanie's).
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OnlyFamily Ch. 02: 1 st Blowjob
Summary: Sister sucks her brother's dick while their Mom offers pointers.
NOTE 1: In the first part, Charlie Young died in a motorcycle accident, leaving his formerly wealthy family critically in debt. In a desperate attempt to make $41,000 to keep the bank from foreclosing on their upscale home and the auto dealership from repossessing their fancy cars... in less than a week! His virginal college-aged daughter Tyra opened an OnlyFans account, and she began doing a live webcam show, displaying her gorgeous dancer's body to her lecherous fans. Then when her also virginal (and also nerdy) brother Marty entered their home's basement photography studio and caught his half-naked sister in the middle of her second daily show, she told him about their family's financial crisis and recruited him to be her cameraman. And then when their mother Lisa walked in on their after show and caught her daughter with her brother's cum on her hand (she'd stripped him naked... fair was fair... and then had given him a hand job), and she'd learned her daughter had brought in over ten thousand dollars in only a couple of days... instead of calling a halt to this scandalous behaviour, she deemed it too little too late, and she took charge of the cash cow (the show, not her daughter). Spurred on by their family's desperate need for big money in a hurry or else, Tyra's webcam show took on a theme: their family would pretend to be three people who weren't actually related to each other but were only pretending to be each other's sister, brother and mother... while they all had sex with each other on camera! Not actual intercourse, but coming damn close. Their first 'family friendly' show was truly memorable, and it brought in a tad over ten thousand dollars more! In a single night! Which wasn't enough to save the farm... okay, just their 4000-square-foot house in a gated community and their three six-figure cars... but it was a giant leap forward.
NOTE 2: Thanks to Breezy for suggesting this twisted plot.
NOTE 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing, as usual.
OnlyFamily Ch. 02 1 st Blowjob
The next morning... well, almost noon by the time they'd all managed to climb out of their beds... Tyra was on her iPad checking on the final figures for yesterday evening's revenue. She was shocked by the huge amount they'd brought in.
While they still couldn't pay off all their debts, they were now well on their way towards overcoming their precarious financial predicament. They'd already downgraded their financial status from disastrous to chancy... since if they paid off something like only half of what they owed in lump sums, which would award them some credibility when they promised to pay off the rest in short order, the bank and the auto dealership would likely be amenable to renegotiating... since they rarely came out ahead whenever they foreclosed on houses or repossessed people's leased cars. But their family still had a lot further to go before they'd not only be out of debt, but prosperous again.
When Lisa came downstairs and found her daughter looking more like an accountant than a sex kitten, and her son making some adjustments to the camera, she said, "We need to do a little shopping for tonight's show."
"We did amazingly well last night," Tyra reported. "But nevertheless, I don't want to spend any money at all until we've saved our house and our cars."
"I don't want to spend much money, and it will be an investment towards meeting our goal in time. I want to buy some sexy outfits for tonight's show," Lisa reasoned, "since some matching lingerie will be wicked fun, but also lucrative. I have a new idea in mind we can spring on our fans tonight."
"Cool! What is it?" Marty wanted to know.
"We needn't go into that quite yet. But don't worry, this evening will definitely include you shooting your cum somewhere interesting."
"Mmmmmmm," Tyra purred. "I hope that interesting somewhere will be somewhere on me!" She'd been horny all night... yesterday evening had been wild! She was still a virgin... if only by the skin of her teeth... and she still wasn't certain whether she was willing to give her virginity to her brother quite yet... although she had decided he was the one she wanted to give it to eventually... God, his big cock between her F-cup tits last night had felt so good! And then her Mom had totally shocked her by eating her pussy, and she'd given her an orgasm way better than her fingers or toys had ever managed to do! Then she'd eaten her Mommy's pussy, along with the creampie her brother had unloaded inside it, which had been absolutely delicious! All this made her wonder what Marty's cum all by itself might taste like... or her Mom's pussy without Marty's cum, for that matter. Lastly, the simplicity of just doing what she was told had been such a turn-on. She'd never considered herself at all submissive, she'd always exercised a rather dominant personality, generally speaking. But last night she'd learned that sexually she enjoyed just doing whatever her brother and her mother told her to. But that inclination didn't apply to how she related to her fans; since along with her Mom and her brother, she told them what she was and wasn't willing to do, although she was open to considering their demands (but as no more than suggestions instead of requirements... even the wildest ones. She'd never realized before just how complex she was!
"I want you two to follow my lead for at least several more days, since I've decided that every night for the next few nights until we meet our financial goal of $41,000, and maybe even for a few nights beyond that if we're up for it, we've always got to put on a better show than we did the previous night," Lisa said, pulling down her skirt in preparation for removing it, while she was already nurturing along some ideas for the next few shows... each one nastier and wickeder than the one before... but not escalating their kinkiness too quickly, so they could milk as much money as possible from these online perverts. (She wasn't judging them by calling them that, since she fully recognized they were only watching these perverted acts (and often demanding more), while she and her offspring were actually performing them!)
Tyra watched her Mom casually pull her skirt down and off to reveal she was wearing black thigh high stockings and nothing else as she asked, trying to pretend she wasn't distracted by her suddenly almost totally naked mother and that her mouth hadn't just instantly started watering with hunger. "And what is tonight's show?"
Lisa hopped onto the kitchen table, wiggled her way to in front of her daughter and spread her legs. "I'm not totally sure yet, but let's practice something. Are you hungry for a breakfast snack, honey?"
"Yes please, Mommy," Tyra replied submissively. Then she added, "Last night I was surprised to learn how natural I felt when I was being submissive to you and Marty. So from now on whenever we strip down, will you please always tell me what to do? And you too please, Marty."
"I'll be glad to, sis," Marty replied. "But I'll need to know your limits. How far is too far?"
"I don't think I'm ready for you to take my virginity yet, but I think I'd be up for just about anything else you can think of."
"Fair enough. How about anal?" Marty said jokingly.
"You mean fucking my ass?" Tyra asked, that not even close to where she thought she was.
"Yeah, that way you keep your virginity and still get fucked," Marty responded.
"I don't think I'm ready for that," Tyra said, yet she added for reasons she wasn't sure of, "but maybe our Mommy could coach us about doing one day."
"Sounds good," Marty said, that seed planted going better than expected.
"I agree with you, you've emerged as such a submissive," Lisa said with a loving smile. She brought a hand to her daughter's head and guided it down to her pussy. "Eat Mommy's pussy, and get your morning dose of cunt cum."
"Only a single dose?" Tyra asked playfully. She just loved how her Mom had just felt free to pull her down to her slightly wet and glistening pussy without even asking for her permission... which caused a rush of sexually charged energy to course through her.
"Well no, but always at least one," Lisa said, loving the sudden way her sex drought had ended. From her pussy being as dry as a desert, to it now being as wet and flowing as Niagara Falls. After going for months without any dick or pussy at all, she now had both a live-in pussy eater and a live-in stud with a big cock, both of whom eagerly wanted to have all the sex with her she'd allow! She had the very best of both worlds!
"Mmmmm, I sure hope it's more than once a day, Mommy," Tyra said, as she began licking between her folds. "And sometimes with my big brother's cum leaking out of it, please."
"I'm sure that can be arranged," Lisa moaned softly, as she enjoyed her daughter going down on her. (As was said in the previous story, she was calling Marty her big brother not because he was older than he was, since in fact she was a few years older than he was. She'd only started calling him 'big' once she'd seen how wonderfully big his dick was.)
Tyra explored her Mom's entire pussy, discovering various subtle tastes here and there, and also enjoying the continuous sounds of her Mom's soft moaning. Tyra was learning quickly how much pleasing her mother and her brother turned her on. She was in two perfectly symbiotic relationships. Getting her Mom wet got her wet. Allowing her brother to tit fuck her and getting him off made her pussy burn. She wasn't sure if this was a normal thing, but she didn't care. She was discovering who she was sexually, and it was exhilarating!
"That's it, baby girl, show Mommy how much you love eating her pussy," Lisa moaned after four or so minutes of her daughter's slow, sweet lapping.
"I love eating your pussy so much, Mommy," Tyra said, completely infatuated with this simple task of licking pussy, with the moans coming from her mother, and the twisted fact that she was willingly committing the so-called ultimate sin of incest.
"You're such a good girl," Lisa moaned as she pushed her daughter's face tightly against her pussy, deciding to give her a nice face washing.
Tyra suddenly felt the wetness fully against her face, and she took her Mommy's silent action as an instruction to lick faster. So she began hungrily lapping even more eagerly between her Mom's pussy lips, and probing her hole with her tongue.
"Oh yes, baby slut, that's it, tongue fuck Mommy!" Lisa moaned, the slow burn of her daughter's sweet, lustful licking revving her up to the point where she now needed to be eaten really well... or fucked.
"Yes Mommy," Tyra agreed wholeheartedly, and she began using her tongue more aggressively, wanting to be a wonderful pussy licking daughter, to get her Mommy off, and very soon to taste her cum directly from the source!
"Don't stop, baby girl, don't stop eating Mommy!" Lisa moaned wildly, her orgasm close as she began grinding her slit up and down on her daughter's inexperienced but eager tongue.
Tyra obeyed, her tongue attacking this pussy with ninja-like moves, rapid attacks, and aggressive movements.
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, you nasty cunt-eating slut!" Lisa hollered, her voice steadily rising with each of her words. And then, "Mommy's COOOOOOOOMING!" she bellowed, collapsing back onto the table and knocking a vase of flowers over while her body quaked, and her legs tightened spasmodically around her daughter's head!
Tyra felt the gush of wetness flooding out of her mother and into her open mouth, with some of it flooding back out onto her lips. Hungrily, she drank the woman's sweet wine as it poured into and down her throat.
Lisa reveled in the intense orgasm... her legs parting a bit further following the eruption; Tyra continued licking the pussy to lap up all the delicious pussy cum; and Marty had filmed the entire scene with his camera using his right hand, while he'd been stroking his dick with his left one.
Marty finally quipped, "Was that breakfast, or lunch?"
Lisa, of course not at all fazed by being watched and even filmed by her son, not after yesterday's wicked and public family bonding, grinned and quipped right back, "Brunch."
"Then since you must have skipped breakfast, I assume you're hungry," Marty continued the repartee, his long, hard dick preceding him to the table.
"If you're offering what it looks like you're offering, I could definitely eat something," Lisa grinned, while she spun around so her chin was resting at the end of the table and opened wide, just in time for her son to slide his dick into her mouth.
Marty, having been up for only ten minutes, still had his morning wood, and he knew that after witnessing such a hot lesbian show between his sister and mother, he wouldn't last long. So he grabbed her head with both hands and began enthusiastically face fucking his Mom! Any lesser woman would have been horrified by getting despoiled so violently, but Lisa just relaxed her throat and allowed her big-dicked son to have at it!
Tyra sat up and watched avidly while her brother's big cock plunged in and out of their Mom's mouth. She wanted some of that too! She too wanted to suck that cock. She too wanted to get face fucked. She couldn't wait to become another slut for her brother!
She was about to say something along those lines, when Marty groaned and grunted after just over a minute, and he filled his Mom's mouth with cum.
Marty kept pumping until he was done, and pulled out.
Lisa swallowed, maneuvered herself so she was sitting up and facing him, wiped her lips and said, "Well done! But I hope you'll last a lot longer when you do me like that again tonight! We'll have an audience to impress."
"My morning load always comes quickly," Marty shrugged. "But so long as I bust a nut before the show, I'll be able to give you a marathon drilling."
"Good; very good," Lisa said, climbing off the table. "Now both of you go and get dressed. We're going shopping."
"Do I have to come?" Marty asked.
"You always have to come," Lisa said, playfully squeezing his balls. "Now go and get ready."
"Okay," Marty groaned.
Thirty minutes later, the three of them went into an adult store in another part of town. As Lisa examined her phone while she scrolled through the plethora of comments from last night, her pussy getting wet all over again while she reminisced about the crazy night, Tyra was trying on outfits.
Marty took a picture of her in each one, in preparation for posting the collection on the OnlyFans site with the caption, Trying on attire for tonight's show.
As Tyra was changing into a black leather bondage outfit, Marty recalled a prop from one of the plays at his old high school... a king's throne. He knew he'd be getting blown by his sister tonight, at least that was the plan as far as he knew, and thought if that happened while he was sitting on a throne, it would be pretty epic. He flipped through his gallery of photos and found it. "Mom, what do you think of this for a prop tonight?"
Her son handed her his phone, and she took in the authentic-looking king's throne. "That's really cool. Think you can get it?"
"I'll make a call," Marty said.
"Then do it," Lisa said, the fun idea of their giving him a double blowjob in a video teaching her daughter how to be a good cock sucking slut jumping into her head.
Marty spoke with his former high school's stage props caretaker and said to his Mom, "We can have it for a hundred bucks."
"Excellent! Buy it," Lisa said, picturing her son wearing some sort of royal attire, probably only an open-fronted but royal-looking robe and maybe a pair of boots, she as the queen wearing only a crown and stockings, and her daughter dressed as the king's servant popping into her mind.
"Okay," Marty said, agreeing to the deal, and promising another fifty to have it delivered.
Tyra came out, now wearing some wicked black leather gear, and Marty took a picture to add to today's sexy sampling's tease. She complained, "This one isn't very comfortable."
"No? I'm not sure it suits you either," Lisa said; she thought she could very well find something better. "Wait here."
"Okay," Tyra said.
Marty said, "I think you look hot in it."
"Thanks," Tyra said, loving all those lustful looks her brother had been giving her recently.
"Except it needs black stockings and boots," Marty said.
"You and your stockings fetish," Tyra smiled, having learned the power stockings had over him, and over lots of her fan boys.
"From now on, I expect you to wear them at all times in the house, even if that's all you're wearing," Marty instructed her firmly.
"Are you giving me orders now, big brother?" Tyra asked flirtatiously.
"I most certainly am, my sister stockings slut," Marty agreed,
Just then an older saleswoman approached and began to ask, "How are..."
"We're doing very well," Marty interrupted her, while his sister went beet red.
"Try this on," Lisa returned and handed her a long, light blue dress.
"That's pretty tame, Mom," Marty observed, as the saleswoman stood there processing what she'd just heard.
"I agree, but I have an idea," Lisa said,
"If there's anything you n-n-need, just let me know," the flustered saleswoman blurted out.
"Will do," Lisa said, looking at her a little confusedly, while Tyra went back to change again.
The woman fled, and Marty explained, "I think we just outed ourselves as a family, and that I give my sister orders, and that I often see her naked. She may have even heard me call Tyra 'my sister stockings slut'."
"Oops," Lisa shrugged unconcernedly.
"Yeah, oops," Marty chuckled, his confidence brimming after yesterday... so much so that nothing seemed to faze him anymore.
"Will we have the throne in time to use it tonight?" Lisa asked.
"It's being delivered at five."
"Perfect!" the Mom nodded wickedly, the plan percolating in her head.
"Just what, pray tell, is my naughty mother planning?" Marty asked, his dick fully erect from watching his sister parading around in all those hot outfits.
"Oh, just a very special evening at home with my loving family," she said airily, sauntering over and giving her son's dick a playful squeeze. "We may need to do something about this before we get home."
"There isn't any 'may', but I hope there's a 'real soon'," Marty negotiated, eager to take her into a change room right here and now so he could fuck her.
"'Soon' is such a lovely word," she agreed, giving him another firm squeeze.
Tyra returned, and Lisa said approvingly, "That looks perfect for tonight."
"It's pretty sexy, but a bit tame," Tyra said, knowing her members pretty well by now.
Trust me," Lisa said. "With the accessories I have in mind, it'll be perfect."
"Accessories?" her kids asked in unison.
"You'll see," the mother smiled. "Trust me. Now get changed back into your street clothes; we have another store to go to."
"Okay Mom," Tyra agreed. She did trust her Mom, but she was curious to know what else she was thinking.
As they went to pay for the few hot outfits Lisa had chosen for her daughter, she reassured the saleswoman, "I know what you overheard probably shocked you, but they aren't actually brother and sister. We do lots of roleplaying."



"Oh, it's none of my business," the saleswoman downplayed her response, even though hearing what she'd heard had indeed shocked her.
"That's nice of you to say," Lisa said. "I just want you to know we're not some incestuous wackos."
"Whatever you say," the woman said noncommittally, as she put the few outfits in a bag, including the one Lisa had selected for herself.
"Yes, they're only step-siblings, not related by blood," Lisa finished. "So my son dominating my step-daughter isn't illegal or anything."
"Oh!" the woman yelped, shooting back to completely flustered! " That'll be $178.12."
Lisa paid and said, "Thank you. Have a pleasant rest of your day." She then left the store, excited by her rush from playing around with this woman's head.
Opening the rear door to the car for her, Marty ordered, "Back seat, Mommy."
"Oh? That's the name of a kinky series I read last week," Lisa purred, having been fascinated by a kinky series of stories about incest she'd read on Literotica, ironically called Backseat Mommy. She'd envied the incestuous woman at the time, but now she didn't need to.
Lisa obediently climbed into the backseat of Tyra's Tesla, and Marty followed her inside.
"Drive us to the Eddington strip mall," Lisa ordered, once Tyra had situated herself in the driver's seat, while Lisa fished out her son's dick. This blowjob wouldn't be as kinky and taboo as in the Backseat Mommy stories, but it would still be pretty hot. [In those stories, a Mom sucked and fucked her son in the backseat of their car over the course of a few days, while her oblivious husband drove them, and even caried on conversations with her during a long road trip. Check out my Backseat Mommy series, for a wild saga about a Mom and son's wicked cross-country sex adventure cum love story.]
"Got it," Tyra said, not knowing the strip mall, or even this area at all, so she typed it into her phone to get the route.
As she began driving, she glanced into the rear-view mirror and couldn't see her Mom at all, only her brother. She adjusted the mirror so it was useless for its normal purpose, but it now gave her a decent look at what was happening in the backseat... their Mom was giving her brother another blowjob.
"Get your eyes back on the road," Marty rebuked her. His sister had been staring into the mirror while she was driving down the street!
"Sorry!" Tyra startled, snapping her attention back to the road.
"Oh, yeah Mom, you hungry slut," Marty moaned, "how much do you love your son's big fucking cock?"
"I love it so much, my son," Lisa said, sitting upright while she continued stroking his cock, and she started kissing him.
Marty kissed her back, while Tyra stopped the car for a red light. She couldn't explain why, but she couldn't help feeling a little jealous. She wanted to take part in everything!
Marty broke the kiss, pushed his Mom's head back down and onto his cock, and she resumed sucking. "Don't worry Tyra, soon you'll have this dick in your mouth too."
"Who said I wanted any of that?" Tyra objected, trying to make it appear like she wasn't dying to pull over, get into the backseat and join in on sucking that cock.
"Don't pretend you'll ever object to being my completely submissive sister slut," Marty said, confidence oozing out of him.
There was a honk! Tyra looked up, was startled to see a green light, and she hurriedly resumed driving.
Lisa sat up, stroking her son's cock, with her saliva now coating it, "Don't worry Tyra, tonight you'll be sucking your first cock, and your total lack of experience will be a great selling point."
"I don't know if I can do that," Tyra worried. Last night had been amazing, but her family, including her, had gotten totally carried away! Had all those extremes been too much for the website? All that cash flooding in said it wasn't. But would she be up for going even further tonight? She caught her thoughts going around in circles, so she set them aside and refocussed on her driving
"Trust me," Lisa assured her while she rolled her fingers over her son's hard cock head, "they want a blowjob next, so we'll give them an epic blowjob show."
"Yeah! You're going to learn to be a nasty cock sucker we can be proud of, just like our Mom here," Marty added.
"Marty, don't be crude," Lisa scolded.
"Sorry, Mom," he apologized sheepishly, a bit surprised by the sudden scolding.
"I am a nasty cock sucker for your cock, and I'm proud of it, son," Lisa said, "and your sister may very well become one too, but you've got to let up on her and allow her to find her own way there. If you keep pushing her like this, she'll only push back."
"Okay, that makes sense," Marty said. He didn't want to do anything to ruin this amazing good fortune he was having. He was without a doubt the luckiest guy in the world!
"Tonight we'll give Marty a double blowjob while I teach you, probably along with teaching a bunch of nerds online, how to worship a nice big cock properly," Lisa said. "What do you think of that, Tyra?"
"Well, they definitely said they want to see me sucking some dick," Tyra admitted, and truth be told, she did want to suck Marty's dick.
"True, but do you want to suck your brother's dick?" Lisa asked.
"I think so," Tyra answered, playing up her small amount of doubt. She didn't want to appear too eager to Marty, even though she wished that dick was inside her mouth right now!
"We won't ever make you do anything you don't want to do, honey," Lisa said. "This is your show. But if we really want to rake in the money, we've got to keep giving the viewers what they want. Which means if you're up for it, you'll need to keep expanding your limits like you did last night. The good news is that you'll only need to expand them in small increments, because if you expand them too far and too fast, we'll soon run out of increasingly naughty activities to explore in front of them."
"I know," Tyra said.
"Think about it," Lisa said. "And take all the time you need. But right now, I know what I want."
Lisa bent down and took her son's cock back into her mouth and she resumed bobbing hungrily.
"Yeah Mom, suck my cock," Marty said. He glanced at the car's rear-view mirror and was surprised to see his sister looking right back at him. She'd stopped at another red light, and apparently she couldn't keep her eyes off of him!
This time Tyra saw the light turn green, and she resumed driving, now only three minutes away from the strip mall.
"Oh fuck, Mom, you really know how to suck a cock," Marty said, not that he had anything to compare it to... but her wet mouth, soft lips and suctioning had his balls boiling in short order.
"Mmmmmmmm," Lisa moaned on his cock, not slowing down, and looking forward to his second load of creamy cum.
Tyra's pussy burned as she listened, and somewhat watched the taboo scene occurring in the backseat. Who would have thought that the very first sex in her Tesla would consist of mother-son incest between members of her own family? Or that any of the past couple of days' occurrences would have happened? Not that she was complaining!
"Oh, yes Mommy slut, deep throat my cock," Marty urged her, "just like that!" pushing her head down and holding it there for a couple seconds.
Lisa was turned on completely by this rough treatment, doing her best not to gag on his hard cock with its entirety deep inside her mouth... and beyond.
Marty released her head, and now Lisa started deep throating his entire dick with each bob, really working it over.
"Swallow his load, Mommy," Tyra urged, wanting to take at least some part in this kinky action.
"Yeah, and I'm about to burst," Marty warned.
Lisa kept bobbing until the first rope erupted into her mouth, and then she backed off a tad, but she kept her lips wrapped around his cock head so she could catch, but not swallow, the rest of his cum... since yet another wicked idea had popped into her head!
"Fuck," Marty groaned, as his dick unloaded inside his sexy Mom's mouth.
Lisa retained the entire load inside her mouth, and she sat up when Tyra stopped for another red light. As soon as the Tesla came to a complete stop, Lisa grabbed her daughter's chin and used it to pull Tyra's face towards hers, and then she pressed her daughter's lips snugly against her own... and ejected her son's entire load of cum into her daughter's mouth!
Tyra certainly wasn't expecting anything like that to happen! But gamely, she accepted the snowball of cum into her mouth and swallowed down her brother's load, quick as a whistle. Their tongues danced in each other's mouths for about fifteen seconds before Lisa backed away. She glanced to her left, and spied a guy staring down at her from a tall pickup truck in stunned awe.
She gave him a wave and a saucy grin before... still holding the guy's gaze... she bent down and took her son's cock back into her mouth. By now the guy's mouth had dropped open.
The light changed, and Tyra drove the last few hundred yards to the strip mall with the aftertaste of her brother's cum still in her mouth. The previous evening she'd eaten it from her Mom's snatch as an ingredient in a creampie, and just now she'd tasted and swallowed it from her Mom's mouth... but what she really wanted was to taste it exploding directly out of her brother's cock and into her mouth.
She pulled into the strip mall and saw a sex toy shop, so she assumed that was their next stop. Tyra parked and said, looking back and seeing her Mom once again sucking her brother's cock... she was as insatiable as a teenage boy! "We're here."
Lisa sat up and said, "All right, so now it's part two of the plan. You guys can wait here."
"Really?" Tyra asked, involuntarily glancing down at her brother's inviting cock. It was still hard.
"Actually, why don't you go over there to DJ's Pizza and order us a pizza," Lisa said, pulling a twenty out of her purse and handing it to Tyra. "I should be back out by the time they've finished baking it."
"Um, okay," Tyra said, curious about what her mother had in mind... but she'd always liked surprises.
Lisa left her kids behind and went into the adult shop, where she purchased a couple of items for tonight, and a few more things she planned on using later in the upcoming week or weeks. For tonight, she bought a collar and a leash. For some future adventures, she also bought three strap-ons in different sizes, nipple clamps, some edible paint, some anal lube, a set of three butt plugs, a pair of handcuffs, and some blindfolds. She also purchased three new sex toys. One was a rabbit, very much like one she already she had, but new and improved. The second was a double-ended dildo for what would be a wild show someday soon, she hoped. Lastly, she bought a suction cup ten-inch black cock... just for her to enjoy in the shower, but perhaps also for a future show.
She returned with her bag of fun, just as her kids were returning to the car with the pizza.
Tyra drove home... they shared the pizza... then Tyra went for a nap, Marty went back out to pick up a new 4k camera, so he could film from various angles on the main feed from the stationary camera on a tripod, but also switch to closeups, and Lisa typed responses to some of the requests they'd received from their fans.
Lisa agreed that 'Mommy' (the only name she'd ever be using on their shows), would do topless dick ratings for a fifty-dollar tip minimum. Then for the next couple of hours (between also doing a few other things), she rated dicks with blunt honesty during fifteen to thirty second one-on-one sessions while she was topless and, of course, wearing a mask. She was somewhat astonished by how some men with tiny dicks wanted to pay for getting humiliated, but she was more than willing to comply. She also had some opportunities to see some very nice dicks during the process, many of them nice and hard.
When Tyra joined her in the living room following her nap, feeling refreshed, Lisa observed, "Your fans are a kinky lot."
"That they are," Tyra agreed.
"I've been doing topless dick ratings for the last hour," Lisa said, still topless, wearing only a miniskirt and stockings.
"Which explains why your tits are out right now," Tyra smiled, admiring her Mom's large knockers, and cheered by the welcome thought that she too would likely look that hot when she got older... her Mom had probably bequeathed her some great genetics.
"Yeah, it's easier than getting undressed over and over."
"How much are you charging?"
"Fifty bucks a shot for between fifteen and thirty seconds, depending."
"Wow!" Tyra said.
"We could charge double for the two of us at once," the Mom said. "Maybe triple."
"That could be fun," Tyra said.
"They also keep telling me they want to watch you suck your brother's dick, lose your virginity to him, take his facials, take it up the ass, get gangbanged, get fisted, lez out with your 'Mommy', and some of them even asked for some piss play, which they'd be willing to pay top dollar to see," Lisa said... all of them things she wouldn't mind facilitating for her daughter and herself once Tyra felt up to doing them.
"Jesus!" Tyra exclaimed, having encountered many of those same requests in her fans' comments in the past; but hearing her Mom reporting them out loud made them seem even more real and wild... especially after all that had transpired the previous evening.
"I know," Lisa agreed with the sentiment. "I had no idea the online world was so kinky, yet also so financially rewarding."
"I agree with you!"
"So we'll need to come up with a plan to capitalize on all of that kinkiness during the next few days and weeks," Lisa summarized.
"I'll think about that wild list in the next while; but for tonight, I'm obsessing about sucking my brother's big, fat cock and swallowing his load for the first time," Tyra said bluntly, unable to get his dick... and her hunger for it... out of her head.
"That's actually my plan for tonight," Lisa assured her. "I think we should do it in two or three parts."
"Parts? There are different parts to sucking dick?"
"Yes, parts. First I'll instruct you about how to suck a cock; we'll stage a live tutorial," Lisa said, "which we can then isolate and sell online afterwards".
"Okay," Tyra agreed tentatively.
"Why do you sound so doubtful?"
"It's just that I don't want to look incompetent in front of all those of those people," Tyra explained.
"No, no, no," Lisa reassured her. "You won't look incompetent, just inexperienced. Which they already know about you, so it's a selling point. Our goal is to have your fans accompany you along your sexual journey."
"I guess."
"You guess? I admit that I've appointed myself as the acting director of your online adventures. But if at any time you don't like what I'm doing, please tell me," Lisa said, giving her daughter a hug, "you started this enterprise. This is your show."
"Okay, that makes sense," Tyra agreed, enjoying the warm embrace. "So what's part two?"
"A double blowjob," Lisa said.
"A double blowjob?" Tyra echoed questioningly.
"Yeah, we'll both suck your brother's... what did you just call it?" she smiled, backing away and placing her hands in her daughter's. "...big, fat cock together."
"I love that phrase!" Tyra said, loving it for reasons she didn't know. The words just sounded so good together, and they were the perfect description of her brother's impressive dick.
"It does flow off our tongues nicely," Lisa agreed. "Anyway, I'll suck his balls while you suck his dick. Then we'll suck his dick simultaneously from both sides, with our lips touching while we go side to side together in smooth unison. We'll be kind of kissing each other and his dick simultaneously!"
"Kinky!" Tyra said. Her fans would love to see that.
"Then for stage three, you'll work his dick over and he'll give you his creamy load for the first time," Lisa added.
"How? A facial?"
"That's likely better for the camera," Lisa said. "But swallowing it is delicious... literally! And come to think of it, if you show the camera your open mouth full of his cum both before and after you swallow, that's just as photogenic."
"Mmmmmm," Tyra said. "I do want to taste it directly from his big, fat cock."
"Then it's your call; why don't you decide on the spur of the moment? Either way, you'll get lots of chances to taste it after the show," Lisa said. "But on that note, you should go and get dressed. Put on the dress we got and mocha thigh high stockings, and nothing else."
"What else did you buy today?" Tyra asked.
"You'll find out soon," Lisa said. "If you're surprised, that will look good for our audience."
"Fine," Tyra sighed, wanting to know right away.
"Just go. Hurry up," Lisa said.
After Tyra left, she went to check on the throne, now that it was all set up. It was magical! Marty had placed cameras in a couple of different places, and had set up his laptop to switch automatically from one camera angle to another. And he'd also set up a television screen that the cameras wouldn't see, but he'd always be able to monitor what was currently being shown online. He'd need that whenever he was part of the show. "Nice," she said.
"Yeah, now I think we can give them a very authentic, visually appealing show," Marty agreed.
"I kind of want you to fuck me right here and now," Lisa offered, still topless.
"Good idea! If I dump a load into your sweet pussy right away, I'll last substantially longer during the livestream," Marty said, pressing Record on the computer. Not for the audience, just to share with his immediate family sometime later
"Then we'll be doing it for the good of the show," Lisa justified.
Marty came over and kissed her. "And for you to be a good Mommy-slut to your dominant son," he added, when he broke the kiss.
"That goes without saying," she said, removing her miniskirt, spinning around and bending over the throne, offering her pussy up from behind... now only wearing her stockings.
"It's still fun to say," Marty said, hurriedly losing his pants. Just like his mother and sister, he never wore underwear anymore.
"What is?" Lisa asked coyly. She too loved hearing that wicked phrase. Words that always turned her on... they were so wrong and so taboo... which made them so right.
"Mommy-slut," Marty said again, sliding his dick into her very wet pussy.
"Which makes you a Mother fucker," Lisa moaned, while her son's big dick filled her right up. Following all those months of getting no dick at all, getting his big, fat cock pounding her pussy whenever she wanted, was heavenly!
"Oh yeah, I'm a literal Mother fucker," Marty groaned, loving to hear his mother talking so nastily.
"And eventually you'll be a sister fucker too," Lisa added, looking forward to facilitating his taking her daughter's virginity.
"Oh yeah! Because now I'm the man of the house," Marty said, relishing that phrase too, while he slammed into his hot Mommy.
"And the big dick of the house too," Lisa moaned, her orgasm rising quickly from the good hard fucking.
"And your holes are mine to use whenever I want," Marty declared, reaching for his Mom's hair and tugging on it.
"Yes, you mother fucker, you can use Mommy's holes whenever you want," she willingly agreed, loving the idea of her young stud with his big cock being available to fuck her all day and all night.



"Does that include your ass?" Marty questioned, trying to see just how far he could take things, and knowing with his Mom moaning wildly and in lustful passion, she would be more willing to agree to something like that.
"You want to fuck Mommy's asshole?" The mother asked wickedly, since 'asshole' sounded nastier and more erotic than 'ass'.
"You bet I want to fuck my Mommy's asshole," Marty agreed, his balls boiling at the prospect of doing something so wicked.
"You're telling me that you want to turn your Mommy into a three-hole fuck toy for your big fat cock?" Lisa demanded, trying to sound as nasty and sexy as possible.
"Fuck yes," Marty groaned. His Mom's wicked tongue was making this amazing sexually charged encounter feel even more intense.
"And that you want to use your Mommy as your own personal three-hole cum bucket?" she continued, the wicked words spewing out of her mouth enhancing the pleasure already consuming her. While incest had never even crossed her mind in the past, now that she'd taken a few tastes of this forbidden same blood love, there was no going back. She loved her son. She loved being fucked by her son. And she loved being her son's slut!
"Oh, fuck yes," Marty moaned, hearing his Mom's nasty words accelerating his already rapidly rising rapture.
"Come inside your Mommy, son! Breed me with your big load," Lisa cried out, needing to feel his seed erupting inside her.
"Do you two ever stop fucking?" Tyra asked, returning and looking on enviously at the clear ecstasy the two were sharing.
"Never," Lisa moaned, her orgasm close.
"You'll get this dick just as soon as you tello me want it, sis," Marty promised as he slammed into his mother, wanting to put on a dynamite show for his sister, doing his utmost to tempt her into wanting to be his sister slut. "Soon you'll be a brother fucker."
"And his sister slut," Lisa added.
"And a daughter pet," Marty continued.
"The family's pet bitch," Lisa amended.
"Plus our fuck toy," Marty said, looking right into his sister's eyes while he pounded their mother.
"Yes! And our cock-sucking, cunt-munching submissive sister and daughter slut," Lisa listed off, nearing an apocalyptic eruption.
"Jesus!" Tyra exhaled, the litany of things her mother and brother had in mind for her all sounded twisted, yet equally erotic.
"Climb underneath Mommy so you can watch your brother fucking my pussy," Lisa ordered, seeing all that lust in her daughter's eyes.
"What? How?" Tyra asked.
"Get over here, lean your back against the throne and poke your head beneath Mommy's cunt right fucking now, Tyra," Lisa demanded amidst all her moans.
"Yes Mommy!" she responded eagerly, loving to be told what to do now that she understood what was required, and loving how the word 'Mommy' rolled off of her tongue. She scurried over to them, sat down between the coupling couple's two pairs of spread legs and looked upwards. It was a little awkward, but soon she had an up close and personal view of her brother's cock sliding in and out of her Mom's pussy from only a few inches away!
"Do you like that view, honey?" Lisa asked.
"Yes indeed, Mommy," Tyra answered, watching almost hypnotised, and with lust burning in her loins.
"This dick will be breaking that cherry of yours very soon, Babygirl," Lisa promised.
"But Mommy, that's so wrong," Tyra objected, but playfully.
"Does it look wrong from where you're sitting?" Lisa asked.
"No Mommy, it looks really right," Tyra said, wanting to feel that cock inside her.
"Get ready for my load," Marty said, having been holding back for as long as he could.
"Ready! Fill Mommy with your seed," Lisa said, knowing that the moment the load erupted inside her, and his cock twitched uncontrollably inside her pussy, she'd reach her own orgasm.
"Get ready for your cocktail mix, sis," Marty said as he furiously fucked his mother and after just a few more deep thrusts, he grunted and filled up his Mom.
"Oh fuck, you mother fucker!" Lisa screamed, as expected, her orgasm striking the moment she got bred.
As mother and son both climaxed together, Tyra stretched upwards, ready to guzzle down the creampie the moment her brother's dick vacated the playing field.
Which happened about twenty seconds later, and as soon as Marty pulled out, without instruction Tyra leaned up and sucked her Mom's pussy hungrily, extracting as much of masculine and feminine cum cocktail mix as she could.
"Oh, you hungry cum slut," Lisa moaned, loving the sensations of getting her pussy eaten while she was still coming... something she'd never experienced until yesterday.
"Mmmmmmm," Tyra moaned. She just loved the delicious taste of intermingled cum!
"Good slut," Lisa gasped weakly while she enjoyed the feel of her daughter's tongue.
"God, you're turning into one cum-hungry virgin!" Marty admired as he reached for a camera to take a better shot of the incestuous lesbian act.
"I love eating my brother's cum from my Mommy's cunt," Tyra said, trying to sound as wicked as her mother did.
"Soon you'll be eating your brother's cum directly from the source, and feel it exploding
Into your mouth and your pussy," Marty promised, the recently shy guy now oozing with confidence.
"Yes I will, big brother," Tyra agreed mindlessly, ready to do almost anything for her brother... suck his cock... lose her virginity... God did she need to get fucked! Her pussy was burning with need. She knew she'd have to do that during a live show, and this was blowjob night, but maybe her Mommy would allow her to do it tomorrow night. She couldn't wait!
While her daughter kept licking her, Lisa instructed, "Marty, I left an outfit for you on your bed. Go and put it on."
"Um, okay," Marty said, still filming the lesbian act.
"And take a quick shower first," she added.
"Yeah, okay," Marty said, leaving the cameras rolling as he replaced the one he'd been using onto its tripod.
Once he was gone, Lisa stepped away from the throne, pulled Tyra to her feet and kissed her.
And then for three or four minutes they just kissed. Sweet, tender, probing kisses.
When Lisa broke the kiss, she said, "I love you, Tyra."
"I love you too, Mom," Tyra said, looking into her mother's eyes. In this context, 'Mom' felt more appropriate than 'Mommy.'
"And I don't want to push you into doing anything you're not ready to do," Lisa added, worried that maybe she was pushing her too hard and too fast.
"Mom, I appreciate that," Tyra said, "but I am ready."
"Ready for what? If you're saying what I think you are, I don't want to be mistaken."
"I'm ready to give my virginity to my big brother," Tyra said. "I understand why I can't do it tonight, since I'll be sucking my first cock and taking my first facial, and our audience needs to watch me expanding my boundaries, but I hope it will be real soon!"
"Mmmmmmm," Lisa grinned, loving this chance to witness her daughter's sexual awakening before her very eyes. Tyra still being a virgin at twenty-one was its own miracle... and her desire to give it away to her brother was another one.
"But tomorrow... or the next day at the latest... I need Marty's big fat dick breaking my cherry and fucking the shit out of me," Tyra said bluntly, doing her best to impress her nasty mother with her own nasty mouth.
"Be careful how you phrase that sentiment. He may think you're offering him your ass," Lisa cautioned.
"Oh! No, that wasn't what I meant," Tyra said, suddenly feeling flustered.
"I was just teasing," Lisa said, "although a good ass fucking can be very pleasurable too."
"Really?"
"Oh yes," Lisa nodded, already looking forward to her son's dick buried inside her own asshole very soon. "But first things first, so that's for another time. I need to go and get ready for tonight. Why don't you check our messages and respond to any of them that strike your fancy?"
"Okay, sounds good," Tyra said, her pussy still burning.
"I'll be right back," Lisa said.
"And I'll be right here," Tyra said, picking up her phone and beginning to scroll through their comments from today.
.....
At five minutes before showtime, Marty appeared wearing a regal king's outfit, consisting of a dress-like floor length mantle, a heavier open front one, plus a crown and a mask. Very unlike most kings, he was barefoot.
Lisa was wearing a Queen of Darkness costume she'd purchased with the other surprise items, which was a black corset with a very deep and revealing V neckline that accentuated her voluptuous tits wonderfully, and had a lace-up back. The outfit also included a skirt that covered no more than it absolutely had to, black thigh high stockings and boots.
Then at the last minute, Lisa changed her mind, and the corset came off to be replaced with simply a black leather bra and a tiny skirt, if you could even call it that, accessorised with a black thong and matching thigh high stockings. She'd changed the script in her head to an even better one that she thought was wickedly delicious.
Tyra was wearing the long, demure dress they'd purchased for her today, but Lisa had taken a pair of scissors to it, and now it was nothing even approaching demure. It consisted only of a few dozen floor-length strips of material hanging down from her shoulders, and it concealed absolutely nothing!
"Okay, let's do this," Lisa began. "Marty, you'll start with the camera aimed here, and another one opposite it."
"Okay."
"Tyra, you get down on all fours on the floor right here," Lisa pointed, about ten feet away from the throne.
"Why there?" Tyra asked, a little confused.
"Just pose where I order you to," Lisa said. "For our shows to go smoothly, you'll need just to trust me and always do whatever I tell you to. Stop analyzing things."
"Okay, that makes sense," Tyra agreed. "Bottom bitch at your service, ma'am," kneeling on all fours as instructed.
"Not exactly dear, you're our lovable bottom bitch, And we both do love you. Now Marty, when it's time, open the show with just a closeup of Tyra. Then be prepared to zoom out to include me in the shot as well."
"Okay," Marty nodded, his mother having given him a quick run-through.
"And Tyra, begin by flirting with them like you always do," Lisa said. "Do you know what to say? Your instincts in that regard are always excellent."
"Yes, I've got it. Something like 'Welcome to our blowjob show'."
"Then just follow my lead. I don't want tonight to appear too scripted," Lisa said.
"Okay. I don't have a clue what's going on, except that I'll finally get to suck my brother's big, fat cock." Tyra was already craving that so much. She didn't plan on wasting a bunch of time chatting with her followers, tonight was all about doing.
"Good, since that's the plan," Lisa smiled. "Most of them already know you've never given any blowjobs before now, so if you appear a bit anxious and clueless at the beginning, that'll be perfect."
"Okay, I can do that. Because I am feeling anxious and clueless right now," Tyra said.
"One minute until showtime," Marty warned. He got the main camera angled perfectly, and he picked up his phone so he could zoom in and out and switch cameras whenever he needed to.
"Get nice and close. At first, show nothing except your sister's lovely face," Lisa instructed, feeling just as excited as she knew her kids did.
"Got it," Marty said, sitting down and zooming in on his sister's face. "Fifteen seconds," he added.
"Ready, baby girl?" Lisa asked.
"Yes, Mommy," Tyra said, giddy with anticipation... so focused on the cock she was about suck she'd almost forgotten that the main object of this show was raking in lots of cash.
"Five, four, three, two, one... and we're live," Marty counted down, and he pressed the Transmit button.
"Hey there, all my faithful followers and any new subscribers," Tyra smiled warmly. "I hope all of you have had a great day so far." She paused to scan the many comments already rolling down the screen that was placed in front of her and to the left. "Thank you for saying so, last night was indeed lots of fun. In fact I'd like to thank every one of you guys and gals who logged on for last night's show. I had so much fun putting on that show for you. And you guys really showed your girl and my family some love with your generous donations."
Usually Tyra would then tease her audience for a little while longer, but this time her Mom took over right away. Lisa nodded to Marty, who gradually expanded the view, first to show Tyra on all fours in her slutty attire, then to include Lisa's fuck me boots, and then her entire sexy costume.
From the get-go, comments began scrolling down like crazy:
Holy shit!
Jesus!
Hole fuck, that's sexy!
What a perfect position!
Mommy!!!
Marry me!
Sexy!
Show me your tits!
Lisa, her smile wide, said, "Yes, last night was lots of fun, and your generous tips were very much appreciated. And tonight we're ratcheting things up another notch." She then paused to check the litany of comments she knew would follow her opening words.
Lesbian act!
Daughter eat Mommy!
Strap-ons!
Will she suck her brother's cock tonight?
Incest!
What's tonight's plan?
Lisa continued, revealing the plan for tonight, "Tonight I'm going to teach my virginal daughter how to worship her brother's big... fat... cock! So keep those tips coming, guys."
"Mom, you can't possibly expect the first cock I'll ever suck in my entire life to be my very own brother's, can you?" Tyra objected playfully.
"Except for the lezzie things you'll first be doing with me on future shows, your brother will always be your first everything," Lisa teased... more for their audience than her daughter... gazing right into the camera.
"But Mommy, that seems so wrong!" Tyra objected overdramatically.
Lisa kept gazing into the camera. "What do you think, all you Onlyfans fans, is that wrong? Should Mommy not teach her daughter how to suck cock using her brother's very big... very fat... cock? Is that wrong for me to do?"
Yes, use her brother's dick!
So hot!
Suck that dick!
Let's see that dick!
I want a Mommy just like you!
Hell, yeah!
Tyra said, "Well, I guess our fans have spoken, Mommy. I'll just have to bite the bullet and do it for them."
"Yes, they have," Lisa agreed. "They want to watch you sucking your very first cock."
"You mean I'm about to suck my brother's cock," Tyra emphasized.
"Yes, your blood brother's big, fat, cock for the first time," Lisa agreed,
"Mom, you look so hot wearing that outfit," Tyra said, stroking her hand up and down her mother's nylon-clad leg. "Guys, don't you think my Mom looks hot?"
Hottest Mom ever!
Be MY Mommy!
Show us your tits!
Dominatrix Mom is hot!
Black is so sexy!
Like mother, like daughter!
Lisa smiled, looking down at her daughter, "Thank you, sweetie. You look hot too in all those tatters. And so does your brother's big fat cock."
Marty, wearing only his two regal mantles, pulled up the inner one to reveal his large, fully erect dick to his Mom and sister, and switching to another camera, to the audience as well.
Holy fuck!
What a glorious cock!
I want that dick in my mouth!
Fuck your sister. Fuck your Mom. Fuck ME!
What a great dick!
Indeed big and fat!
Sister, you'll look so good with that ramrod in your mouth!
Incest is best!
Tyra resumed speaking, so Marty switched a camera back to her, zooming in for a closeup. "Knowing what I'd be doing tonight, I've been just dying to suck my younger brother's big, fat dick cock all day. And since his cock is that big, I'll be calling him my 'big' brother from here on out."
Nasty!
What a big brother!
I wish I had a big brother just like yours!
More of that dick please!
Marty asked, switching to an extreme closeup of his nine-inch hard cock, "Sister dear, are you sure you're ready to begin worshipping my big, fat cock for the first time?"
Then back to Tyra as she replied, playing up her very real nervousness, "No, I'm not at all ready. But I'll give it all I've got."
He then zoomed back out to show Mommy while she said, "Don't you worry, sweetie. Mommy will be glad to teach you how to worship such a wonderful cock. What do you guys think? Shall I teach my daughter how to suck my son's big, fat cock? Let's see how quickly you guys can tip us another $1000, and then we'll definitely put on a hot show for you."
Fuck yeah!
Everyone pay $50!
Yes, yes, yes!
Suck that cock!
What an amazing Mom!
Within a minute, they'd reached $1300!
Lisa asked, pulling the collar and leash from the bag, "Should I put these on her? Show off my daughter as our family pet?"
"Mommy!" Tyra gasped, spying the collar in her mother's hands for the first time.
"Who wants to donate the seventy dollars it cost me?" Lisa asked.
'I will!' three people said, and the tip jar crossed $2000.
"Thank you so much," Lisa said, blowing a kiss to the camera. She then bent down and fastened the collar around her daughter's neck. She then sexily clasped the leash to the collar and asked, "How does our family pet look with her collar and leash?"
So hot!
Wicked!
I need a family pet too!
God, I'm so hard!
I'd love to see her eat her Mom's pussy!
Fuck!
"Crawl to your brother," Lisa ordered, gently tugging on the leash. "Demonstrate to everyone that you're now literally our bottom bitch."
"Yes Mommy," Tyra said, "since that's what I am now." The camera focused on her as she crawled slowly, hanging her head to put on a show, the few feet to the cock she craved.
"Doesn't my son have a great cock?" Lisa asked.
Fucking huge!
I wish mine was that big!
I'd suck that dick!
Fuck ME, big brother!
So big!
Suck it!
"It's such a big cock," Tyra agreed, now staring at it. She reached up and took the cock in her hand, while Lisa knelt down to join her and cupped his big balls.
"Think we can make it to $3000? Lisa asked. "$700 more, and I'll teach my daughter and everyone watching the proper way to suck a nice... big... hard... cock like this one is."
Tyra rolled her finger over her brother's cock head, as the donations flooded in fast and furious. The total quickly rolled past $3000, and they almost reached $3700.
"I guess all you guys really do want to watch my hot Mommy teaching her daughter how to suck her brother's big... fat... cock.



YEAH!
Oh, God!
Suck that cock!
Teach me too, Mommy!
Let me come join you!
"Now baby girl, this specific cock, your brother's, seems to always be hard, locked and loaded," Lisa began explaining. But it's important for a novice cock sucker like you to know that when a dick is soft, it feels different inside your mouth. Feeling yourself stirring it to life while it hardens inside your mouth is an amazingly surreal experience."
"I understand, Mommy," Tyra nodded, slowly stroking the hard cock, resisting the temptation just to take it into her mouth.
"You're already utilizing the next skill: using your hands. Many girls, and any of you boy cock suckers out there... it is 2022 after all... a topnotch blowjob requires you to use more than just your mouth. A common mistake is just to put it in your mouth and blow. That can more or less work sometimes, but an excellent blowjob also requires your hands."
"Like this, Mommy?" Tyra asked, jacking the dick.
"Yes, like that. Wrap your hand around his shaft and slowly stroke it up and down. Feel the steel-like hardness of his dick. Feel the sensitive flesh. Get his dick as hard as possible. And all that eye candy you're showing him through your sorry excuse for a dress is also helping!"
"It's already so hard, Mommy; can't I just suck it now?" Tyra asked. "I really want to suck my brother's big, fat cock!"
"Not quite yet, you eager sister slut," Lisa rebuked her mildly. "Patience is important. Make him beg for it. Make him desperate to feel it inside your mouth."
"Okay, Mommy," Tyra nodded, stroking it up and down as she stared at the glorious cock.
"But you can use other techniques, just by using one or both of your hands," Lisa said. "Swirl your hand up and down your brother's dick like a corkscrew."
"Like this?" Tyra asked, moving her hand up while turning it, then back down in another rotating motion.
"Yes honey, that's perfect."
"Yes, just like that," Marty groaned. That felt really good, especially with the smooth twisting.
"You can also use your fingers by rolling them over his sensitive cock head," the mother continued. "While using your free hand to rub his chest, his legs, or to cup and massage his balls. On his chest you can use your nails a little. Reach up and graze his hard nipples. Stimulate and optimize his entire body, until he's begging you to suck him."
"Okay," Tyra obeyed, as she continued her slow, smooth, twisting strokes on his hard cock. For the next two or three minutes she practiced doing everything her Mom had suggested. She caressed her free hand over her brother's chest, then up to his hard nipple, having never thought before that men might ever have hard nipples, then she slithered it back down after having rubbed both nipples, before she placed it on his balls and gently cupped them.
Comments continued rolling in throughout, but none of the three were still paying them any attention... they were hardly aware anymore they even had an audience, since each of them was enthralled with the task at hand... whether they were doing, experiencing, or were just observing, ready to offer further instruction.
"Now I should note that the tip of a man's cock is by far its most sensitive part... especially the underside," Lisa explained. "In fact, you could consider it the male equivalent of a female's clitoris with reasonable accuracy. So it doesn't matter if your man has a ten-inch cock, a nine-incher like your brother's here, or even a small four-inch cock, the most important aspect of it is the tip. I've occasionally made men come without taking more than two or three inches into my mouth, since it's the head that usually pushes them over the edge."
The mother and expert cock sucking teacher looked into the camera and said, "So for the aspiring cock suckers out there, girls or even guys, understand that while deep throating a cock is hot, devouring it aggressively is sexy, getting face fucked is wicked fun, and just taking as much as you can into our mouth is important... it's the mushroom top that will really get your man, your top, your boyfriend, your Master, your husband, your son, your brother, or just some random guy on the other side of a glory hole, to come like gangbusters."
"Mommy, can I please suck him now?" Tyra whined. Her Mom's hot descriptions, along with the hard, throbbing cock in her hand,l had gotten her absolutely desperate to begin sucking it!
"Wait just another moment, dear. So everyone, there are lots of effective ways to pleasure the tip," Lisa continued. "For example, you can start with just kissing it. So go ahead, Babygirl, you may start kissing the head of your brother's dick."
"Yes, Mommy!" Tyra replied eagerly before she complied by bringing her lips close and kissing it.
Lisa looked into the camera, which was panned widely enough to show Tyra kissing the cock head, and also Lisa's pretty face. "Kissing the head of his dick can drive your man wild! He'll squirm with need, and will suffer through some teasingly beautiful agony. At first, just give him lots of little kisses... pecks, per se."
"Got it," Tyra said, now kissing the penis's head over and over... taking care to cover her brother's entire cock head with kisses... on top, below, and both sides.
"Good girl," Lisa approved. "Make sure you kiss every aspect of that dick's head. Drive him wild with your gentle teasing... feeling your soft lips and warm breath will turn him into a muddled mess of desire."
"You can say that again!" Marty agreed. "It feels so good right now," he added, enjoying all the tender teasing, but just like his sister, what he really wanted was her actual lips wrapped around it.
"Now really tease your brother, baby girl," the mother continued. "Open your lips a bit and begin giving him nice, moist squeezes on the tip of his cock."
"Yes, Mommy," Tyra obeyed, doing exactly what she was being told, really putting her heart in it.
"Jesus!" Marty moaned, the sweet wetness driving him wild. Everything his Mom was saying was true. He was discovering that this wicked teasing and Tyra focussing only on his cock head... was somehow giving him more pleasure than even his Mom's wickedly hungry deep cock sucking had done.
"You see how easy it is to drive a man wild this way?" Lisa asked.
"Yes Mommy," Tyra said. "Check out the look on his face right now, especially his eyes!"
"Yes, you're doing a wonderful job! Now add some more saliva to get his whole head nice and wet, and start licking it a little," Lisa instructed... wishing she was the one doing the cock sucking right now, instead of just lecturing about the technique... her son's cock was just so fucking perfect!
"Okay, Mommy. Like this?" Tyra asked eagerly, licking the top of her brother's cock head like she would an ice cream cone.
"Yes, you eager little slut," Lisa approved. "But be sure to include his entire head; swirl your tongue around his cock, as if you're a tongue tornado."
"Oh, yes Mommy," Tyra agreed enthusiastically, doing just that... swirling her tongue all around the cock head, which was now wet and shiny with her saliva... which made it look even more appealing.
"Oh God, Mom!" Marty moaned. "She's driving me crazy!"
"Good! That's the main point," the mother explained. "Remember, you're only the stud model today, so enjoy yourself, but keep your load inside your balls."
"I'll try, Mom," Marty said, thankful he'd dumped that load in his Mom right before the show.
"Now wrap your lips around his cock head, and suck it like a lollipop," Lisa instructed.
"Okay," Tyra said, finally being allowed to put the cock in her mouth. And as soon as she did, she began bobbing a bit.
"No, no, no! Not like that, at least not yet," Lisa said, pulling her daughter away. "Do it like this."
"Mom!" Marty whined.
"Just sit back and watch for a moment," Lisa said. She wrapped her lips around the cock head, then backed away, making a small popping sound when her lips left the cock.
"Oh God," Marty moaned.
"See?" Lisa asked, and she did it again.
"Oh, I can do that, Mommy," Tyra said, gently pushing her mother away, to get her brother's cock back in her mouth.
When her daughter did exactly what Lisa had demonstrated, she approved, "That's it, Babygirl, perfect!"
"Mmmmmmmm," Tyra moaned continuously, as she did it over and over.
"Now, do your tornado swirl again," Lisa instructed after a few cock pulls.
"Okay," Tyra said, loving the satisfaction coming from just doing as she was told... and hearing her brother moaning in response to it.
After another thirty seconds or so, Lisa said, "Now let's expand your repertoire with a few different cock sucking techniques."
"Okay," Tyra said.
"For some men, the small sit at the top of the penis where their delicious creamy cum comes out... it's called the urethral meatus... is super sensitive. So applying your tongue to it while you're sucking the cock head can really drive a man wild. Now be warned that some men really enjoy this, but some don't," Lisa explained. "Let's see how your brother feels about it. Suck on just his cock head, while you flick your tongue up and down against his slit."
"Yes Mommy," Tyra agreed, taking just the head of her brother's cock back in her mouth and using her tongue as instructed.
"Oh, yeah!" Marty said with a deep groan, starting to tremble while her tongue teased his slit.
"I think this man likes it," Lisa understated to the audience.
"So Intense," Marty said, this procedure almost literally driving him wild.
"Now by the way, all you cock suckers," Lisa said, "often by now your man, your Master, top or whatever, will have begun face fucking you, or forcing his dick down your throat to tickle your tonsils... and if he does, then just do as you're told. Your purpose here is to make him happy and make him come. His pleasure needs to be your pleasure. But this time my son here will resist those temptations, so I can teach my daughter and you guys a few more techniques for pleasuring a man by using only your hands, tongue and mouth."
"I really would be skull fucking her by now, if you'd allow it," Marty agreed.
"Mmmmmmm," Lisa purred. "That sounds really hot, but not just yet, my son. Now if the slit flicking doesn't work, there's another simple technique that's often effective in intensifying the man's pleasure, and stimulating his balls. It's to take him a bit deeper into your mouth and rub the tip of his cock against your tongue and inside one of your cheeks."
"Really?" Tyra asked.
"Yes. I'll demonstrate," Lisa said, wanting her son's cock back in her mouth anyway. She took it into her mouth only a few inches, angled his dick as she'd explained, and used her tongue and cheek to stimulate the head.
"Man oh man, Mom. That feels amazing!" Marty moaned, each different technique delivering different sensations, all of them directly to his cock.
"Mmmmmmm," Lisa moaned, knowing the humming sound would provide yet another new pleasure to her son's cock.
"Oh my," Marty trembled.
Lisa pulled back, and her daughter eagerly took the cock back into her mouth. "Making moans or humming sounds can also enhance the man's blowjob experience."
Tyra tried to replicate what her Mom had just done, and after a couple of shifts of the dick, which was now four-plus inches inside her mouth, she had the cock head resting against her cheek.
"That's it, sis," Marty said, letting her know she was doing great!
"Mmmmmmm," the sister hummmmed, replicating what her mother had done.
"Oh fuck," Marty groaned, the humming sensation indeed adding to the intensity of his pleasure.
"By the way, for variety, you can also use the roof of your mouth to stimulate his cock head," Lisa added.
"Like this?" Tyra asked, backing away and then taking it back in, the changed angle getting his cock to rub itself against the top of her mouth, tickling him a bit.
"Yes, that's perfect, my sexy cock sucking daughter," Lisa said fondly, gently combing her fingers through her hair.
"Not as good as the cheek, but still good," Marty reported.
"Fair enough," Lisa allowed. "Every man is different. But the lips, the tongue, the inside of the cheek, and the top of the mouth all provide different textures, which make for different experiences."
"I see," Tyra said, taking the cock out of her mouth.
"If you wonder why some men cheat, and I'm miles away from defending them at all," Lisa began, "it's often because the sex they get at home has become boring. Every blowjob the same, every sex session using the same few positions. It's important to give your man variety, and that also goes for all you boys when you're pleasing your women. Mix things up. Experiment with various positions. Read the Kama Sutra and try out some of those positions, and do whatever else you can come up with."
"That makes sense," Tyra nodded.
"Now let's focus on the tongue," Lisa continued. "A blowjob is lots more than just sucking and bobbing. The hands are important, and we'll go into more about that a bit later, but the best cock suckers utilize a variety of skills, and they always have wicked tongues."
"Like the tornado thing?" Tyra asked, doing that once again on her brother's dick.
"Yes honey, the tornado thing is a great example. Your tongue should roll, it should twirl, it should swirl, and it should lick. The tongue should always take an active part in a blowjob, which many women are unaware of, or they just get lazy," the mother explained. "Now go ahead and use your tongue."
"Okay Mommy," Tyra obeyed, this time licking her tongue from the bottom of the shaft up to the cock head before putting it into her mouth, while she continued using her tongue.
"Viewers, anyone can give 'just okay' blowjobs, since most men are pretty easy to please," Lisa said, "but using your tongue effectively will take any blowjob from okay to good, to great, to absolutely cum erupting!"
"Yeah, this is so good," Marty moaned.
"You can think of a blowjob as a three-piece jazz combo. Your lips, your tongue, and your hands all playing in sync with other to create beautiful music," Lisa explained. "Your lips wrapped around the cock for suction and control, your tongue bathing the dick with wetness and excessive saliva, plus your hands working his balls or his shaft."
Tyra, listening intently as she used her tongue on her brother's cock, followed her mother's instructions without receiving any actual orders. She wrapped her hand around her brother's shaft and slowly stroked it.
"A skilled cock sucker is great at multi-tasking, since her tight lips, the constant motion and lubrication of her tongue, accompanied by the smooth strokes of her hands and fingers, stimulate a barrage of sensations in her man... driving him wild with desperation and desire."
Kyra licked all the way up and down her brother's shaft several times to bathe it in her saliva until it was wet and slick, before taking just a couple inches of the head into her mouth and gripping the remainder of his slick dick with both hands. She then stroked them up and down his shaft while she rotated them, and her lips and active tongue made love to the head.
"Oh fuck Mom, you're so right about that!," Marty groaned while his cock was being worked on, both inside and out.
Having fixed her attention on addressing their audience, Lisa belatedly noticed what her daughter was doing. "Oh, you're already doing it, and I can see Marty's eyes glazing over. Good job! Now take more your brother's cock inside your mouth, my sexy slut," Lisa said. "Take in four or five inches until it's just barely touching your throat, and then just keep it there."
"Understood," Tyra said, obeying her mother by taking a tad over half of her brother's dick into her mouth and just holding it still... the hard dick feeling so good just resting there.
"Good girl," Lisa said. "You'll be deep throating him soon. Now for this next technique, press your tongue against the underside of his cock, slide it forward along his shaft as far as it can reach, and then slide it back without moving anything else except your tongue."
Tyra did as instructed.
"Oh, that is nice," Marty said.
"Keep going back and forth, back and forth with only your tongue, massaging the same section over and over," Lisa said. "But don't take the cock any deeper or shallower. And no sucking right now, but keep your lips wrapped firmly around his cock."
"That's such a tease," Marty moaned.
"As I've already mentioned, it's important to offer your man's cock a variety of experiences. There's no best technique, but having a few techniques in our cock sucking arsenal is important," Lisa explained.
She finally noticed the screen. It was filled with comments.
Deep throat!
Face fuck her!
More techniques!
Suck it!
This is amazing!
I need a cock to try these skills on ASAP!
I want that cock!
SUCK your brother!
Deep throat!
"I'm sorry, viewers, I haven't been following all your comments," Lisa said. "Nor will I be doing so for the next little while. But I promise we will read all of them later. But for now, I want to focus on teaching my daughter and all of you aspiring cock suckers out there how to be an amazing one. So... fingers and hands. As I've already mentioned, they're vital to enhancing the experience. Admittedly, during a good face fucking you won't be using your hands, but while you're still the one controlling the blowjob, your fingers and hands are additional supportive aids. For one thing, they can be a great way to give your mouth or jaw a break... especially once the dick is sloppy wet with your saliva."
Tyra backed away, but she continued stroking her brother's thoroughly wet dick.
"Yes Babygirl, utilize your fingers for gently stroking and rolling over his cock, just like that," Lisa explained. "Feel his cock throbbing, listen to him moaning. A hand job can be a pleasurable experience all on its own, although I find it's much more effective to utilize it as part of a blowjob."
"All this teasing is driving me crazy!" Marty moaned.
"That's the point," Lisa repeated. "Again, use your free hand to massage his balls, caress his chest, or play with his nipples. Doing any of that will enhance his pleasure considerably."
Tyra did everything her mother was suggesting, but she also just admired her brother's beautiful cock with lustful gazes.
"Now here's a super cock sucking secret," Lisa said, grinning wickedly into the camera. "Does anyone know what the perineum is?"
The what?
No idea.
Huh?
Yeah, the gooch!
Nope.
"Yes, it's nicknamed the gooch," Lisa agreed. "Tyra, back off just a little so I can show our lovely viewers a part of a man's package that's much neglected. It's chock full of nerve endings, which makes it super responsive to some TLC. It's so neglected that most men and women don't even know it exists."
"What's a gooch?" Tyra asked.
"You see here?" Lisa pointed. "Son, zoom in right where I'm pointing. Can everyone see this tiny patch of skin between Marty's testicles and his anus?"



"That tiny patch of skin warrants having a name?" Tyra asked.
"Yep. The technical name for it is the perineum, pronounced peh-ruh-nee-uhm, and simply called the 'gooch' in the sex world," Lisa explained. "This small area is a bundle of nerves, and when it's stimulated by your fingers, lips and tongue, it can provoke more intense and pleasurable orgasms." Lisa brought a couple of her fingers to the tiny region and slowly began stroking it.
"Jesus, that feels wonderful! I didn't even know that was a thing," Marty moaned.
"Almost nobody does," Lisa said, as she stimulated her son's gooch. It's important to understand that this tiny region can be very sensitive, so go slowly... ask him if it feels good... and pay close attention to how he reacts. If he approves, then you may rub it, stroke it, lick it or suck on it."
"May I?" Tyra asked, bringing her face close to her brother's gooch.
"Of course you may, you hungry, cock-sucking slut," Lisa said.
"I like when you call me names, Mommy," Tyra said before giving her brother's gooch a few licks.
"Do you like being your brother's slutty cock sucker?"
"Yes Mommy, I love being my big brother's slutty cock sucker!"
"I'm glad. Now," Lisa continued, "if you want to know about all the pleasure points of a cock, there's one last spot we need to focus on; it's called the frenulum."
"Who names all these places?" Tyra joked.
"I don't know," Lisa laughed. "I guess I've never heard a man ask me to please work over his frenulum. But it's a Latin term, and it translates as 'little bridle'. So maybe the Romans named it way back when?"
"We don't know what it is yet," Marty mentioned.
"Then I'll explain. On the backside of the penile head there's an elastic piece of tissue connecting the shaft to the head," Lisa explained as if she was a professor of human anatomy. "That special spot is called the frenulum."
"Right here, Mommy?" Tyra asked, pressing her tongue against the spot she thought might be the frenulum.
"Yes honey, right there," Lisa agreed. "You're such a quick learner!"
"Thank you, Mommy," Tyra said, licking the tiny spot.
"Oooooooh," Marty moaned, all these small teases were very pleasurable, although they were a bit frustrating as well.
"For almost every man, his frenulum is a very sensitive spot, and it can bring intense pleasure to him," Lisa said. "A very pleasurable tease."
"Very pleasurable," Marty agreed, enjoying Tyra's tongue licking his frenulum.
"Now if you want a great trick for driving him wild and to get him begging you to suck his cock, or flipping you onto your back to piledrive into you with his throbbing cock, try doing this," Lisa said. "Purse your lips together and kiss it, as if you were kissing a small child."
"Like this, Mommy?" Tyra asked, following the instruction.
"Yes, you lovely slut, just like that," Lisa approved. "Now curl your tongue upwards against your lip and pucker. You can then rub it with the underside of your tongue to create a warmer sensation."
"Oh my God!" Marty moaned, the pleasure intense.
"As you can tell, it doesn't take much of that stimulus to intensify his pleasure remarkedly."
"Feels so good," Marty said.
"Now usually I'd keep doing this until he shoved his dick in my mouth and face fucked me like crazy, or he bent me over and slid his dick into my pussy or my asshole," Lisa said wickedly, then she checked out the comments, expecting those hot words to garner a lot of responses, and sure enough:
I'll fuck your face for you!
Oh God!
I'd love to fuck your ass!
Fuck your mother's asshole!
Fuck your sister!
Come on their faces!
"All in good time, our dirty followers," Lisa smiled. "Now any halfway decent cock sucker knows that the cock and the testicles come as a package deal."
"As in my big brother has big balls," Tyra interjected, returning her mouth to his package.
"Yes he does, and right now they're fully loaded," Lisa embellished.
"And ready to erupt!" Marty added.
"Not quite yet if you don't mind, but soon, I promise," Lisa said. "Now not all of them, but most men enjoy having their balls pleasured. For instance you can lick them, or suck a ball into your mouth and hum."
"Mmmmmm," Tyra hummed a moment later.
"Oh yes," Marty moaned.
"Suck on each ball," Lisa continued, "but only one at a time," while Tyra heeded every detail.
"You like that, son?" Lisa asked.
"Yes Mom, it feels amazing," Marty said, his cock throbbing warningly.
"Then when it's time to take that big cock back into your mouth, cup his balls, while you slither your tongue up and down his shaft," Lisa instructed.
"Yes Mommy," Tyra said, cupping the ball sac and gently playing with his balls while she moved her tongue slowly up and down Marty's very hard shaft.
"And now for the part every guy thinks he wants the most, and for sure, its sexually charged stimuli are as erotic as fuck," Lisa said. "The deep throating."
Yes! Deep throat that cock!
Deep throat me!
I'll deep throat that cock!
Fuck me!
Marry me, Mommy!
How do you deep throat smoothly?
"Now don't try this until you've gotten used to sucking a dick, and you're able to take at least three or four inches of it in your mouth with relative ease. But once you're good at breathing through your nose while you're sucking him smoothly, simply open your throat as if you're Eve swallowing that apple, and keep taking more and more of it."
"I'll try, Mommy," Tyra said gamely, by now taking more than half of her brother's cock into her mouth... including some of it into her throat... while she continually and forcefully bobbed for more of it.
"The key to deep throating, is to take him so deep inside your mouth and throat that the tip of his cock actually tickles your tonsils," Lisa said. "And then because of your natural gag reflex, your throat will spasm somewhat, which will stimulate your man doubly."
Tyra kept bobbing, but she was having trouble taking any more than six inches into her mouth, which by this point included only about an inch of it penetrating her throat.
"Here, Babygirl. Let Mommy show you," Lisa said, approaching her son's dick once Tyra had backed away, and smoothy taking all nine inches easily into her mouth (and thus about four inches of it also down her throat), and she actually kept it there for several seconds!
"Oh! Wow, Mommy!" Marty moaned exuberantly. It felt so good!
Lisa backed off and urged, "Now you try doing it again."
"Okay Mommy," Tyra said. Her mother had made it look so damn easy!
This time when Tyra took her brother's cock back into her mouth, her mother placed her hand on the back of her head and roughly shoved her all the way down... making her gag loudly, and she would have gasped if she'd been able, but she was fully impaled and couldn't breathe!
"Breathe through your nose," Lisa instructed, as she held her daughter securely in place.
Tyra did, although tears streamed down from her eyes as she gagged somewhat.
Lisa released her, and Tyra lunged back off, coughing and gasping dramatically!
"Sometimes a loving mother needs to exert some tough love," Lisa joked.
"That was wild!" Tyra gasped, wiping some saliva off of her lips.
"Yeah, and now with a bit more practise, soon you'll be deep throating your brother's nine-cock easily," Lisa assured her.
"Now a few other details will add to making your blowjob a great one, such as looking into his eyes while you suck his dick," Lisa said. "Showing him only through your actions, how much you love sucking his cock, worshipping his balls, extracting his cum, and serving as his personal cock sucker."
"Yes Mommy," Tyra obeyed, taking the cock back into her mouth, sucking it slowly, and gazing lovingly into her brother's eyes.
"Oh yeah, baby sis, suck your brother's cock," Marty moaned, on a roller coaster of pleasure.
"A blowjob can be romantic and sensual, or intense and freaky," Lisa said, but regardless of whether you're giving him a leisurely blowjob while he drives down the highway, on your knees while he gives you a rough face fucking, deep throating his dick while he lounges on the couch watching a football game, bobbing hungrily while he and a buddy spit-roast your mouth and cunt, or whatever other situation you might find yourself in... it's super important always to play your part with enthusiasm!"
"Mmmmmmm," Tyra moaned, sucking her brother's cock while looking up at him, using her tongue to bathe his cock head, her right hand slowly to stroke his hard cock, and her left hand to cup his balls.
"Cock sucking is one of the most effective and enjoyable activities you can engage in," Lisa said, "and it's important not only that you enjoy it as much as he does, but that he knows there's nothing you'd rather do than taking his dick in your mouth."
"Mmmmmmmmm," Tyra moaned as she tried to demonstrate how much she was enjoying her brother's cock in her mouth.
"You see, whether you're a girl sucking your boyfriend, a guy sucking a stranger, a MILF devouring the dick of a much younger man, a sissy sucking your Master, or even a Mommy sucking her son with hundreds of people watching online," Lisa said, gently pushing her daughter away and deep throating her son for a moment, "you need to understand that the pleasure for you both is a mutually symbiotic experience. Either your pussy should be wet while you worship your man's cock, or your dick should be hard while you service another man."
Lisa took her son back into her mouth and sucked him with obvious enthusiasm for about thirty seconds.
"Oh God, Mom, I love the way you suck me," Marty moaned.
"Hey!" Tyra said.
"I love the way you suck me too, sis," he hastened to add.
"You'd better," Tyra growled, with a bit of attitude.
"No, you really are a great cock sucker, sis," Marty said. "I just can't wait to fuck your face and shoot my load all over it."
"Mmmmmmm," Tyra said, by this time really needing her brother's cock back in her mouth. "My turn again, Mommy! Pleeeease?"
Lisa backed away, looked at the camera and said, "See? My daughter is perfection! You need to show him how much you love his cock, that you need his cock and that you have to have his cock, and of course, his cum."
"I do! I do want his cum so badly, Mommy," Tyra cried out lustfully.
"Then let's work together honey, and together we'll get your brother's creamy load for you," Lisa said. "You suck his cock, and I'll suck his balls."
"Okay Mommy, let's!" Tyra said, resuming her sucking of his cock, moving aside a little, to give her mother room to join her.
"Oh yes, you two sluts, suck me off," Marty moaned, now with two pairs of lips working his package over!
"Yeah, son! From now on, we'll both always be available to serve as your sister and Mommy cock sucking sluts," Lisa purred, as she sucked his balls into her mouth. But then she backed off just long enough to add, "And Marty?"
"Yes Mommy?"
"You may fire when ready!"
"Oh, fuck yeah!" he moaned.
"Mmmmmm," Tyra moaned on his cock, taking two thirds of his monster inside her mouth.
After a minute of this treatment, Marty stood up from his throne, shoved his cock inside his Mom's mouth and began furiously face fucking her!
"Hey! Face fuck me, big brother," Tyra pouted sexily.
Just to put on a show for the members, Marty ordered, "Beg for it, bitch."
Tyra didn't hesitate for a moment! "Please, big brother! Face fuck your slut sister and use me for your bimbo sex slave!" Tyra wickedly and hungrily pleaded.
Marty pulled out of his Mom and slid his entire dick into his sister's mouth and throat!
Tyra gagged a little, but she took the rough face fucking without any complaint.
Marty then continued, switching back and forth between the two eager mouths, this back and forth delaying his inevitable orgasm, before Lisa had a wicked idea and said, "Let's suck him off together."
"What? How?" Tyra asked.
"Give me a nice wet kiss," Lisa said invitingly, pressing her open lips against one side of her son's dick.
"Ohhhhh, yummy," Tyra purred, leaning in and pressing her lips across the width of her brother's dick and against her Mom's.
"Now fuck our lips, son," Lisa instructed, a little muffled.
"Fuck yeah," Marty said, thrusting his hips between his Mom and sister's lips... experiencing yet more new sensations.
His Mom's hand reached around to his ass, caressing it.
"Oh yeah," Marty moaned, his orgasm getting closer.
Lisa's hand slowly slithered across her son's ass cheeks as if it were Thing, and once his groans had increased sufficiently, she quickly, in one smooth motion, stuck her index finger into his asshole!
"Oh! Mommy, what are you doooooooing," Marty gasped, suddenly feeling her finger in his ass, which within a heartbeat triggered his orgasm.
Tyra felt his first spurt of cum strike the side of her cheek, so she opened wide and thrusted her face into the line of fire to catch the rest of her brother's sudden cum explosion!
Marty grabbed his dick and wildly waved it around to shoot his load all over his sister's face... his orgasm so fucking intense!
"Yes! Good job! Come all over your sister's face!" Lia cheered, pulling her finger out of her son's ass.
"So much cum," Tyra gloated while the warm cum coated her face.
"Fuck," Marty grunted, suddenly feeling completely spent. Once he was empty, he collapsed back onto his throne.
Lisa scooped a big wad of cum off of her daughter's cheek and offered it to her, and Tyra opened her mouth and eagerly sucked the cum off her finger.
The mother then leaned in and sucked some of the cum off of her daughter's face before giving her a nice, sticky kiss. "You look so hot with your brother's cum all over your face," she said.
"I feel so wonderfully dirty," Tyra replied.
"You are," Lisa said. "You're now officially your brother's dirty little cock sucking cum slut. As am I, of course."
"I want to swallow his load the next time,' Tyra said.
"Um, about next time," Lisa said. She looked into the camera and asked, "Which of these choices do you guys and gals want to watch tomorrow? Do you want to see a mother and daughter's first lesbian experience, or should my baby girl take her brother's cock inside her virgin pussy for you?"
Take her virginity!
Have him fuck both of his sluts!
Fuck her ass!
69!
Both!
Anything!
Fuck his sister!
Fuck her in multiple positions!
Marty suggested, "We could set up a poll to go live later tonight, and whichever you viewers choose, we could make it happen."
"Okay," Tyra agreed, "although I really hope you pick me giving away my virginity. I can't wait to do that live in front of my fans."
"It would be hard to deny that opportunity to you," Lisa decided. "No survey needed. Tomorrow my daughter takes her brother's big dick inside her virgin pussy."
Fuck yeah!
Can't wait!
Yeah!
God, but that's still 23 hours away. I can't wait either!
Yes, yes, yes!
Fuck your Mommy too!
"Oh, trust me," Lisa said. "My son will be giving it to me, just like he already does every night."
Now!
Please now!
Fuck yes!
Please!
Here's a $1000 dollar bribe. I mean tip!
Lisa checked in with her son, who shrugged, "It's up to you; I'll fuck you anytime, anyplace."
She looked into the camera and said, "Folks, I'm seriously thinking about it. Mommy could really use her son's dick up her pussy about now. But how much is seeing that worth to you?
"But by the way, did you notice he came the very moment I poked my finger in his ass? A man's prostate is ultra sensitive, and when it gets rubbed at the right time, it can make him cum extra hard."
"I certainly did," Marty admitted. "But it felt really weird."
"Of course it did, honey, I finger fucked your ass," Lisa smiled.
The tip jar went absolutely nuts, with more than another $10,000 in only a few minutes!
"Well, fuck! I guess you guys really do want to see Mommy getting railed by her son!" Lisa said, shocked by how much money they'd made in only a couple minutes, and over $25,000 tonight in all. "Think you have a load for Mommy, son?"
"Always for you," Marty bragged. "Get over here and ride the king."
"Mmmmm," Lisa purred, going to her son, "still hard, I see."
"And always loaded," Marty assured her.
"Such a great cock," she said, and she faced him, straddled him, and lowered her very wet pussy onto him. "Ooooooooh!"
"That's it, Mommy slut, ride your son," Marty encouraged her, reaching up and cupping her huge tits.
"Suck on my tits, son," Lisa moaned as she ground slowly on his dick.
"Sure, Mommy!" Marty said, and he leaned forward and started sucking on her hard right nipple.
"That looks so hot!" Tyra said, her own pussy still burning from her marathon dick sucking session.
"It also feels hot! And tomorrow night this dick will be yours," Lisa moaned, working her son's dick over while getting her sensitive nipples sucked.
"I can't wait," Tyra said, bringing a hand to her pussy and masturbating, which was also witnessed by the camera and therefore by all her fans.
"Yeah! Tomorrow I'm going to break that cherry real good," Marty assured her and their audience, switching his mouth to his Mom's other hard nipple.
"Yeah, you'll tear her virginal vee apart with your big cock, baby," Lisa moaned, her orgasm rising quickly after all her lengthy cock teasing.
"I need his dick inside me so bad, Mommy," Tyra moaned.
"I'm sorry about that. It's still my dick tonight. But yes, tomorrow it'll be yours too, " Lisa promised, shifting from slow tight grinding to bouncing on his big cock.
"Oh, fuck Mom! Ride me," Marty moaned.
"Do you like Mommy bouncing on your big cock?" Lisa asked, cupping her own breasts.
"Oh yeah," Marty moaned, his Mom somehow finding a way to tighten her wet pussy around his cock and milk it.
For a couple minutes there was just fucking... Lisa's orgasm rising, yet she was unable to come in this position. She got off her son, got down on all fours and begged, "Please son, come and pound Mommy! She needs a good hard drilling so bad!"
Marty stood up, slid his cock into his sister's mouth as she continued rubbing herself before pulling out, kneeling behind his Mom, and sliding his dick easily back inside her.
"Oh yes, son! Fuck me, fuck me hard," Lisa moaned. She then added to Kyra, "Bring that pussy over here, baby. Let Mommy get you off."
"Oh yes, Mommy," Tyra said excitedly, having enjoyed the brief taste of her Mom's pussy on her brother's dick. She hurried over to her Mom and offered up her very wet pussy.
"So wet, baby," Lisa said, as she buried her face in her daughter's glistening pussy and began licking.
"Sucking Marty's dick got me so hot, Mommy," Tyra moaned, when her Mom's tongue got her pussy burning with even more lust!
"Wait until your brother's dick is slamming into this pretty pink pussy," Lisa said, as she moaned from the slamming she was receiving.



"Yeah, you'll be my complete sister slut, once I've pounded your pussy," Marty said, excited about tomorrow even while he was pounding his Mom.
"Focus on your Mommy for now," Lisa reminded him.
"I'll never neglect you Mommy," Marty promised, really slamming into her.
"You better not, you nasty mother fucker," Lisa said with a wild moan, the term 'mother fucker' so hot and nasty.
"Eat me Mommy, eat your daughter's cunt," Tyra moaned, both her and her mother's orgasm imminent.
"Come for Mommy," Lisa ordered, sucking roughly on her daughter's swollen, sensitive clit.
"Oh, fuck Mommy," Tyra bellowed, her legs stiffening from her Mommy's extended clit stimulation.
Marty pounded his Mom hard while Lisa awkwardly attempted to continue servicing her daughter even though her own orgasm was rising rapidly.
"Oh yes, Mommy, fuck Mommy, oh God, Mommy, fuck, fuck, Mommmmmmmmmmmmmy!" Tyra babbled and screamed as her orgasm finally hit her.
That was a GOOD cum!
Now eat my cunt, Mommy! I wish!
Lisa lapped up her daughter's cum even while she moaned to her son, "Harder, mother fucker, fuck Mommy harder!"
"Come for me, Mommy-slut," Marty demanded, by now sweating profusely from this best possible workout.
"Oh yes, son," Lisa moaned, her face still buried in her daughter's leaking pussy. "Fuck Mommy, fuck me, fuck me, fuck Mommy's cunt, yes, yes, oh yes, you Mother-fucking stuuuuuud!"
Lisa came, quaking uncontrollably and collapsing forward onto her daughter.
Marty, not having come this time, and wanting to, ordered, "Sister slut, get over here and I'll give you that load you said you want to swallow."
"Oh, yes!" Tyra said excitedly. She gently pushed her mother off of her, crawled over to her brother, and hungrily took his dick into her mouth. It was wet with their Mom's pussy cum, which was an additional treat!
"Oh, yeah sis, suck it," Marty moaned as she bobbed hungrily.
"Get that load, Babygirl," Lisa encouraged her, while she rolled onto her side to get a better view of her daughter sucking her son.
"Yeah, don't stop, sis," Marty groaned.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Tyra moaned on his cock. Then going for broke, she deep throated it! She gagged a bit... but was determined to do it... so she kept doing it... still gagging a little... and then eventually she was smoothly taking the entire cock in her mouth.
"Oh, yes you slut, deep throat your brother's cock, you nasty whore!" Lisa literally screamed encouragement, her orgasm still sending pleasure pulses through her.
"Oh, fuck sis," Marty moaned, his second orgasm close.
"Come down her throat, son," Lisa said. "Give her that load she craves."
"So close!" Marty moaned, as his sis really worked over his dick.
Comments scrolled down the screen:
Come in her mouth!
Fill her up!
Oh fuck!
Swallow it all!
Come on her face!
Attagirl!
I knew you could do it!
Deep throat me next! I live at 1624... [deleted for your protection]
Best livestream ever!
Skull fuck her!
Orgy!
God, I want to suck that dick too!
I'll eat a cream pie!
69!
Tyra kept sucking and liberally exercising her tongue, until Marty grabbed both sides of her head and literally began face fucking her. Whereupon she just relaxed and focused on breathing through her nose, while she enjoyed the ride.
"Be ready for your brother's load!" Lisa called out, able to see he was about to burst!
"Oh fuck," was all Marty could utter, before he spewed his load into his sister's mouth.
Tyra swallowed it all down, not that she had any choice, feeling rushes of adrenaline while she swallowed her brother's warm, creamy seed.
"So hot," Lisa said, she too now craving a load of her son's cum in her belly... which she promised herself to rectify tonight just before bedtime.
"Oh fuck," Marty repeated, as he finished unloading inside his sister's mouth.
Once he pulled out, Lisa said to the camera, "That's all for tonight, friends. Come back tomorrow so you can watch my baby daughter take my son's big fat cock inside her virgin pussy!"
"And there will be a survey for tomorrow. The question will be where should I shoot my cum tomorrow?" Marty announced. "Inside her pussy, on her tits, on her face, or into her mouth?"
"There you go, be sure to vote where you want to see my son deposit his load on or in my daughter," Lisa said, blowing everyone a kiss, as Tyra took her brother's cock back into her mouth to extract any swimmers that had arrived late to the party.
"And we are off," Marty said.
"Well, that was certainly a wild show," Lisa observed.
"Mmmhmmmm," Tyra agreed, still nursing on her brother's dick.
"Yeah, now we've got to check out all those comments," Lisa said.
"Yeah, I wish I could do that all over again," Marty said.
"I just bet you could, King Marty," Lisa smirked, standing up and French kissing her son.
Tyra backed off of her brother's dick and said, "So tomorrow I'm getting fucked."
"That's right, tomorrow," Lisa affirmed. "Are you nervous about it?"
"Nope. I can't wait," Tyra said.
"We'll have to make it epic," Lisa said.
"I already have a few ideas about how," Tyra smiled.
"Let's go upstairs and talk about them, and also order in some food," Lisa said. "I'm starving."
"For more than cock?" Marty asked.
"Yes. Cum doesn't have a lot of calories," Lisa smiled. "Although it's a great tasting dessert!"
"One more thing," Tyra said. "With all the money we took in tonight, we can pay off all our debts, but we're still a long way from being prosperous again. Shall we keep doing the live show? I know I want to!"
"Definitely!" Lisa said.
"We can't stop now. Even if we weren't making all this money, I'm having the time of my life!" added Marty.
THE END OF PART 2...coming in 2023 OnlyFamily Ch. 03: 1 st Fuck.
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In Chapter One, Meredith is at home alone with her 8-month-old baby while her husband is constantly away working and neglecting her sexual needs. She spies through her bedroom window her 18-year-old female next door neighbour (a gorgeous girl from Italy) being sexually pleasured by another woman, and then another one, and then even more. This sparks a flame inside Meredith, awakening her curiosity to explore her own same sex desires. She discovers there's a neighborhood secret Pillow Princess Service Club, where older women sign up to frequently be summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and she's immediately summoned by that same beautiful next door neighbour Bianca, whereupon she goes next door and eats her pussy. Which begins Meredith's journey into submissive lesbianism.
In Chapter two, Meredith is hailed during her walk of shame home from Bianca's back yard, and she's convinced into going across the street to the wife of a congressman Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked (with a strap-on), which was the first time Meredith had been fucked in a year and a half.
In Chapter Three, Meredith drives a few blocks away to her former high school bully's house, where she's surprised to be greeted by a naked Miranda (with a bright red butt) who's being punished for using Meredith before the more important, younger, pillow princesses... this punishment includes Miranda being spanked (a lot), and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a large cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter's, whereupon said bully enters the house, and before long begins fucking her pussy... although sadly, not long enough to get her off... before Meredith rushes out to take care of pussy number four.
In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.
And now continuing immediately after the end of part 4....
PILLOW PRINCESS CLUB Ch. 05
I drove to my next pussy, someone named Lana Lacombe, excited about a new experience and a new pussy. Oddly, I was a little sad that this would be the final surprise of this wild afternoon.
As I drove, my Mom called.
"Hey, honey, what're you up to?" she asked. (I used my car's Bluetooth to speak with her using no hands... I'm a good girl. And a safe girl.)
"Just doing a few errands," I said, which was technically not lying... although I'm pretty sure she wouldn't approve of my errands.
"Good," she said. "You need to get out of the house more."
"Yeah, easier said than done," I responded, as I rolled up to a red light.
"You know what?" she asked.
"No, what?" I asked, always hating that question. Just tell me what you have to say. I'm not a fucking mind reader.
"You need a break," she said.
"Agreed," I said, thinking that this afternoon was the first break I'd had outside my house without Hannah in at least two weeks.
"Why don't I come and pick up Hannah, and I can keep her for the rest of the weekend?"
"Really?" I asked in amazement. This wasn't an offer my Mom had ever given me. I mean she'd babysat for me a few times. She'd also kept Hannah overnight a couple times, but never for most of a weekend.
"Yeah, you deserve some time off," she said. "Book yourself a manicure. Get a massage. Just take some you time."
"Mom, you're amazing," I said, this offer too good not to accept... and at the moment, I wasn't even thinking about how her help would open up my schedule so I'd have the freedom to eat as much pussy as I possibly could, with no limits to my timetable.
"I can stop by in an hour," she said, as the light changed, and I resumed driving.
"Oh, um, I'm not sure I'll be back by then," I said.
"What are you doing?" She asked.
"Going to find someplace to eat some dinner," I said, this also technically a lie... since I'd be eating more of a snack than a meal.
"Oh, well," she said. "Do you want to drop Hannah off when you're done eating?"
"Actually, she's home right now... with a babysitter," I said.
"Oh, you're out alone?" she asked, surprised.
"Yeah, Catherine's best friend Barbara offered to babysit for me," I said.
"Oh, she's such a sweet girl," my Mom said.
"Sweet as apple pie," I agreed, hoping this change in my plans wouldn't prevent me from pussy number six being Barbara's homemade peach pie.
"She really is," Mom said.
"Tell you what!" Mom said. "I'll go relieve her right now, and you can just take your time. Go and do whatever you want to do... change your plans mid-flow... whatever you like."
"Um, okay, that would be great," I said after a pause as I pulled up to another red light, I said, "Thank you so much, Mom. I really needed this."
"No worries, honey," Mom said. "Do whatever you want to do. Just let go, and switch off your Mom brain."
"I'll take you up on that," I said, as someone beside me honked, and I looked to my left to see a guy in his twenties in the passenger side of a tall pick-up truck looking down at me, and right into my generous and mostly exposed cleavage.
I gave him a seductive grin and a wave.
"Show me your tits," the guy called out. Luckily my window was closed, so Mom didn't hear that.
Then Mom chose that moment to say, "I'm on my way." And in another moment of wicked spontaneity, I pulled my maid's bodice far enough down that I was showing him one tit with a very hard nipple.
"That's great, Mom. I have to go no," I said, as I winked at the cute man, revelling in the sudden rush of being seen as sexy and attractive by a man.
"Okay, love you, honey," she said.
"Love you too," I said, and I pulled my skimpy outfit back over my tit as the light went green.
I started driving as Mom hung up.
Three minutes later, still feeling a small rush of adrenaline at semi-flashing a stranger, I reached the address.
My face went pale.
It wasn't a house.
Not at all.
It was a yoga studio.
I checked the Pillow Princess app and saw a message to me from LLOOTY: Just go inside and ask for Lana.
All my adventures so far had been risky on their own: going into my next door neighbor's back yard to go down on their daughter; crossing the street to service and get fucked by a bitchy woman, who although she wasn't my enemy, she was hardly someone I got along with swimmingly; then going to my high school bully's house to service her daughter, but also getting a quick fucking from said bully; and most recently going into a stranger's home and getting my face sat on... but this... going into a business that was open to the public to service another complete stranger... was terrifying.
Not to mention, how was I supposed to walk into a yoga establishment wearing nothing but this over-the-top slutty maid's outfit? I mean if I was a teenager, or a college girl during pledge week maybe, but I was a grown woman! How could I possibly explain what I was doing to anyone... friend, acquaintance or stranger... who saw me? But again, if I failed to appear for an appointment, what would that do to my standing in the Club? Because by now, my membership in that Pillow Princess Club had become precious to me!
Gathering my nerve, I was about to exit my car, when five girls, all looking like young college girls and wearing yoga pants, their asses looking so fine, strolled into the building, chatting away with each other.
Now I just couldn ' t go in there.
I just couldn't.
Not dressed like this.
No.
No.
But....
I wanted more pussy.
I craved it.
I desired it.
I needed it.
Fuck it all to hell!
Who cared if anybody saw me... I'd spent most of the day proving I was a slut. So that's what I was, so who cared what anyone thought?
Plus, this wasn't a place anyone I knew would go to... although I had no idea who in our community might go to a yoga studio.
I took a deep breath.
I took another.
I then got out of the car and dashed towards the door almost stumbling, but catching myself just before falling on my face.
I went inside.
Nobody there except for a pretty Latina girl sitting behind a waist-high counter who looked like she was in her early twenties.
I approached the front desk.
She was just sitting there, doing something on her phone.
I said in a rush, "Please? I'm looking for Lana Lacombe."
"That would be me," she said, looking up from her phone and to me and my outfit, "Let me take a look at you."
She stood up and looked me over.
I said, terribly embarrassed, "It wasn't my choice to wear this outfit, and I'm very embarrassed."
"Well, it certainly is a slutty statement," she said. Unlike the state I was in, she didn't appear fussed at all, as if women dressed like total sluts came in here all the time.
"So it seems," I said.
She walked over to the side and lifted up a section of the counter she was behind. "Come on in."
"Okay," I said, looking around nervously... thankfully, no one was currently in this section of the building.
Once I was on the other side, she ordered, "Get under my desk."
"Pardon?" I asked, even though I'd heard her.
Just then a bell binged like it had when I'd come in, and I heard the door opening. She whispered urgently, "Hurry... get under the desk!"
I quickly dropped to my knees and scurried under the desk, just as she stepped in front of me and said, "Hi Eve, how are you today?"
"Just kind of okay; it's been a long day," Eve said.
"That's too bad. But I'm sure you'll feel better after your session," Lana said.
"Yes, I always do," Eve agreed.
A moment later, Lana pulled her panties off, tossed them under the desk and said, "Get licking."
"Right here?" I gasped.
"Unless you want me to hop on the desk to spread my legs for you," she said with a smile, as she sat down on her swivel chair and spread her legs. "But that may be a little too public for our clients ."
"Right," I nodded, as I crawled forward, knowing that because of the counter I couldn't be seen by anyone coming in, and I licked her somewhat hairy pussy... her scent the strongest of the five I'd explored today.
"Take your time," she said. "I want a lengthy worshipping from you."
"Okay," I said as I began licking... exploring every crevice of her pink pussy... her pubes occasionally tickling my nose.
Then for a minute or two there was silence, except for the Boston song 'More Than a Feeling' playing on the radio. A song I'd always liked, and that now would always have a new meaning.
The door binged, so she stood up, but pointed to her pussy as she whispered, "Don't stop licking."
Okay, that was doable, since if I stayed close to the counter I'd be hidden from anyone standing on the other side of it, so long as they didn't lean way over. I had to lean into Lana to continue licking her pussy as she greeted someone warmly, "Hello, how may I help you?"
"Is it too late to join the hot yoga class?" a girl asked.
"No, no," Lana said, acting perfectly normal while she had her pussy licked. "You can join anytime."
"Can I join today?"
"Of course," Lana said as I licked her pussy ever so slowly, feeling a rush from doing something so wicked while someone oblivious to it was less than two feet away. I should have been terrified of getting caught, but my lust was overriding all my fears. "I'll fetch you the form you need," Lana said.
"Great," the girl said excitedly.
Lane stepped away from me, her skirt dropping back down to hide her pussy and ass. I waited patiently... and awkwardly... wiggling my leg a little, feeling the potential beginning of a cramp, until she returned with the form.
I wasn't sure if I was supposed to get back under her skirt and resume licking or not. I sensed I was, so I slowly went under her skirt while she stood at the counter speaking with the girl, and I resumed licking.
"Just fill out the foooorm," she said, my tongue on her pussy making her let out a little moan, out of the blue.
I froze.
Maybe I wasn't supposed to have done that.
"Okay," the girl said in agreement with whatever they'd been discussing.
Lana swayed her hips ever so subtlety, and she snapped her fingers under the counter, so I resumed licking.
After a couple minutes, as I ever so slowly licked her pussy, the girl said, "Done."
"All right, and how would you like to pay for your lessons?" Lana asked.
"Credit card?"
"Of course."
"Will I be able to take part today?"
"Yes, the next session starts in ten minutes," Lana said.
"Awesome."
A moment later, as I continued slowly licking her pussy... creating a negotiable path through her pubes... Lana said, "Well, you're paid. Just go through those doors, and after you change, you'll be in room two."
"Thank you so much."
"You're most welcome," Lana said.
A moment later she sat back down in her chair, spread her legs and said, "Keep licking, slut."
"Of course," I said, and I resumed licking her pussy.
I don't know how long I'd been licking her, when she said, "We only have five minutes before everyone comes out, so you need to get me off," but it had been at least a good fifteen minutes. During the entire time I'd slowly licked her entire pussy region... creating a constant wetness... causing her to moan softly... but not creating enough intensity to get her off.
"Okay," I said, wanting to get her off and to taste all of her pussy cum, and also not to be crouching under this counter for much longer... since my knees were getting sore.
I shifted from my lengthy slow meandering licking to an aggressive assault. I sucked on her clit. I rapidly lapped my tongue up and down her pussy. Her moans increased. And sensing some urgency, I slid two fingers inside her and began fingering her as I sucked on her clit.
"Oh yes," Lana moaned softly, her orgasm imminent.
I fingered her furiously and really tugged on her clit, as she moved her hand to my head and pulled me roughly against her pussy... and within seconds my face was getting another pussy-coated glaze, as her wetness splashed all over my face... only a little of it reaching my hungry, salivating, wide-open mouth.
She held me pressed against her pussy for only a few seconds, before she pushed me away and said, waving her hand at me, "Thanks. Now go."
"Okay," I said, hurrying to crawl out from under the counter, standing up, and letting myself out by raising the wooden top.
Unlike my other times today, we didn't have any time for awkwardness... which I kind of appreciated.
I rushed outside, got into my car hoping I'd been speedy enough to escape anyone seeing me, and then took a big breath... feeling the wetness all over my face... wishing I'd had the chance to taste more of her pussy juice.
With all three of my tasks completed... I wasn't sure what to do next.
I finally checked my phone.
I saw a text from my Mom, saying she'd picked up Hannah.
And a text from Barbara: Your mom came and got Hannah. She said you knew. I left, but text me if you have any energy left for me.
I was about to text her back, but instead, I decided to check the Pillow Princess app.
A decision that would greatly affect the rest of my day.
THE END OF CHAPTER 5
COMING IN CHAPTER 6:
Meredith samples two pussies at once, and discovers the joys of being fisted.
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Twenty Questions 2022
I. It has been over 600 stories (number 600 came out at the beginning of December), and you have been writing erotica for over a decade. Does it still carry the same thrill it used to?
Interesting question. You might already know that when I started writing, I just did it for myself. Then when I started releasing stories, I did it for fun. But as time went on and I became more popular, I began feeling some pressure, and it increased.
I don't mean that happened in any real or concrete way, but I began to feed off the scores I received, and the amounts of reads and comments I'd started attracting.
I have long since quit worrying about those three... status symbols I suppose you could call them... since they are quite superficial, especially the scores and read counts, which I will go into in more detail about in question IV.
With that all said, I still love writing.
I enjoy the usual weekly releases.
I enjoy seeing how a new story does... this year being a roller coaster ride of highs and lows in the successes and failures of my stories.
I mean, no one likes being told they are repetitive, or they have crappy dialogue, or they should quit writing and die... but for each of those slams, I receive a dozen positive comments (and all authors, myself included, love reading those. I'm not saying I mind thoughtful criticism, because I do. But please bring something to the table... which some readers do). So, next story you read by any author that you enjoy, please leave a comment, send a message.
So, in conclusion on this topic. Yes, writing never gets old for me, although it often gets more challenging... which is why I write in a variety of genres.
II. As a woman, do you find the 'freeuse' concept exciting? What are your thoughts on freeuse?
Freeuse is weird.
Kinky.
But weird.
I do find the concept exciting, but being a female, I prefer the concept when it is set up with some logical rationale. Almost very one, in fact I think each and every one (that I've seen on video) was just unexplained sex... with no meaningful explanation of how it came about, no plot set-up... and that to me is what turns me on... the set-up... the foreplay... how did the characters come up with the freeuse concept and decide to adopt using it? That would be nice to see. Which is why my few freeuse stories have always included a set-up.
By the way, in a relationship, freeuse is an interesting idea... and if you have a trusting, loving spouse, I think it could be very healthy for a relationship... I mean I love when my man bends me over the kitchen table and fucks me, pushes my head down on his cock while he is driving or watching football, or goes down on me in the shower. These encounters are exciting... passionate... full of sexual adrenaline. Surprises like these can keep the fire burning, even after after years of marriage.
On the other hand, whenever I'm not in the mood, I'm not in the mood.
III. Is writing more a hobby for you, or a sexual event?
I think I understand the question.
It started as a hobby, and in essence it still is a hobby. I write for fun, I don't make much money off of it, although who knows? Maybe some day I will release some of my stories in book form.
As for it being a sexual event... tricky.
I usually start writing not feeling horny at all, and then I gradually get turned on by what I'm writing (which is maybe a bit twisted... since I have no idea whether other writers get turned on by their own work... I would think they do).
But I resist coming, since once I do... I've often lost my motivation to keep writing... at least for the moment.
This year has been a challenging year. Some cancer, luckily caught very early on and now in remission; some family issues that are still going on; aging, quite frankly... so at times I have gone for long periods of time without writing at all, since I literally lost my sex drive for weeks on end... which had not happened since the first time I gave birth (more about my cancer in question XIV).
Luckily, I had a lot of stories in the can to coast through those down times (I usually have at least 10 or more completed stories sitting in the queue).
IV. What advice do you have for someone just starting to write?
To save time for those readers who have already read it, check out my July 2022 release: TIPS TO WRITE EROTICA & GET READERS. Below are the chapter titles (for lack of a better term) of this How To Essay.
ONE: WRITE WHAT TURNS YOU ON
TWO: CHARACTERIZATION
THREE: WANT LOTS OF READS? WRITE ABOUT INCEST
FOUR: TITLES MATTER... A LOT
FIVE: TAGS MATTER
SIX: WRITE IN A VARIETY OF CATEGORIES
SEVEN: WHICH NARRATIVE
EIGHT: THE BUILDUP
NINE: THE SEX SCENE
TEN: BE THICK-SKINNED
ELEVEN: LENGTH
TWELVE: SEQUELS
THIRTEEN: BE ACTIVE
FOURTEEN: PATIENCE
FIFTEEN: DO THE CONTESTS
SIXTEEN: CATEGORY EXPLANATION
SEVENTEEN: GET AN EDITOR
EIGHTEEN: MY PROCEDURE
NINETEEN: PUT YOURSELF IN THE STORY
TWENTY: HAVE FUN
V. What is your most popular story?
A tricky question, since the answer to what is considered to be the most popular is greatly skewed by how you're defining the term.
One answer depends upon how many reads a given story has attracted to date. I have 18 stories in Literotica's list of the top 250 of all time, which is based solely on each story's number of reads. (I'm not necessarily bragging here, since the longer a story has been posted, the more reads it has had time to attract). These numeers as of Dec 20, 2022)
14. Backseat Mommy (6,942,497)
53. Pet Mommy: Becoming a Mommy-Slut! (3,008,818)
61. Accidental Gangbang (2,911,465)
70. Family Affair: Backseat Sister (2,738,960)
117. Best Present Ever: Bitch Sister (2,108.072)
118. "Stocking Tales": Office Submission (2,091,590)
119. Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Cherry (2,083,274)
137. A Sister Surprise (1,891,828)
140. "Mom & Daughters": A Family Affair (1,867,560)
147. "A Shemale Submission: A Lust Story (1,846,052)
159. "Mom & Son" A Love Story (1,767,314)
164. My Best Friends Hot Mom (1,751,681)
167. Daughter's Initiation Into Incest (1,747,207)
171. Backseat Mommy: Ass Fucked (1,732,260)
176. Big Fat Cock: A Hot Mommy Seduced (1,712,364)
184. What Mom Doesn't Know Fucks Her (1,681,401)
212. "Taking" My Sister's Virginity (1,589,236)
229. Bedding the Babysitter (1,533,324)
So what can be learned from this list? Backseat Mommy is by far my most read story... more than double my next closest one. Its score though, is only 4.63, which doesn't even qualify it for inclusion in my top 100 by that measure.
Accidental Gangbang has a score under 4.50 at 4.48, but it's one of my stories that have garnered the most comments and sequel requests... which I did end up dong a few.
When I began researching this list, I had no idea My Best Friend's Hot Mom was even on it, and truthfully, I couldn't even remember writing the story, until I went back and read it again. Also, in truth, it isn't all that good... and yet it attracts a lot of reads... apparently many people like to read about having sex with a friend's mom (which makes me wonder how many of my son's friends, if any, ever think about me that way. Or, for that matter, about my daughters).
Many of my stories are illustrated, which means they get a lot of "reads", for which I'm using quotation marks, because lots of those reads are likely people just scrolling through the pictures.
On the other hand, if you're judging 'most popular' by the average score a story's readers have given it, almost all of those 'top' stories are completely different ones. And while I tabulated this list, much to my surprise, my top three scores were all released during this current year: 2022 (plus 15 Ways written released Nov 30th also lands in the top 10 and the latest chapter of Big Fat Cock: Egged On lands in the top 20). Here are the top 50 scores (ignoring my 20 question essay series, which are all in my top 50, I believe, or close to it... but being essays, they are a different beast). Based on stats on Dec 20th, 2022.
1. Fate of the Fishbowl (4.87) Lesbian
2. Prostate Awakening (4.85) Gay
3. Trans Sister (4.8) Trans
Trans Summer (4.84) Trans
Sexual Sissy Awakening (4.84) Trans/Crossdressing
6. Hypnosissy 07: Glory Hole for Nerds (4.82) Gay
Sorority MILF's Day 03 (4.82) Lesbian
Lez Awakenings: Halloween Hijinks (4.82) Lesbian
9. Willow's Way Ch. O4 (4.81) Celebrities & Fan Faction
15 Ways to Seduce a Step Mommy (4.81) Incest
She-Male School: A Teacher Seduced (4.81) Trans
Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 02 (4.81)Lesbian
OnlyFamily (4.81) Incest
Hypnosissy 11 (4.81) Gay
15. What Mom Knows Fucks Her in Vegas (4.80) Incest
What Mom Knows is a Family Orgy (4.81) Incest
MILF Seductress: Pre-MILF (4.80) Lesbian
Lez Discovery: A Church MILF Pet (4.80) Lesbian
Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 03 (4.80) Lesbian
Willow's Way Ch. O5 (4.81) Celebrities & Fan Fiction
Spiced-Up Marriage: A Big Surprise (4.80) Fetish
Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 09 (4.80) Lesbian
Big Fat Cock: Egged On (4.80) Erotic Couples
24. DARK Submission: A Bisexual Journey (4.79) Interracial
What Mom Knows Fucks Her Sister (4.79) Incest
One Night on Hedo Island (4.79) Group
Kinky Tales: I Pegged my Husband (4.79) Anal
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Nurse (4.79) Incest
Daddy Daughter Date Days (4.79) Incest
Love at First Suck (4.79) Mature
31. Big Fat Cock: Educating Mrs. Walker (4.78) Fetish
Lesbian Seduction: A Stockings Tale (4.78) Lesbian
Freeuse Niece: Trick or Treat (4.78) Incest
Mom's Tantric Massage Ch. 03 (4.78) Incest
Sorority MILFS (4.78) Lesbian
Willow's Way Ch. 07 (4.78) Celebrities & Fan Faction
Hypnosissy 04: Cum Cravings (4.78) Fetish
Debutante MILF Lesbian Submissive (4.78) Lesbian
Pillow Princess Club (4.78) Exhibitionist & Voyeur
Mom's Tantric Massage (4.78) Incest
On the Job: A Wicked Love/Lust Story (4.78) Mature
Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 08 (4.77) Lesbian
Hypnosissy Ch. 09 (4.78) Crossdressing
44. Fall of a MILF: A Submissive Tale (4.77) Lesbian
Mom's Tantric Massage Ch. 02 (4.77) Incest
NylonParty: Christmas Initiation (4.77) Lesbian
Church Girl: Best Friend Turned (4.77) Lesbian
OnlyFamily Ch. 02: First Blow Job (4.77) Incest
49.Book Club Orgy (4.76) Group
Hypnosissy 01: Becoming a Cocksucker (4.76) Fetish
Making Porn: A Mom & Son LUST Story (4.76) Incest
2 Mistresses: Pet Training Day 03 (4.76) Lesbian
What Mom Knows Fucks Her In the Air (4.76) Incest
A Sister Surprise (4.76) Incest
Big Fat Cock: Eating Asian (4.76) Group
What Mom Knows Fucks Her Mom (4.76) Incest
Sorority MILF's Day 2 (4.76) Group
Willow's Way Ch. 02 (4.76) Celebrities & Fan Fiction
Church Girl: A Virginity Taken (4.76) Lesbian
A Perfect Fall 2020: College Sub (4.76) Interracial
"A Shemale Submission": A Lust Story (4.76) Illustrated
What do I glean from this?
Well, first, my Backseat Mommy series does not have a single story in my top 50 by score. In fact, the highest score of any of the stories in that series is the most recent one, at 4.74... the rest are only in the 4.60s or 4.50s.
If you go by the number of chapters (e.g. how many sequels I decided to write), you can deduce that the What Mom series, the Bedding the Babysitter series, the Hypnosissy series and Willow's Way series are my most popular... interesting that each of those series is in a different genre (which I think is cool). On the other hand, all three Sorority MILF chapters and Mom's Tantric Massage are in the top 50.
Also, another interesting insight... the only illustrated just climbed into the top 50. I really have no explanation how people who read illustrated vote, as some of my best stories, in my opinion, are in that category.
Another insight for you new writers... I have a wide variety of categories in my top 50. Which I believe means if you want to attract lots of readers, you needn't target the most popular genres, just give the ones you're most comfortable with your best shots.
Another insight that surprised me, is that almost all of my top rated stories are trans, gay or lesbian... none of them incest until this year a couple hit the 4.81 and 4.80 (both stories released in the past 30 days, so we will see if they can hang that those high scores).
Yet another insight, since apparently I'm gathering a lot of them from this exercise, quite a few stories I had forgotten about or were one-off stories are on this list, like DARK Submission: A Bisexual Journey, Lesbian Seduction: A Stockings Tale, One Night on Hedo Island, Love at First Suck, Fall of a MILF: A Submissive Tale, On the Job: A Wicked Love/Lust Story, Making Porn: A Mom & Son LUST Story, and NylonParty: Christmas Initiation.
One more surprising insight, Catching Mommy is a series that had, and perhaps still has, a cult-like following, with many readers rooting either for Olivia or Victoria to win their battle for dominance; so much so that I ended up writing three alternate endings for the series. Then later on, I added an illustrated version from the mom's point of view, which doesn't show up on either list (but does in my most comments count). Go figure. Sometimes I literally don't understand my own data.
I could continue on and attempt to analyze the most comments and most favourites tallies... but I think in the end, it all just depends on what you like.
That all said, my highest rated story ever is, without a doubt, also my best written story ever: Fate of the Fishbowl, so there is that.
VI. What new kinks did you discover this year?
I don't know if I found any new kinks, although I have watched more NOT MY GRANDPA videos than I should have, for reasons I can't explain.
I have also watched more trans videos this year, but alas, almost all of them lack a plot. I mean why can't there ever be a porn clip where the girl or guy who discovers the girl has a dick, usually a large one, doesn't act surprised?
I think PureTaboo has the best writing... I just wish more of the scenes included nylons LOL.
But my go to videos tend to be from Girlsway (especially the Mommy Girl series) and SheSeducedMe.
VII. I know you write about it often, but would you ever really sleep with a student?
I could lie and reply of course I would... but... truth be told, it would be extremely unlikely.
Yes, while I entertain and write about my fantasies of being seduced by a cheerleader, by a shy nerd, by a black girl, by a black guy and many more... I would not cross that line.
In part because I have never cheated on my husband, but much more importantly because secondary school students are very impressionable and vulnerable, and there are reasons it is called fantasy.
On the other hand, if a graduated and grown former student seduced me... well... I'd probably be a very good girl.
VIII. Do you actually enjoy anal sex?
I don't recall whether I addressed this question in an earlier essay... and I'm too lazy to go back and look.
So, my answer is both yes and no.
Yes, when I'm in the mood... usually after a few drinks. I even have some desensitizing cream to help me to get started, on top of excessive lube. According to Babygirl and Daddy (yes, they are a real couple) who make the pot lotion described in my very popular Mom's Tantric Massage series, so that is a real thing... but alas in Canada, it is not yet legal... go figure. I have discovered pods are legal, but I'm unsure whether they have the same effect as the lube. I tried them once, to very little effect.
Next time I visit the United States, I am definitely going to try and bring some home.
But no, more times than not overall, anal sex isn't very satisfying. For instance, I have never come from anal sex... not even gotten close... but my husband likes to do it on occasion, and so I do it because I love him, and I am relatively submissive to him. Fortunately, he knows I don't love it, so he always preps me well for it with expensive wine!!!
On another hand, I love watching anal sex scenes. I love watching a cock slide in and out of a nice tight ass. I can't explain why, but I find it so fucking hot.
Of course, the more taboo something is... usually the more I get turned on.
IX. I love you on Twitter. Who are some of the other people you recommend?
Here are some I really enjoy:
BNWORASING for wicked black dominating white and other racial groups. Quotes like this one in a wicked interracial video will have your pussy leaking or your cock throbbing: The refugees have conquered your daughter! Be warned the tweets can be edgy.

devochkaSsever is a redhead in pantyhose. She is literally a dream come true... redheads being one of my many sexual kryptonites. Lots of heels and pantyhose-clad feet. PS: This one is work appropriate to look at too.



Tatiananylons is a sexy Russian with some of the longest legs in history. She poses, usually in nylons, in a variety of sexy poses. She really knows the power of the tease. She too does not include nudity in her posts. Double bonus: she liked one of my tweets.
sissycommunity2 recommended for all my sissies and sissy wannabes... a great twitter place to see many wicked sissy captions. Be warned, once you start scrolling, you may not be able to stop.
Grevenmacher better described as Neylonworld is just a great spot to check out pretty women in nylons.
Ofalyssa9 is likely the all around most beautiful woman on Twitter. She is a blonde beauty, is young, and she has a pussy I could lick for hours.
luna_adina is a new member to twitter... always in nylons... often in cosplay... she just seems like she should be the star slut in any Harry Potter porn film. PS: her feed is clean.
CuckoldLife has a lot of good captions for my cuck friends out there.
black_goddess11 is female dominated black website. Tons of videos and captions of white men and women being submissive to black goddesses. Some can be rather nasty and extreme.
Scarpian18 is a great handle for a variety of quick sex clips.
Cumwalkfan is perfect if you like cum walks or just gooey facials.
My forever go to peeps:
NylonsKitten is still my favourite nylon wearing beauty. She is so sexy, wears a variety of nylons, follows me, and she even let me use her photos in a story... which we may are dong for a Valentine's Day illustrated story called Romantic Text (coming late January to a literotica website near you).
EllaFordErotica has some of the best lesbian domination and pantyhose captions on twitter. She also writes very hot lesbian pantyhose novels. Check her out.
Sexylibrarianxx has gotten more adventurous as time goes on... a librarian who is secretly a sexy nylon wearing slut... hmmmmm... not too different from me, at times.
Lastly, an absolute must shout out to the woman who inspired me to begin writing, because of her comics back when I was much younger... the great Rebecca X-rated cartoonist at Housewives At Play.
X. How much longer do you think you will continue writing stories?
Honestly, I have no idea. I still enjoy what I am doing, and I think most readers enjoy what I write.
I do plan to travel more, and I hope to write an actual novel sometime in the next few years, so we will see where the road takes me.
XI. How long does each story take to write on average?
That is a tricky question, since I write a variety of lengths, but my average story is between 5000-10000 words. And obviously the longer the story, the longer it usually takes to write it.
If I get into a flow, I can write a 10,000-word story in a day or two. Other times it can take weeks, or on rare occasions, years. Deconstructing the Professor was three years in the making originally, and its most recent rewrite took a couple of additional weeks; while Big Fat Cock: Educating Jasmine Walker was written in a single day while I was stuck at a hotel (mostly because it was about me, and it took a surreal turn while writing it (cuckolding 'my son' just happened on the spur of the moment)).
But on average, draft one is written in 6-12 hours.
Draft two takes an hour or two.
Then it's edited by my great editor, who usually takes a day or two.
Then another hour considering and making any final changes.
XII. Which story would you most like to be the main character in?
I honestly don't know. I suppose the easiest answer would be to say in any of the stories I have ever placed myself in... since those tend to be my most direct fantasies. Trans stories like Shemale School and "A Shemale Submission," and my Jasmine Fantasies series all illustrate some of my most wicked fantasies about myself.
But as I reflect on this question, I need to say I would love to go to a few locations I've created, like Le Chateau Club (for lesbian exploration) and The Pit (for BBC exploration).
I also loved the world I created in Bedding the Babysitter, and the world I am still ongoingly creating in Pillow Princess Club.
In essence, in most stories I write, gay stories being the exception, and to a lesser extent incest stories, there is usually a little bit of me in at least one character in all of them.
Lastly, since I am rambling on, Pet Teacher may come the closest to my actual fantasies... although it is old, and it could likely use a major rewrite.
XIII. Is the reason you haven't finished some of the stories is because you have hit a writing block in that story and can't get past it? Stories like: Sorority MILF, Black Dominance and Training of Cecelia.
There are a lot of factors.
One can be writer's block.
Two can be I write and post a chapter and wait to see how it does, and then either it doesn't do as well as anticipated (score or reads) or I simply get into doing other things, and it fades away.
Three I need to have a good idea to continue a story with, as the first chapter sets up the characters, and then future chapters usually need to be more than just sex... although not always.
Of the three listed, two of them I hope to go back to in 2023, and the other is on my maybe list.
Before I started writing this essay, I had forgotten how well Sorority MILF had done, with all three stories finishing in my top 50 of all time stories, and one of them actually winning an award for best female character in 2021. My original plan was for this series to include five parts, and I do hope to complete that plan over time.
Training of Cecelia doesn't have the same scores, but it did win an award for best male character in the intriguing and suave Paul (who is based on a real man). I do hope to show Cecelia going through all the tasks originally planned in this wicked story series, even though it is a bit of a reach for me in both my style and my kink. (I do not like being bound at all... it freaks me right out).
I also need to write the final chapter of the very popular Becoming a Lesbian Slave, but that is one I have had writer's block about for months. I asked my readers to vote for the ending they wanted, and that too has given me some anxiety.
A. I got some people upset who didn't choose the mother.
B. I have deliberately avoided having any incest in this series, so it won't fall into that typical trope.
C. The ending needs to be top notch, but every time I begin another attempt at achieving that, I get stuck.
Hopefully, for the readers' sakes, my own sake, and a twitter follower Roz Rules' sake, I will get it done eventually... but I could likely write a few stories in the time I keep spending on this one, which I do because of its popularity among those who have read it, and the pressure I'm putting on myself to get it perfect (a standard that obviously many of my stories don't reach, LOL).
I have also begun doing something new in the last couple of years, which my editor appreciates, and I like as well. It's writing multiple chapters of a series all in a row. I wrote the first eight chapters of the Princess Pillow Club series all at once (hope to do at least 12), although parts four and five are shockingly short. When I returned to Big Fat Cock, I wrote four chapters in a row.
I am often asked when I'm going to write more Hypnosissy, and according to those stories' scores, I should. But I wrote parts five through eleven all at once over a year ago, and now I will have to go back and reread the entire saga again and take notes... which is time consuming... especially because the plot has become rather complex with so many characters.
I am doing the same with OnlyFamily, and recently I have written part two and three in a row. Part two released in December and part three coming in 2023.
I am also asked about many other stories, and in the end, it is about time... and interest... and motivation. For example, I am determined to write another 20 plus chapters for The Turning Contest, and when I go back to it, I will try to write a bunch in a row.
In the end, I am not even sure I answered the question
XIV. How are you feeling?
I appreciate this compassionate question. For those who do not follow me on Twitter, I have had a challenging year health wise. Besides a rough bout with Covid, I was diagnosed with cancer. I won't go into the details, but I was very lucky they caught it at a very early stage, and three minor surgeries later, I am cancer free.
The surgeries did wipe me out physically though, and they drained my sex drive... which truthfully, I have not yet completely regained. It has also really kicked the shit out of my immune system, and I have missed more school days in the past year than during the past ten combined. (For those who really don't know me, my day job is teaching school.) In fact, I am writing this while I'm stuck in bed with the flu.
That said, writing is the one place I felt I could go to, and once I felt better, I returned to my laptop.
I want to thank everyone who sent me warm wishes during this turbulent time. It really made me feel good to know I have such compassionate readers and followers.
XV. What are five generic things about you that your readers likely don't know?
Mmmmmmmm.
Good question.
Let's see.
One: I love to cook (ironically, when I typed cook just now, I actually typed cock... LOL). I love to try new recipes, and I have a very special obsession with Italian food... partly because Italy will be my dream trip, and also because of that darn Stanley Tucci and his show, Searching for Italy.
Two: I hate Halloween, and I don't even know why. Believe it or not, I hate the pressure to dress up. I hate wasting money on an overpriced cheaply made costume, and I hate giving out candy. (I guess I'm the Halloween Grinch.)
Three: I like to travel... but only to places I have never been before. I have no real interest in going back to someplace I have been before.
Four: Although my handle is silkstockingslover, as I write this, and often when I am writing, I don't wear stockings (sorry... although I do wear them most days to work). But I like really warm clothing like sweaters, sweats, flannel pyjamas and warm woolen socks. I get cold very easily, but now that I've reached menopause, I sometimes end up half naked while I'm writing too, because I get so hot.
Five: I didn't lose my virginity until I was almost nineteen. I wanted to lose it to someone special, so I waited... and it was someone special, even if they are no longer with me today.
XVI. Are you ever going to act on any or all these fantasies in real life?
You know, that is a funny question.
On social media and in emails, I encourage people to explore their fantasies. Yet I don't really do that myself.
I mean I have been with a few women since being married... although all pre-COVID... but the majority of my fantasies have remained just that.
I can retire from teaching in eight years... and if my sexual libido is still going strong, and recovers from this past year... I think I will be willing to do so.
I live in a small community, but I hope to move to a big city when I retire. Toronto, perhaps. Although since I'm a born (but unfortunately not practising) snowbird, when I retire, spending a few months in some reasonably affordable state will also be very appealing.
A location where I could perhaps find some young girls... some BBC... maybe even a trans.
But until I retire... I imagine I will continue to live vicariously through my stories.
XVII. When you are masturbating or having an orgasm, are you very loud? Do you yell out or is your mouth open but no sounds come out?
Funny, again, I am not like many of the characters I write about.
I don't do much talking during sex, although I get more verbal when I'm drunk, and I don't really make any loud noises when I come... which I suppose makes me pretty boring. I especially don't make much noise when I'm masturbating.
While I'm getting fucked I am a little more verbal, although not much more than: 'Fuck me, yes, harder.'
XVIII. How often do long-time fans reach out to you to let you know how much they have loved your stuff over the years? I know you have had a big effect on me. How does it make you feel to hear from fans? What's it like to be someone's favorite erotica writer?
Well, that is an interesting question. I would say once a week I get an email that goes something like this: 'I have never emailed an author before,' or, 'I have been reading your stories for years, and...'
These are very flattering, and they are saying something all writers want to know. We write primarily for ourselves... sure, but we also write for our fans or followers or new readers. And as you saw from earlier in this essay, scores, read counts, and so forth are generic, and they very often do not reflect a writer's success. Emails from readers do. They tell me the actual thoughts of people who read my work. I have fans who email me after every release (give or take), I have readers who write whenever I write in a certain genre, and I have people respond when I have described a fantasy they have.
So, emails are the most powerful way to let a writer know you appreciate their work.
I get suggestions for sequels, and suggestions for new stories every couple of days, and sometimes I receive a lot of emails shortly after a release. These too are helpful.
As for how does it feel to impact readers in a real way? I find it very flattering and heartwarming. Learning that I have helped a woman come out and explore her sexuality, whether it be with a woman, telling her husband what she needs, pegging her man, or anything else, is amazing! I have also had many men email me saying I helped them come to grips with their curiosity to suck a cock, get fucked or get pegged... and many times they have already made that fantasy a reality. That too is very exciting. I have also been told I have helped marriages become stronger, saved relationships, and have assisted in friends becoming more. Those too are exciting.
PS: Just so I don't sound too full of myself, I also need to mention I've been told I'm a sexist bitch, a dumb cunt, transphobic, racist, boring, repetitive, the worst writer on the internet, and that I should just die. Slurs like these are rare, but they do occur.
Lastly, its always great to be told I'm someone's favourite author. I work hard to write a variety of themes about a variety of characters, while maintaining my style and my personal kinks.
In a nutshell, my message is that I think as a reader you should, when time permits, let writers know when you enjoy their work. Leave comments on their stories, vote, and email. Each and every story that anyone posts has taken them hours to write, rewrite, edit, finish and publish... whereas leaving a comment or emailing a writer likely takes less than a minute, or perhaps ten minutes, for those really thoughtful ones.
So again, if you like a story and it makes your cock hard or your pussy wet, if a writer constantly gets your body warm with excitement, if a character in a story really feels like they could be you, or if you just appreciate a story or an author, please write them a comment (it's hard to see ones from older stories with the newer set-up) or better yet, send them an email. I don't know about all authors, but I try to respond to all my emails, and I'm sure most of the other ones do too.
Lastly, you can also follow your favourite writers on whichever social media they are on. I am only on Twitter, but in the future maybe I should expand on that.
XIX. My Best Stories this Year
As I have mentioned throughout this essay, this has been a strange year... in my life, in the world... and in the acceptance of my stories.
Here are the stories I feel are my best ones this year. Of course these choices are subjective, since they are based on my own point of view, and not that of you readers. For instance, when you look at my top 50 ranked stories by score, I would have chosen a very different top 50... although my number one would be the same (but Willow's Way would likely not be on there... or not all of them at least... and some of the illustrated ones would be for sure... I mean Awakenings is one of my best stories without a doubt, and it has some gorgeous illustrations).
Anyway, here are my faves this year:
1. Fate of the Fishbowl
This one has a story to it. A woman I respect very much questioned my writing ability, and she challenged me to write a real story... yes, I know that most of my stories lack believability, although hopefully I create believable characters. Fishbowl took me weeks to write and to perfect, so long that I missed the deadline for the original contest I'd been writing it for, but it was ready in time for a Valentine's Day Contest. It is about two girls from different worlds (social, not geographic) who begin a torrid secret relationship. It is romantic, it has two amazing characters, is sexy and, I hope, is believable. Out of all the stories I had ever written I was genuinely surprised when this one didn't win the contest (the only time I have ever felt that). I even wondered if this would be the time I got my first E symbol for editor's choice. Alas it wasn't, although I was awarded one for my How To essay later that year.
If you want to read me at my most romantic, authentic and raw, this is likely the story for you. That said, it is a huge departure from some of my kinkier tales.
Many people have requested a sequel, and I may write one some day, but it would have to be perfect... because out of all my stories, this is the one I am the proudest of.
.....
In the next while I released a ton of sequels during the first part of the year... which was while I was dealing with my cancer diagnosis and the first surgery... luckily, I had lots of stories already done. These included Hypnosissy 10 and 11, Mom's Tantric Massage 2 and 3, Sorority MILFs 3, Training of Cecelia 3, the final Willow's Way, the return of Big Fat Cock, finishing The Intern, the final chapter of the years-in-the-making Best of Both Worlds series, a surprise disastrous return in the BBW's Bottom Boy series, as well as the hardly read by anyone If the Shoe Fits 2, receiving 300 plus comments for the popular third chapter of Becoming a Lesbian Slave, a couple more chapters for My Son's Lap, Mom's Motivation, and my return to the amazing artwork of Rebecca, in the 1950s series.
In the second half of the year I began releasing more original stories, sprinkling in a few more sequels along the way.
2. Babysitter's Christmas Gift
This one was a back and forth between Tex (my illustrator and editor) and me. And by that I mean one of us would send our latest version to the other, then sit back and wonder how else the other one would improve on what we'd just sent them. So what began as a basic story where a babysitter seduces a MILF became much more when I realized this would be my 600th posted story, and the pictures were so good. So a scene starring a new version of me (as a redhead.... Mmmmmmm) made a guest appearance. The story has all the traditional silkstockingslover themes: lesbian seduction, stockings, foot worship, hot sex scenes, and a few twists and turns.



3. OnlyFamily
This one began as a kinky idea from Breezy (who for a few years has been giving me original ideas for lots of my stories) that I found ways of making even kinkier. The basic story line has a virginal girl in her early twenties who shows off her body on OnlyFans to make money to save her family (her mother and brother) from financial ruin. Her brother catches her in the act, and he offers to film her, and then the two of them are caught fooling around by their mother. The plot is pretty basic, but the story is a lot more tease than please, which I think kept the readers reading. Chapter two was released in December and as already mentioned chapter three will be released in the New Year. Future chapters are already in consideration as this story of a girl discovering the joys of sex continues.
4. Pillow Princess Club
This has been an idea reoccurring in my head for years.
Someone, sadly I don't recall who, suggested I could likely write great exhibitionist or voyeur stories... and this got me thinking along the lines of what has now become a series. The first part sets up the wildness to come with a Mom, often home alo1ne with her very young child, who from her bedroom window begins watching women coming into and going out of the adjacent back yard, so they can orally service her very pretty young neighbour. This leads to her learning about the a Princess Club, signing up to become a member, and enjoying her first taste of young pussy with said neighbour.
The next seven completed chapters, as well as a few more when I get around writing to them, will all happen on the same day, which becomes evening, while she encounters and serves an abundance of teen pussy.
5. 15 Ways to Seduce a Step Mommy
Surprising very popular, and at the moment my highest incest story, although only after a month of votes, this is a simple fun story of a MILF being seduced in a lesbian sex session with her daughter's friend and eventually into a threesome with her step-daughter. The story really uses dirty talk, Mommy talk and more. It is a hot lesbian three-way scene.
6. Trans Sister
This was another over the top story, but one with a lot of heart... sandwiched between a lot of kinky sex. A youngish trans woman arrives to spend the summer with her brother and his friends, hoping to gain his acceptance, but also as an opportunity to finally start exploring her sexuality. I was surprised when I was writing this essay to learn it is my second highest ranked story of all time... although perhaps that ranking will drop as time goes on. This one, along with last year's Trans Summer, are stories where I did my best to get inside the head of a trans person without fetishizing it.
7. Prostate Surprise
Equally surprising was seeing that this story, which I felt had a ridiculous plot to set up his prostate surprise and eventually acceptance, is my third most highly rated story. I do think it does a great job of breaking down the walls of straight sexuality, and allowing someone not to be labelled as only gay or straight, but just to enjoy sex in all of its beautiful forms. The popularity of this story has prompted me to begin writing a sequel for 2023, where his gay friend learns of what had transpired, and together they go to a hotel party where things really get wild. By the way, Summer Cock Surprise was also a pretty good gay story I wrote this year.
8. Taking Liberties: A Freeuse Novella
This one was by request and an attempt to write a wicked, racial play, freeuse story. In terms of nasty kink, this may be the most extreme story I have ever written.
Because it's 2022, and there are frequent racial undertones spread within it, including the liberal use of a racial slur I would never utter in real life, I considered not releasing it. But Literotica is a safe place to roleplay everyone's kinky fantasies, so I decided to release it.
The story has received mixed reviews, as I had expected, but given its low number of reads, I have received a lot of positive emails about it.
9. Ethiopian Trophy Wife's Sexual Awakening
This one, like Taking Liberties, likely attracts a small niche of readers. Also like Taking Liberties, it fetishizes a race which I have seldom written about (although I also did this year, with Muslim Soccer Pets). This one has a little bit of everything: exhibitionism, cuckolding, bukkake, orgy, lesbian, gay, and more. All seen through the eyes of a woman who had been forced into her marriage, which I think adds to the excitement of it while she gets her comeuppance.
10. Black Christmas
I encountered yet another surprise while I was composing this essay, which is I hadn't written any BBC stories this year. Black Christmas was inspired not by the horrible horror film (I hate horror films), but by a porn scene I'd watched called "We All Do It, Too" starring Maitland Ward and Bree Daniels. It was fun to write a straightforward sex story that had a limited plot, but wicked conversations.
BONUS... because it is my essay after all.
10. Tips to Write Erotica & get Readers
This isn't really a story, so I'm not sure where to put it, but I do think it's a pretty good essay on how to write erotica, based upon my years of experience. I am no expert, nor do I pretend to be, but I felt I had enough helpful thoughts to offer. Ironically, this was the release that finally, after over 570 releases, finally earned me my elusive Editor's Choice recognition.
XX. Best Videos of All Time
I am often asked if I watch porn.
I do.
A lot.
I even have some fans who send me scenes.
I also get asked what my favourite scenes are. So much so that I may release a 'best of' videos essay next year. But for now, here are my favourite scenes, one for each theme.
Please note these stories/themes are not in any particular order.
Best Religious Scene-Lesbian
Call to Pussy Worship
Charlotte Stokely, Courtney Taylor
This one was so hot that it inspired my lengthy series Church Girl. Charlotte, who is so damn cute, is going door to door to spread the gospel. Courtney invites her in, dressed in a robe with lingerie underneath it, and black thigh highs, and she slowly seduces her. It is such a deliciously wicked scene, and one I still watch when I want to get into the mood.
Best Almost Caught Scene
Almost Caught Again
Kendra James, Veronica Vain
This one portrays a very aggressive Kendra James seducing her son's wife, the sweet and vulnerable Veronica, is one of the best. In a hot tub, Kendra launches a full underwater attack using just her fingers, to draw the confused and overwhelmed Veronica in. Veronica says all the right things, but she is helpless as Kendra's prey. The frequent mentions of the son/husband amps up the risk and kink of the scene, which then continues in the kitchen ... under the table.
Best Lesbian Molesting Scene
Almost Getting Caught My Stepmom
Reagan Foxx, Alina Lopez
Alina is a seductress role in a unique narrative, where we get inside the head of stepmom Reagan as she closes the door in her robe, and is immediately shoved against the door by her stepdaughter, who attacks her pussy with one hand and places the other over Reagan's mouth... in one of the hottest aggressive woman masturbates another woman scenes... with the husband on the other side of the door. Her look of shock (her eyes are so beautiful) and pleasure, and her thoughts all combine for a wicked first few minutes... a fantasy of mine, for sure.
Best Teacher Dominated Scene
Bad Teacher
Helen Price, Onyx
A white teacher is accused of being a Karen when she accuses a black student of exposing himself, and she ends up paying the price by being fucked by his dad, by his mom with a strap-on, and sucking her student. A wicked interracial scene where the white teacher is dominated and turned into a BBC slut for a black family. A lot of race play!!!
Best Domination Scene
Brazzi-Leaks
Phoenix Marie
Phoenix, a journalist, leaks secrets about a popular politician. The politician calls his fixer, who goes over to deal with her. He catches her masturbating, and he dominates her. Shoves her panties in her asshole, and then her mouth. Makes her crawl to him. Face fucks her mouth. Then keeps the panties in her mouth while he fucks her pussy and ass. He then gives her an epic face fucking, before coming on her face. He videotapes the rough semi-rape, and makes her admit on camera she is a nasty slut.
Best Superhero Scene
Carnal Desires
Alex Coal
In the hottest of superhero scenes... mostly because perhaps it is less rough... and equally kinky... than most, Blue Steel and Lady Arachnid (Alex Coal) gets drugged with a heavy aphrodisiac and the two are forced into gradually using each other to come. An amazing pantyhose foot scene and Alex's desperate need to get fucked are absolutely amazing. If you are going to get one superhero video, this is it. The way she uses her nylon clad feet to get dick is delicious.
Best Mind-Control Straight Scene
Cock Slut Conditioning
Carolina Sweets
Carolina's parents hate her boyfriend, and they insist she break up with him. She refuses and runs away... returning weeks later. The boyfriend shows up and pulls his dick out, and Carolina immediately drops to her knees and becomes a slut. The now ex-boyfriend makes the parents watch while he uses their daughter to teach them a lesson about judging others unfairly. This scene is the one that has inspired the story I am writing at this exact moment (well, when I'm not doing my final edit of this essay). It is a wild one that will be called Romeo Fucks Juliet (I think) and will actually be at least a three-part story that will end the feud once and for all.
Best Lesbian Group Scene
Concerned Prudes Association
Kit Mercer, Audrey Madison, Jupiter Jetson, Pristine Edge
Four moms meet to discuss the lesbian play a drama teacher is planning to produce. They decide to act out some of the scenes and film them, to show the principal how bad the play is... which leads to a foursome lesbian orgy of straight women... three of them in stockings or pantyhose. A delicious episode with a lot of pussy munching.
Best Aphrodisiac Scene
Dr. Lee's Demon Whores
Mercedes Carrera, Riley Reyes, Mai Li
The three women are investigating the mysterious home of Dr. Lee. Once inside, they find some sex toys while a mist washes over them, drugging them into horny lesbians... where they pleasure each other, including an epic double penetration of Riley at the end. A very hot video, if you are into mind control themes.
Best Bi Scene
Epic fuck fest! Scene 3.
Alana Cruise, Michael DelRay, Sophia Grace, Draven Navarro
The hottest bi foursome I have ever seen. Lesbian, straight and gay all in one, and Alana wearing amazing mocha stockings.
Best Anal Scene
First Anal for Cherie Deville and Samantha Rone
Cherie Deville, Samantha Rone
One of the hottest anal scenes ever. Samantha is getting fucked when her mother catches them in the act. Samantha and a nice big cock convince Cherie to stay and join in, as both girls lose their anal cherries to a nice fat cock. PS: Both are in white nylons, a colour that isn't used too often. One of the rare scenes that has somewhat of a plot from Tushy... but incredible anal sex scenes with great angles, positions, and some delicious pussy licking as well.
Best Gangbang
Five to One
Veronica Avluv
A reporter is interviewing a basketball team after the game, and she ends up being the center of a five-man gangbang... in nylons of course.
Best Trans & Girl
Free Use Industries: Expose Her Therapy
Jade Venus, Charlotte Sins
Jade is hired to be a freeuse trans. She is also a professional therapist, and while she is working with a lesbian couple about their problems, her first client shows up to use her cock, and does so while Jade continues trying to work with the bewildered and uncomfortable couple.
Best Trans & Boys (s)
Prom Night Delight Parts 1 & 2
Izzy Wilde
It is Prom Night for Izzy, although she doesn't seem able to get to the Prom, while she has a lot of fun getting ready for the big night... with a lot of dick. In mocha nylons... yummy! Her braces... sexy cute. Her eagerness... delicious.
Best Amateur Scene
Guess the Pussy
A girl is blindfolded and has a variety of girls lick her pussy on her birthday. Short, but so hot. Would love to have known how it all transpired.
Best on the Phone Scene
Hold the Phone: Family Call
Alison Rey, Isabella Nice
Alison chats with her sister, and slowly the camera reveals her pussy is being eaten by her niece. After a while the niece takes the phone, and she speaks with her mother while she is serviced by her aunt. A wicked start, which led to me writing my phone kinky phone story called: On the Phone: Seducing my Niece.
Best Lesbian Teacher Movie (it's an hour long)
Parent Teacher Trap
Kendra James, Mackenzie Moss, Alexis Fawx
One of the best lengthy scenes, with a wicked plot. Kendra plays a high school history teacher, who calls and demands a parent-teacher interview with Alexis about her daughter's poor grades. Kendra is devious, and she forces the stepmother and stepdaughter to perform a variety of sex acts with each other, before she finishes by using the daughter. Very few scenes contain this level of believable reluctance and resistance... or such a dominant performance. It is erotic, wicked, taboo, nasty, and is worth the entire hour.
Best Lesbian Teacher Scene (I know: semantics, but this is my essay)
Parent Teacher Secrets
India Summer, Karlee Grey, Kalina Ryu
Karlee is failing a class and India, the stepmother, comes to see her former teacher's assistant, who is now a professor too. The professor (Kalina) wants revenge, and she makes India eat her pussy (just like India used to make her do). This leads to a lot of revenge, and a wicked threesome, since India is willing to do whatever it takes to help her daughter. PS: This sexy story was inspiration for an upcoming story for 2023 April Fool's Contest with three different endings to choose from called: Professor Parent Student Surprises. Look for it this upcoming March.
Best Incest Scene
My Three Sons
Corey Chase
Best incestuous scene. Corey is fired from her job as a teacher, and she hopes her three sons can help to look after her. They suggest she become a stripper, and she puts on a show for them. She then takes one son for a private dance, and she ends up sucking his dick. She eventually sucks all her sons' dicks, getting spit-roasted, triple-teamed, and more. It's unclear why the sons disappear at times... but Corey in mocha nylons and no heels is delicious all on her own. She does a ton of incest scenes... so if you like her... check the other ones out too.
Best Nerd Scene
Nerd Rules: Labyrinths & Lesbians
Ivy Wolfe, Judy Jolie, Alison Rey, Whitney Wright
Three cute and nerdy friends are playing a tabletop roleplaying game, when Ivy's popular stepsister (Whitney) starts teasing the nerd friends... distracting and tempting them, until the two friends succumb to a threesome... which after some resistance becomes a foursome, when Ivy reluctantly joins in. A nerd lover's paradise.
Best Kinky Cuckquean Scene
Sophia Burns
Never Meet Your Heroes
Sophia meets her hero, politician idol, and she is shocked when she is asked to fuck the politician's husband to create a scandal. In a hot scene, the politician films the entire fuck scene, that includes the sweet girl taking dick in all three holes.
Best Freeuse Scene
New Rules
Jackie Rogen Aliya Brynn
This was the first freeuse story I ever saw... even before I knew the term freeuse was an actual thing. The first sex scene was just so wild. The daughter is asking if her friend can sleep over... she can. The daughter is then required go under a table and suck her dad, while her friend watches in shocked awe... before more freeuse scenes occur. The first scene is utterly delicious.
Best Pantyhose Series
Preppies in Pantyhose Series
1- Ariana Marie & Chanel Preston (Lesbian)
2- Chanel Preston (straight)
3- Bridgette B (straight)
4-Lauren Phillips, Maya Kendrick (straight threesome)
This four-part Brazzers series is a pantyhose fetish dream. All women in pantyhose, all in tan pantyhose to be precise (which is my favourite shade) and all with their sexy feet and toes within view throughout the sex scene. I considered just mentioning one scene from the series, but that would be silly, since it's the ultimate pantyhose porn series.
Best Swap Daughters Scene
Spoiled So Good
Haley Spades & Madi Collins
Haley Spades and Madi Collins are cut off from their stepdad's money. Their plan: using their bodies to get what they want... with a swap. There are many daughter swap stories, and this one is fun. It includes both men fucking both girls. Both Haley and Madi are so seductive in the scene.
Best Intense Scene
Take What You Can Get
Aften Opel
Shy nerdy virginal Aften comes to interview jock Josh. The jock points out that she doesn't matter, while he seduces and dominates her. The scene is easily one of the hottest nerd gets dominated plots. Aften is so cute in her nerd role, while Josh plays the arrogant jock perfectly. The scene has amazing dialogue, something Pure Taboo is the best at. The ending is also nasty.
Best Stepmom Straight Scene
The Challenge
Charlie Phoenix
Charlie's son is doing a Tik Tok challenge to come on his mom. When she catches him she is angry, but when she hears that a bitch she hates had helped her son complete his mission, she decides to go all in... literally. Her son can come inside her. A great fuck scene, torn pantyhose, and a great creampie.
Best Stepmom Lesbian Scene
The Mommy Trap
Chloe Foster, India Summer, Jane Wilde
Chloe wants to catch her stepmom in a compromising situation, and she asks her best friend and sexual predator Jane to help. India is delightful. Jane is wickedly devious as a never take no for an answer seductress (I imagine not too far off from my Bree character in my Lesbian MILF Seductress series) and Chloe as a sweet as can be daughter. Quite a bit of wicked dialogue, that amps the heat up to a 12. This was an inspiration for this year's Christmas lesbian seduction story, 15 Steps to Seduce a Step Mommy.
Best Stepmom-Lesbian Scene 2 (sorry, I couldn't resist including this one too)
What Does My Stepdaughter Taste Like
Lexi Lore with Serene Siren and Summer Vixen
Summer seduces her girlfriend's stepmom by using Lexi's pussy smell and taste to draw her in, thus getting Serene addicted to the smell and taste and to crave more. . leading to a yummy threesome. Serene in thigh high stockings adds to the hot scene.
Best Mommy Talk Scene
Taboo Conquest
Lyra Louvel and Bridgette B
Okay, yes it is another stepmom scene, but this one is wild, as Lyra seduces her stepmom (in nylons) and it is just full of wicked Mommy talk, and perhaps one of the most amazing pussy eating scenes, since Lyra ate Bridgette's pussy like it was her last meal. It was just so raw and lustful... and hot.



Best Lesbian Interracial Scene
The Interview
Carter Cruise, Chanell Heart
A super fun story about Carter going to a job interview, and being asked many strange questions by the boss Chanell. Carter struggles to stay focused when Chanel goes down on her in an amazing under the table scene... followed by Carter being convinced to eat her first pussy to get the job.
Best MILF Turns Teen Scene
The Secret Life of Mrs. Skye
Reena Skye, Eliza Jane
Seductress Renee is intrigued by the cute blonde eighteen-year-old next door. She is getting ready to go to a club to find some ripe teen to ass fuck, when Eliza comes over, returning a can opener. So Reena's outing is delayed by having this ripe young cutie in her house. Eliza is sexy and cute as she continually tries to stop the advances of the MILF, but, of course, to no avail.
Best Line Ever in a Scene that Made my pussy instantly Gush
Way Better Than Dad
Ava Addams Aariana Marie
Ava is upset that her husband is gone. Aariana comes to visit, and after listening to her stepmom's complaints about being horny, she delivers one of the hottest lines ever: "I could fuck you!" Then she does just that. A wicked plot. Another plot that may get the silkstockingslover treatment.. actually many of these may over time.
Best BLACKED Video
We All Do It... Too
Maitland Ward, Bree Daniels
An intense BBC video, a rare plot based BLACKED video, as Maitland introduces the newest addition to his family to the joys of BBC. While Bree is sweet and innocent and naive, Maitland forces Bree to suck him, and she talks so nastily throughout the entire marathon suck and fuck session. A must, if you like nasty white women talking slutty and getting pounded by a BBC. PS: This was the inspiration for my recently released story Black Christmas.
Best Hot Mom Video
My Friend's Hot Mom
Reagan Foxx
Naughty America doesn't title their films, which is too bad. Anyway, this one inspired another story of mine: A Mom's Duty: Accidental Hard-On. In this story, Reagan has gotten some pills for a special night with her husband, but her son's friend accidentally takes them. He then gets hard, and it won't go down. Reagan puts on some lingerie and poses for him while he masturbates, then she gives him a sexy foot job with her black nylons, shows him her tits, sucks his dick, and eventually fucks him.
Best Race Play Scene
Little White Girl Lost In The Hood
Jessica Marie
WARNING: Extreme sex... and excessive use of the 'N' word.​
Jessica Marie is one of the cutest, most innocent-looking girls in porn. In this interracial scene, the N word is used liberally (be warned) starting at the beginning when the 18-year-old diva is complaining about being in a seedy part of town, where lots of black men are around. One of them hears her use the 'N' word, and he takes her into his place to teach her a lesson about the power of BBC. Jessica's screams may be a little over the top, but perhaps not, as I imagine I would be making such sounds if I was getting my tight white pussy destroyed. Although I have not watched any more of them, apparently she does a couple more in this dickdrainers series, where other women get dominated by BBC and use racial word play.
Best Nylon Worship Scene
And Other Benefits
Casey Calvert , Riley Reyes, Tina Comet
New employee Riley is concerned about the office dress code, which requires pantyhose even in the hot summer months, but her new coworkers Casey and Tina show her that, in addition to their professional appearance, there are other benefits to wearing pantyhose...
Best Nylon Foot Rub Scene
Winter Jade Makes Her Professor Naomi Swann Cum In Pantyhose
Winter Jade, Naomi Swann
Student seduces her professor by rubbing her pantyhose-clad pussy with her pantyhose-clad feet. In a rare scene from Bratty Babes Own You, both girls cum.
Best Nylon Foot Worship Scene
Mesmerizing Toes
Star Nine, Casey Calvert and Serena Blair
Star Nine is a student who uses her sexy nylon foot aroma to seduce her teacher for better grades, and when they are caught by a fellow student, she turns her too.
Best Nylon Mind Control Scene
Under the Influence-Professor
Tilley McReese and Savannah Costello
Tilley, in the first of many scenes, uses nylon mind control to entrap her professor. The professor is and remains oblivious to having been hypnotised, while she worships her student's nylon-clad feet.
One last minute addition after just watching this epic movie while recovering from surgery... the best I have ever scene from start to finish.
Best Full-Length Movie
Deep Analysis: A Swap Movie
Aaliyah Love, Penny Barber, Coco Lovelock and Theodora Day
A full length, over two hours, movie that plays heavily on the psychological aspects of sex. Two families' lives are intertwined in a kinky game of seduction.
A fun setup with some wicked therapy discussion before the credits.
Scene 1: Penny is fucked by her husband (I skipped it)
Scene 2: Two sets of siblings take part in a kinky swap sex scene, where two wild siblings push their innocent siblings into extreme kink (the scene is a must when Theodora convinces Coco to lose her virginity, and even two siblings fuck each other).
Then a mystery... who secretly filmed the incestuous foursome?
A REALLY HOT SWAP SCENE.
Scene 3: Penny convinces Aaliyah to bring her son over for a therapy session, with her own son also present. A second swap scene occurs, where both women are wearing sexy thigh high stockings, and they roleplay incest... which leads to full blown incest when Penny manipulates the son and mother into crossing the line of no return. Penny is so hot in her therapist persona. Aaliyah too is sexy with her innocent persona being slowly broken down with lust. PROBABLY THE HOTTEST MOM-SON SWAP SCENES, WITH SEXUALLY CHARGED INCEST PLAY EVER! (Both Mom's being in nylons greatly enhanced the scene).
Scene 4: Now the dads attend a therapy session with their daughters, where another incestuous swap takes place. Coco is so sexy, Theodore is shocked at first when her dad slides into her, but then both girls use the word Daddy liberally to enhance this wicked scene.
In both scenes 3 and 4, unlike most swap scenes where parents swap children but don't have sex with their own kids... these two scenes do cross that line.
IF YOU LIKE DAD-DAUGHTER SCENES... THIS TOO IS UTTERLY AMAZING.
Scene 5: Everyone attends a masquerade party for a massive swapping orgy... where everyone fucks everyone else. A GREAT ORGY SCENE ALTHOUGH MISSING THE NYLONS SADLY.
Well, I am sure I could go on and on... but that is all for now. I am considering doing some best of porn essays next year. Is that something people would like to read? I have no idea.
But that's it for 2022.
I hope you have a great New Year's Eve, and that 2023 will be a great year for you.
XX-B BONUS
PS: Sequels already written and edited but not yet released for 2023 include: Pillow Princess (parts 5-8); My Son's Nerdish Girlfriend (3rd and final part); Big Fat Cock; OnlyFamily (at least part 3, but eventually even more); Mom's Motivation; the final 1950s series chapter (but don't worry... this illustrated saga will continue with a couple of stories set in the swinging sixties); and the final chapter of Becoming a Lesbian Slave, which after readers' votes and over 300 comments, will have Cassandra's mom playing a key role in not only helping her daughter find her happy place, but will also put an end to the unlimited power Amber has over her. How, you ask? You will have to wait a little bit longer to read the conclusion of this four-part story.
Also hoping to do more Big Fat Cock stories.
As there any other sequels you want... share here.
LAST MINUTE UPDATE:
In the works just this week is a new collaboration with Bart who is responsible for some of my most authentic illustrated stories from the past. So we will see what we come up with for 2023.
Jasmine Dec 2022
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Mom's Motivation: Orgy
Summary: Sister loses her virginity to her two brothers.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Larry, who requested the story.
Note 2: This is part 9 in the MOM'S MOTIVATION series.
In Part 1, Mom's Motivation, Stephanie uses her sexual prowess to motivate the younger of her two grown sons into finally getting a job.
In Part 2, Mom's Motivation: A 2nd Son, after a few fun and exciting encounters with her younger son, she invites him over for another all-nighter (while her high school senior daughter is away at a sleepover), and they're caught in the act by her elder son, which leads to a very hot threesome. (Which only happens once Andrew, the elder son, convinces his Mom that he too can and will get a job.)
In Part 3: Mom's Motivation: Anal Mommy, the next day the boys double penetrate their Mommy.
In Part 4: Mom's Motivation: Daughter's BF, Stephanie, upon discovering her daughter's fear of losing her boyfriend Joel, decides to take matters into her own hands (for 'matters' read Joel's cock), and into her mouth and pussy... willing to do anything to protect her daughter.
In Part 5, Mom's Motivation, Daughter's Prom, Stephanie drains Joel before Haley's prom, ends up making sure he has a good prom when Haley doesn't follow through, and gets caught sucking his cock in the car by his roommates.
In Part 6, Mom's Motivation: Dorm Blackmail, Joel's two roommates don't quite mention blackmail when they tell Joel they want to meet Stephanie, but not wishing to take any chances (and also happy to get laid), she goes over late the next morning and takes all three of them on for a few hours, including a hot interlude while she's plugged completely airtight.
In Part 7, Mom's Motivation: Hot Masturbation, Stephanie teaches her daughter the pleasures of masturbation and the joys of watching porn.
In Part 8, Mom's Motivation: Lesbian Seduction, Stephanie teaches her daughter the joys of lesbian love.
And now...
Mom's Motivation: Orgy
"I get her ass first," Andrew said to his brother as he parked in front of their Mom's house... trying to regain the upper hand between him and his younger brother... which he'd watched slip away ever since they'd started fucking their mother... since Alex had fucked her first.
"It looks like a moot point," Alex sighed, pointing out their sister's car parked right in front of them.
"Fuck!" Andrew cursed, really needing to get laid... this working full-time nonsense had really cut down on the opportunities for getting his balls drained. Except if they weren't working full-time, they wouldn't be fucking their Mom at all.
"Unlikely," Alex laughed, although since he'd fucked their Mom last night, he'd be okay... but Andrew didn't know that.
"Well," Andrew said. "Let's go see what's going on. Maybe Haley will be going somewhere soon."
"Yeah, her lunch hour should be over by now," Alex said, checking the clock in the car.
"I really need to get laid," Andrew said, as he turned off the engine.
"You always need to get laid," Alex pointed out.
"The hottest MILF in the world is both our mother and our slut," Andrew pointed out. "I'm definitely going to tap that pussy every chance I get."
"Such a gentleman," Alex mocked, as they climbed out of the car.
"Don't play nice guy with me. You're the one who fucked our Mom first," Andrew said, still quite annoyed that was the case, and that his mother clearly seemed to prefer his younger brother and his smaller cock over him.
"Yep," Alex said, still glowing ever since he'd upped his brother for once... Andrew always equating size with sexual prowess... which his mother seemed to disagree with. "But don't blame me, she seduced me," he added, rubbing it in.
"Smug asshole," Andrew said, as they headed to the house.
"Yep," Alex agreed smugly.
The reached the front door, walked inside, slipped out of their shoes, walked into the living room and then the kitchen.
"Where are they?" Andrew asked.
"Upstairs, maybe," Alex suggested.
"Maybe Mom has started fucking her too," Andrew joked.
"Yeah, right," Alex scoffed.
"But if she has, wouldn't that be hot?" Andrew asked, envisioning his hot mother and hot (albeit snooty) sister sharing a 69.
"Hot, yes; possible, no," Alex said.
"Before she actually did, did you think Mom would ever fuck you?"
"No," Alex said, that still feeling like a dream.
"Or that she'd take it in the ass?'
"Okay, point taken," Alex said, as Andrew headed upstairs. "Where are you going?"
"To check out our Mom and sister in a 69," Andrew said.
"It would be more likely to find Mom eating her pussy," Alex said, playing along, as he followed behind.
"That would be hot too," Andrew agreed.
"Yeah, it would be," Alex nodded, his cock getting hard from the unlikely visual.
"Sssssssh," Andrew shushed, as they quietly ascended the stairs.
"Okay," Alex whispered, amused by his brother actually seeming to believe this was what they were doing. They hadn't bothered to check the garage, even though the most likely scenario was Haley and Mom were out together for some reason... with or without their Mom's car... maybe some girlie medical appointment.
Yet as they reached the top of the stairs, they both heard the same sounds... women's voices.
Andrew froze and whispered, "No way!"
"It can't be Mom and Haley," Alex said quietly, pretty confident he was right, yet the possibility had just increased from zero percent to somewhere much higher.
"Way," Andrew said, getting excited about the possibility.
"It's probably Mom and someone we don't know," Alex said.
"Wait here," Andrew said, having to go and see if he was right... even though he'd thought he was talking fictional fantasy bullshit just a couple minutes ago.
"Don't walk in," Alex said, even though Andrew was already approaching their mother's semi-opened door... where the sounds were clearly coming from. Alex paid no attention to his brother's admonition to wait as he silently followed him.
Andrew reached the doorway and listened. The two women's voices were soft, and they were distinctly uttering sounds of pleasure.
Alex was also close enough to hear, and his eyes went wide.
Andrew turned back to his brother and mouthed, "Wow!"
"Holy shit," Alex muttered, as Andrew cautiously leaned forward to peek into his mother's room... this being the second time he was about to catch his mother in the act... the previous time she'd been secretly having sex with Alex.
As his mother came into view grinding her pussy on another woman's, all Andrew could see was legs. One woman was obviously his mother, but who was the other one? So far, he couldn't tell.
Alex pulled Andrew back, wanting to see too.
Andrew glared at his brother, but Alex was oblivious as he too peeked into his mother's bedroom. Like his brother, his eyes went wide as he saw his mother tribbing with someone. He too couldn't tell who it was, except that like his mother, she was wearing nylons.
But then the brothers discovered the identity of the mystery woman... or rather girl... when Haley's voice moaned, "Oh yes, Mom."
Alex backed away and mouthed to Alex, "It's Haley!"
"I heard," Andrew mouthed back, pulling Alex away, and again taking the lead.
"Keep grinding, Babygirl," their mother said, both girls sounding like their orgasms would be erupting soon.
"Get naked," Andrew said, turning back from watching his mother and sister in the throes of lesbian lust.
"Really?" Alex asked, watching his brother stripping off his shirt.
"Yes, you wimp," Andrew said, having decided to make the most of this situation... his brother wouldn't have the balls to do it on his own.
"Fine," Alex said, definitely not wishing to be left out of whatever may occur... although he would also let Andrew take the lead if his mother, or more likely his sister freaked out.
"Oh Mommy," Haley moaned, her orgasm rising, and completely oblivious that her brothers were just a few feet away.
Both naked, Andrew said, "Now let's walk in, pretend we're shocked and say, 'What the fuck'."
"Okay," Alex said, both of them already having very hard dicks.
Andrew walked in slowly, his Mom and sister in such throes of passion they didn't have a clue they suddenly had an audience.
Alex followed, as the moans echoed through the bedroom.
Andrew moved his hand in the air and gestured one, two, three.
Both Andrew and Alex said in unison, "What the fuck?"
Haley froze.
Stephanie smiled ever so slightly, as she too stopped moving.
Haley didn't know what to do. She assumed her mother would do something... yet not what she did.
"Boys, what are you doing here?" Stephanie asked, turning her head to see her two sons stark naked... and their cocks pointing right at her and her daughter. She didn't sound very shocked, which all by itself shocked Haley.
"Just came for a visit," Andrew said.
"Then why are you both naked?" the Mom asked conversationally, as she glanced at her daughter, who'd grabbed a pillow and covered her... not her breasts or her crotch, but interestingly... only her face.
Haley's eyes went big under the pillow at hearing this. Why were they naked? And why wasn't their Mom furious?
"We're naked because you are, and watching you tribbing was fucking hot," Andrew said.
"Was it?" Stephanie said as her two sons strolled over to the bed.
"Yeah, very. And who's your companion under the pillow?" Andrew asked, pretending not to know.
"Get out of here, you jerks!" Haley barked from underneath the pillow... since judging by his tone, he knew exactly who was under the pillow.
"Haley, is that you?" Alex asked, acting surprised.
"Please... please leave," Haley begged, mortified to be caught committing incest with her mother.
"So how long have you been fucking our baby sister?" Andrew asked.
"Andrew!" Stephanie rebuked, her tone sounding motherly... in the strict sense of the word... for the first time.
"Sorry for the bad language, Mom. So how long have you been indulging in incestuous relations with our sister?" Andrew corrected with a smug smile.
"Today was the first time," Stephanie answered, as if his language had been the only issue.
"Mom!" Haley gasped, shocked by this frank conversation between her Mom and her brothers.
"Sorry, Haley, good point. Guys, I didn't teach her how to masturbate until last night," Stephanie corrected, as she reached out and stroked Alex's cock.
"Mom!" Haley repeated, mortified by the secrets her mother was revealing.
"Sorry again, Haley. Guys, I taught her to masturbate while we watched some porn together," the Mom corrected, thoroughly enjoying this exchange... since now that everything was out in the open... or at least it would be once Haley figured out why her brothers would strip down before strolling in to greet their mother... there'd be one less secret she'd have to keep.
Stephanie continued her explanation. "So then this morning at school, she was so horny that she came home early. We then talked for a bit, I gave her a couple of orgasms, and shortly after we started tribbing, you guys came in, I assume to show us your hard-ons."
"Mom, please," Haley begged, her cheeks burning from being outed to her brothers by her own mother.
"Honey, relax," the Mom said, realizing she was being mean to her daughter. "I have a solution to all of this."
"You mean a time machine?" Haley asked, "Kind of a science fiction Mulligan?" finally realizing her tits were on full display to her brothers.
"No, a solution to your worries about being good for Joel whenever you're ready," Stephanie said.
"Oh my God!" Haley said, humiliation compounding humiliation.
"Don't be such a prude," Stephanie said, leaning down and sucking her son's cock head... her daughter oblivious to this.
"Mom, please," Haley said, as Andrew yanked the pillow away from her. "Andrew!" she yelped, covering her body. She also saw her Mom sucking her younger brother for just a second.
"Boys, give me a few minutes with your sister," Stephanie said.
"Mom," Andrew objected, his dick throbbing.
"Now!" the mother said in a tone that made it clear it wasn't up for negotiation.
"Fine," Andrew said.
Andrew and Alex left, Alex considerate enough to close the door, and Haley asked, "Mom, have you had sex with my brothers?"
"Please don't judge me," Stephanie said, placing a hand on her daughter's leg. "But I'll do anything to benefit my children."
"Mom," was all Haley could say, feeling so overwhelmed by what she'd just done and what she'd just learned.
"Look," Stephanie said, feeling rather defensive, "everything I did was in the best interests of each of you three."
"How so?" Haley asked, trying to process all this shocking information over the past twenty-four hours.
"In your case, I wanted to help you come to grips with how beautiful you are, to show you that sex isn't a sin, how it can be pleasurable, and to help you get past your insecurities about your boyfriend Joel."
Haley listened to her Mom's reasons for seducing her.... Each of them made sense. She had been brainwashed by the church into believing that sex outside of marriage was a sin... never once considering the pleasure she could receive from sex...
"And as for your brothers," Stephanie said, taking in her daughter processing what she was saying, "well, they needed some motivation to get off their asses, get jobs, and get their lives together."
Haley asked, realizing the boys had changed recently, both had started working, and were taking responsibility for their lives, "So in other words, you bribed them with sex so they'd start working?"
"Yeah," the mother agreed. "It was definitely an unorthodox motivation, and it wasn't what I'd originally planned, but one thing led to another."
"I can't believe it," Haley said.
"At first I wasn't proud of what I did," Stephanie said.
"Only at first?" Haley asked, wondering how she could be proud of it now.
"Well, once I got past the taboo aspect and society's judgemental view of it, I realized something," Stephanie said, believing what she was saying as she said it.
"What's that?" Haley asked, trying to understand how someone as amazing as her mother could have started sinning the way she was now doing.
"I realized that I'll do whatever it takes to help my children to become men," she paused, squeezing her daughter's leg, "or a woman."
"But..."
"No buts," the mother continued, going on the offensive. "I shall not allow anyone to judge my love for my children, or the lengths to which I'll go to make your lives better."
"Mom, I can see what you're saying, but honestly, don't you think..."
"No, I don't feel any guilt, and I'm very happy I've helped awaken your sexual side, "Stephanie interrupted. "I loved seeing how alive you became last night and today, how you became more and more comfortable with your body and with what you were feeling."
"Okay, you're right. It was crazy," Haley admitted, still coming to grips with her sexual awakening and the pleasure she hadn't known existed... which was magnified intensely when she had sex with her Mom. But God, she'd had sex with her Mom!
"It was, wasn't it?" the mother nodded sympathetically. "You do know I'd never do anything to hurt you, right?"
"Of course," she agreed.
"And like with your brothers, I want what's best for you," the mother continued.
"Yes, but...." Haley started, but was interrupted by her Mom again.
"No buts," Stephanie said, placing a finger on her daughter's lips. "No regrets, and no looking back."
"Okay," Haley said, oddly not regretting all that had transpired during the past day... no, if anything, she regretted having waited so long to discover the pleasures her body could offer, and how her prudishness had prevented her from being intimate with Joel.
"Instead, let's look to the future," Stephanie suggested, thrilled that this conversation hadn't blown up in her face like it easily could have.
"And how do we do that?" Haley asked, as her mother leaned forward and kissed her. The tender kiss... her soft lips... melted her. Although she still couldn't believe she'd had sex with her mother, she wouldn't take it back, and now she wanted more... her pussy was still tingling with need. She wondered if the past twenty-four hours had been her own opening of Pandora's Box, which could never again be closed.
"Do you trust me?" Stephanie asked after a lengthy kiss, knowing the boys must be going nuts while they waited for whatever might happen next.
"Yes," Haley nodded.
"So, I have an idea."
"Okay."
"It's a wicked one," the mother smiled.
"I've been learning you have lots of wicked ideas," Haley smiled back.
"Let's help prepare you to be an amazing sex partner for Joel," the Mom said. "I know you're nervous about being good for him." (The Mom wasn't ready yet to reveal the other motherly thing she'd been doing for her daughter. For now she needed to focus on the moment.)
"I do want to be good for him," Haley said. "No, I want to be amazing!"
"And I can help you with that," Stephanie said. Then after a lengthy pause and another tender kiss she added, "and so can your brothers."
"You're not telling me to have sex with my brothers?" Haley asked, although she'd already guessed that might be where the conversation was headed.
"Not if you don't want to," the Mom said. "You can watch them with me, and learn that way too. Or you could use them for your own sexual guinea pigs. It's your choice."
"That would be too weird," Haley said.
"I understand," the Mom nodded. "But it was what... an hour or so ago? When you were telling me that sucking my fake dick was too weird."
"Yes, but then I did it and I liked it," Haley agreed.
"So now I'm going to bring them in and teach you how to please a man," the Mom said.
"You're sure this is a good idea?"
"Well, since they're here and they know about us, and now that you know about them and me, I think it's a great idea," the Mom said. "And family is supposed to help family."
"I guess."
Stephanie next surprised her daughter and herself by paraphrasing the Bible: "Children obey your parents (or in this case your Mommy). For they are always right, and should be honoured as such."
"Well, that's a little off and liberally manipulated," Haley laughed. "But I see your point."
Before her daughter could change her mind, the Mom called out, "Boys, come in here."
Within a millisecond, the door opened, and Andrew rushed in, followed in less of a hurry by Alex.
"Now, listen up boys," the mother opened in a stern tone. "I'm going to give your sister a sex lesson, and you two will serve as my Teacher's Aides. So you'll both do whatever I say, and only what I say. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mom," the boys said in unison, praying they'd get the chance to fuck their sister, but understanding that unless they followed their Mom's instructions, nothing at all would happen.
"Come here," Stephanie ordered.
They both obeyed, while Haley wrapped herself in a sheet.
"I see you two are both still hard," the Mom said.
"Hard not to be," Andrew said, getting one last delicious glimpse of his sister before she covered up.
"So, I'm going to help Haley learn a few things," the Mom said. "For now, she's just going to watch the three of us interacting."
"Really?" Andrew asked, disappointed.
"Unless she changes her mind," Stephanie said, looking at her daughter and giving her a sweet smile.
"I'm just watching for now," Haley confirmed, as she looked down at her brothers' dicks... which looked very big... not that she had a lot of experience appraising the sizes of dicks. She found it interesting they were different from each other's; Alex's was thicker, Andrew's longer.



Alex noticed his sister watching as their mother got off the bed and dropped before both of them.
"Come and kneel beside me, Haley," the mother ordered.
"I'd rather not," Haley said, feeling very uncomfortable, but also slightly curious... she was surprised that a guy's penis could look very appealing... even if the first ones she saw up close were her brothers'.
"Just get over here," Stephanie said, tugging at her daughter's arm and gently pulling her off the bed... the sheet falling away. "You've been staring at their naked bodies, so it's only fair for you to let them stare at yours."
"This is weird," Haley protested, as she was suddenly right before her two brothers' very hard dicks, and now she was naked... with both of her brother's looking down at her.
"First, you need to become comfortable with your body," the Mom said
"But my brothers are staring at me," Haley pointed out.
"Happens to me all the time at work," Stephanie said. "As a beautiful woman, you can use your body and men's lust to your own advantage. How do you think I bring home such great tips?"
"But those customers aren't your naked brothers."
"True," Stephanie said. "But nudity is natural. It goes way back to Adam and Eve."
"I guess."
"Alex, how do you like your sister's body?" she asked, reaching out to stroke his very hard and eager cock.
"It's amazing," Alex said, as was the feeling of his Mom's hand around his cock.
"I agree. But amazing how?" the Mom asked, as Andrew stewed at this continual favoritism being given to Alex.
"She has firm tits and a tight body," Alex complimented, Haley in awe of this conversation and unable to take her eyes away from her brothers' dicks... her gaze going back and forth between the two cocks and their differences.
"And Haley, what do you think of your brothers' cocks?" Stephanie asked.
"I don't know," Haley said, which was partly true... she really didn't know what to think.
"Just so you know, both of your brothers' dicks are very much above average in size," Stephanie explained, as she reached out and took her other son's dick in her free hand, now stroking them both simultaneously.
"It's time for you to suck me, Mom," Andrew ordered, completely impatient with this plodding conversation.
"What requirements did I give you just now?" Stephanie snapped, instantly releasing his dick.
"But Mom, you're driving me crazy," Andrew whined. She'd scared him!
"This isn't fucking about you," the Mom said in a frightening tone. "We're educating your sister, is that clear?"
"Yes, I'm sorry, Mom," Andrew apologized profusely.
"Good," she said, turning away from him and towards Haley, who was smirking a little at the pleasing idea this was all about her... for years her mother had spent so much time on her lazy brothers that she'd often felt neglected.
"Now honey, I'm going to show you how to suck a cock," Stephanie said. "Are you ready to touch one yet?"
Although it sounded crazy, Haley was intrigued... and horny... so she heard herself saying, "Okay."
Stephanie said, happy to see her daughter agreeing, "First, wrap your hand around one. I'll take Andrew's, and you take Alex's."
"Okay," Haley said, so mesmerized by the cocks in front of her, her doubts about these proceedings were melting away... of which she had many. Such as this is wrong... this is incest... this is cheating. The first two were easily dismissed since she'd had already committed incest with her Mom... which had been wonderful... so that particular line between right and wrong was already very blurred. And as for cheating on Joel... she rationalized... she was learning how to suck a cock so she could suck his.
As Stephanie wrapped her hand around her eldest child's dick, Haley tentatively brought her hand to her younger brother's dick.
As Haley wrapped her hand around her brother's dick, the first thing that amazed her was how hard it was. "Wow," she said out loud.
"Stroke it slowly," the Mom instructed, "get used to it in your hand. Feel its hardness, but also its soft, pliable skin. Admire its beauty."
"It's so big and hard," Haley said, as she admired the dick in her hand... doing her best to ignore who was attached to this magnificent dick.
"Yes, but not all dicks are this impressive," Stephanie said. Andrew bit his tongue and managed not to point out his cock was bigger than the one his sister was enamored with.
"How can this even fit inside a girl?" Haley said, wondering how it would fit inside her mouth or her pussy.
"No worries, our bodies are made to thrive on such penetrations," Stephanie assured her.
"I can't imagine," Haley said, her brother's cock in her hand just so captivating.
"Oh, trust me," Stephanie said, as she stroked her other son's cock. "Once you've felt the pleasure of a big cock inside you, you'll be a changed woman."
Haley didn't respond with words, she just marveled at the length, girth and hardness of this cock. She was also fascinated by the natural beauty of a dick. She'd never put any thought into the visual appeal of a penis, yet with this one just a few inches from her face and being held in her hand, she couldn't help but be completely enamored by it.
Stephanie watched her daughter's rapturous face displaying such awe, and then she said, "Now although the cock is the key to your mutual pleasure, don't forget about his balls."
"Oh, yeah right," Haley said mindlessly.
"That's where the sweet cum is stored," the Mom explained, cupping Andrew's balls.
"Sweet cum?" Haley asked.
"Yep, cum is delicious," Stephanie said. "It's a completely different taste and sensation from pussy cum, but equally delicious and addicting."
"And Mom can't enough of it," Andrew said, having been quiet for a while, so now unable to resist adding his two cents' worth.
"I told you to not talk," Stephanie said, slapping his bag.
"Yeeeouch!" Andrew groaned.
"You see, we ladies have all the control," the Mom explained. "We can administer either great pleasure or great pain."
"Sorry," Andrew said weakly, still recovering from the intentional bagging.
"I like to suck each ball in my mouth," the Mom said. "Get that creamy cum all warmed up and ready for my belly."
"You do?" Haley asked.
"Yeah, just for a little while," Stephanie said, and she leaned forward and sucked a ball into her mouth.
Haley watched her Mom suck on her brother's balls, and then with curiosity intriguing her and lust consuming her, she replicated what her mother was doing.
Alex's eyes went wide!
So did Andrew's... this was going amazingly well... except for his inability to shut the fuck up.
Haley's tongue probed around, found a round ball, and sucked it into her mouth... like a stickless lollipop. It was weird, and yet exciting... making her pussy leak a bit.
Stephanie glanced over and was surprised to see her daughter with one of Alex's balls in her mouth. "You go girl, get those balls all revved up!"
Haley found the other one, which was a little more challenging than the first, and gave it her undivided attention.
After thirty seconds or so, Haley backed away and looked at her Mom. "What do we do next, Mom?"
Still a little surprised by her daughter's sudden eagerness, but realizing that deep down she must be horny little slut like her mother, she just didn't know it yet, Stephanie answered, "Well, next I often extend my tongue and slide it all the way up and down the big, hard shaft. Like this."
The Mom did exactly what she'd just said, slowly slithering her tongue up and down the big fat snake.
The Mom then said, "Now you do it."
All three waited to see what the girl would do. It was only a few seconds of hesitation but felt like an eternity, before Haley, who was just too horny, enamored and intrigued to do anything but obey... did. "Okay," she said, extended her tongue, and licked up the thick shaft to the velvet-like cock head.
"Very good!" Stephanie approved, deciding to increase her daughter's momentum before she changed her mind. "Next, I swirl my tongue around the cock head... it's the most sensitive part."
"Okay," Haley said, surprising all three of them who had their eyes on her, by extending her tongue and swirling it around the cock head... bathing it in her saliva. As she did, she was very curious about the difference between the plastic cock on her Mom's hips she'd sucked earlier, and what this real cock would feel and taste like in her mouth.
"Excellent!," Stephanie approved, as she watched her daughter licking her younger son's cock head... a strong sense of pride washing over her.
"That feels good," Alex spoke for the first time. (He didn't get a scolding like Andrew had, because his was a gentle, soft and approving comment.)
After twenty or thirty seconds, Haley couldn't resist it anymore, she wanted to experience this amazing cock inside her mouth... so she didn't wait for further instruction from her mother, but she just opened wide and took her brother's cock into her mouth.
"No way!" Andrew gasped.
"Oooooooh," Alex moaned.
Stephanie just smiled and continued encouraging her daughter. "That's it, Haley; for now, just go nice and slow. Get used to the sensations of having that big, hard cock inside your mouth."
Haley moaned an unintelligible response, feeling strangely comfortable with this cock in her mouth... trying to ignore this was her brother's cock, and instead focusing on the dick itself. This didn't seem wrong at all... it didn't feel like a sin... if anything, it felt natural... something she was meant to do. She slowly bobbed back and forth, taking about three inches into her mouth, thinking it unfathomable to get all eight or so inches inside. As she'd expected, this real cock inside her mouth was even more amazing than the fake one had been.
"Yeah, Haley, that feels so good," Alex moaned, understanding his mother's approach of being gentle and supportive... not treating her like some cheap slut... since Haley wasn't like her slutty mother, or at least not yet.
Andrew wanted his dick sucked too... but having already been scolded twice, he sucked it up without saying anything, and just watched in envy as his brother got their sister's first blow job... his brother getting the first action just like he had from their mother. He didn't understand it. His cock was bigger... so why wasn't he getting the preferential treatment?
"Breathe through your nose, Haley," the Mom advised .
Just like with everything Haley did, she focused on the task she was undertaking, although in this case perhaps 'task' was the wrong word. Haley was a perfectionist... she wanted to be the best at everything she did... and right now that meant giving a fabulous blow job. She kept trying to swallow a little more every few seconds.
Alex was amazed by his sister's natural skill. Although his mother was easily the best blow job queen he'd ever experienced, his sister was very impressive... especially for someone who'd never done it before. He'd occasionally been given some pitiful blow jobs from inexperienced or lazy girls, and it was obvious his sister wanted to be among the best.
"That's it, Haley," Stephanie encouraged, watching her daughter eagerly suck cock. "Gradually take more and more of it in."
Alex moaned again, "Yeah Haley, you're doing great! Just don't stop."
Stephanie, sensitive to Alex's moans and his facial expressions, and realizing he was going to come soon, asked, "Are you ready to swallow your brother's cum?"
Haley hadn't thought about it, but with the question asked, her response was impulsive... she most certainly did want to make him come... and to taste his cum... to complete the task she'd begun. She was incapable of speaking at the moment, so she looked her Mom in the eye and nodded.
"She's ready for you Alex, just go ahead and come down your sister's throat," Stephanie instructed.
"I'm so close," Alex groaned, feeling his balls boiling.
Haley bobbed faster, taking over six inches of her brother's cock into her mouth with steady enthusiasm... her pussy burning from this oral task.
"Oh fuck, here it comes," Alex grunted, as he exploded into his sister's mouth.
Haley was surprised by how warm the cum was as it filled her mouth and glided down her throat. She kept bobbing, feeling her brother's cock pulsing in her mouth. What a rush!
"Shit," Andrew gasped, his cock rock hard from what he was witnessing.
Haley slowed down, sucked for another minute or so, and backed away. She then looked at her oldest brother's cock... really looking at it for the first time and seeing it was even bigger than Alex's, and suddenly wanting more cock, more cum, she asked, "May I suck yours too, big brother?"
"Go ahead, baby sis," Andrew said, and his cock twitched eagerly as he watched his sister approach him.
Haley took his cock in her left hand, leaned forward and willingly sucked her second cock in a row... willingly committing incest... willingly becoming a repeat offender eager cock sucker.
Stephanie smiled... this was going even better than she could have imagined! First, her daughter hadn't been disgusted when she put some moves on her. Second, Haley was willingly joining in on this family fuck session, although admittedly she hadn't done any actual fucking... yet? Third, her daughter seemed to be a natural cock sucker... and likely would become a great submissive slut just like her mother . Haley would soon come to understand that sex is power, and through sex she could always get what she wanted.
Haley was becoming insatiable. She wanted more cum. She couldn't explain why, but every aspect of sucking a dick had become exhilarating. Being on her knees worshipping a cock was a new and better version of religion. Bobbing in and out was soothing and natural. A cock in her mouth gave her a strange sense of feminist power... she was the one controlling the pleasure. The task gave her body surreal sensations of subtle euphoria. Her craving for cum drew her into a lustful rapture. Right... or wrong... the two concepts blurred together into simple amoral pleasure.
Andrew watched in awe as his uppity religious sister was on her knees happily sucking his cock. This was in many ways more surreal and perhaps even more fulfilling than having his own Mommy-slut.
Stephanie's pussy was on fire with a sexual adrenaline rush from watching her daughter sucking dick... her entire family now joined together in wiling incest. Through wicked sex acts, her family had become close for the first time in years... all her twisted acts of incest were working out even better than she could have imagined.
Haley was bobbing faster... really getting into the act of cock sucking... wanting to become really good at it so she could surprise Joel. Hearing Andrew moaning enhanced her own excitement.
Stephanie got onto all fours and silently pointed first to Alex, and then at her pussy.
Alex nodded... of course... his cock still hard... and it likely would be for a while. He walked around the bed, and while still watching his sister sucking his brother, he approached his hot mother.
Andrew knew he wouldn't last long... getting a blow job from his sister tied with fucking his mother as the two hottest moments in his sex life. He also knew that although he shouldn't do it... he couldn't resist... as he allowed his balls to boil until the very last moment.
Haley wanted her second load... she bobbed hungrily for it... taking over half of her brother's big cock into her mouth.
"Ooooooh," Stephanie moaned as her younger son slid into her very wet and needy pussy. Haley heard her mother moan, and she was curious why. She didn't remain curious for long, as her mother supplied her with the information she needed. "Yes baby, fill Mommy's pussy with your big cock."
Andrew held back as long as he could, before he pulled out and erupted a massive load all over his sister's stunned face.
"What the fuck?" Haley gasped, as warm cum splattered all over her face, and some went into her open right eye.
"Andrew!" Stephanie rebuked with a moan.
"I couldn't resist," Andrew said, as he slid his cock back into his sister's mouth and shot his third and fourth ropes into her throat.
Haley was surprised by how warm the cum was on her face and how, although she was annoyed at getting this unexpected facial from her brother, it also turned her on... as did his sliding his dick back into her mouth and pumping his dick between her lips and spewing some more creamy cum.
"Well, I guess it would be difficult to resist coming all over your hot sister's face," Stephanie agreed, admiring the cum dripping down her daughter's face as her son continued slowly face fucking her.
Haley heard the surreal compliment as Andrew slowly pumped his cock in her mouth... no more cum emerging. A few seconds later, curious to see her Mom getting fucked by her brother, she backed away and turned to see her Mom on all fours.
"You look hot with your brother's cum all over your face," the Mom said.
"Uh, thanks," Haley said, shaking her head.
"In the future, always close your eyes when you're getting a facial," the Mom recommended.
"Good advice a little too late," Haley said, wiping cum from her eye.
"And you, young man," Stephanie said, looking at her elder son, "always warn a woman when you're about to come in her mouth or on her face. I raised you better than that."
"Sorry Mom," Andrew apologized.
"I can't believe you're letting Alex fuck you," Haley said, her pussy on fire from all these kinky acts... and secretly wondering what it would be like to fuck one of her brothers... their big cocks looking so inviting and tempting.
"At first I couldn't believe it either," Stephanie admitted. "But now I can't imagine not having my son's dicks regularly filling all my holes."
"It does look kind of hot," Haley admitted, watching the incestuous act.
"There's nothing better than family fucking," Stephanie said.
"So I'm learning," Haley said, her knees suddenly feeling sore. She stood up and stretched for a little.
"May I fuck you, sis?" Andrew asked, stroking his cock invitingly.
"I don't know," Haley said, hesitating as she looked at his big hard cock... and then looked at her Mom on all fours getting fucked.
"Or if you prefer, he could eat you," Stephanie said, giving her another option.
"Or I could fuck you," Andrew offered again, dying to be the one to take her virginity.
"I don't know," Haley hesitated again... her tone sounding more curious than reluctant.
"It's up to you," Stephanie said. She added, knowing her daughter was very close to sampling the forbidden fruit, "although some practice before you start having sex with Joel might be a good idea."
"I guess," Haley said, her pussy on fire, and her brother's cock looking so appealing.
"I'll go slow," Andrew offered, knowing he simply had to close this deal.
"I can't stay on my knees anymore," Haley said, not saying yes or no, but to her brother's ears, she'd just granted him permission.
"Why don't you two join Alex and me on the bed?" Stephanie suggested, taking control.
"Good idea," Andrew nodded.
"Lie on your back, honey," Stephanie said, standing up and feeling her younger son's cock slip out of her.
"Okay," Haley said, climbing onto the bed and with her Mom's help, lying on her back.
"You sure you're ready for this, Honey?" Stephanie asked, as she leaned down and kissed her daughter, and stuck a couple fingers into her very wet pussy.
"Yes," Haley moaned into her Mom's mouth.
Stephanie lay on her side, and Alex got behind her.
Andrew got onto the bed and between his sister's stocking-clad legs... caressing his hands along both of them.
Alex slid into his Mom and leaned up so he could watch his sister's first fuck.



Andrew positioned his cock at his sister's pussy, as his Mom kissed her and rubbed her clit.
Feeling her brother between her legs and now desperate to feel a real cock inside her needy pussy, she said, breaking her Mom's kiss, "Please big brother, slide your big cock inside me."
Andrew didn't wait to be asked twice... not wanting his sister to change her mind... and so he slid his cock inside her pussy.
"Oh my God!" Haley moaned loudly, feeling her tiny virgin pussy suddenly filled with cock... a big cock... her brother's big cock.
"Just relax and breathe," Stephanie said, seeing the complete awe, bewilderment and rapture in her daughter's eyes.
"Okay," Haley moaned. She felt so full, and she experienced a rush of adrenaline at having a dick inside her.
"You're so tight, Haley," Andrew said, in awe of how tight she was, and that he was the first person to fuck her.
"Now go slow, Andrew," Stephanie instructed. "Don't fuck her like a cheap slut... like you do me."
"He treats you like a slut?" Haley asked, as her brother slowly began fucking her.
"Yes, honey," Stephanie nodded. "Mommy loves to be fucked like a whore."
"Oh my," Haley said, both from her Mom's words and her brother's dick.
"You and I may be different," Stephanie said. "But I get turned on when a man fucks my face, pounds me hard, drills my asshole, calls me filthy names, and comes onto or inside me whenever and wherever he wants."
"Ooooooh," Haley moaned, the idea of being treated like a whore... like she'd been experiencing during the past half an hour was suddenly a major turn-on.
"Do you like that idea, Haley?" Andrew asked, dying for permission just to take control.
"I don't knooooooow," Haley moaned, as her brother's cock slowly fucked her, and even after just a dozen strokes or so, she wanted it faster... harder.
"Do you want to be our sister slut?" Andrew asked, pulling out of her... knowing that technique often made women say and do things they usually wouldn't, once they were already in the increasing throes of rapture.
"Why did you stop?" Haley asked, suddenly feeling empty and annoyed.
"Just answer the question," Andrew ordered, tapping his cock on her clit.
Haley twitched as she said, desperate to have her brother's cock back inside her pussy, desperately wanting to get fucked deeper... faster... harder, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Andrew asked as he tapped her clit again.
"Stop being a teasing asshole and give your sister the fucking she's obviously dying for," Stephanie said, as she enjoyed her own fucking
"Say it," Andrew said, ignoring his mother this time.
"Fine," Haley said, glaring at her brother. "If it means you'll mistreat me like Mom just described, then yes, I want to be your sister slut. That sounds really hot!"
"Here ya go," Andrew said, sliding his cock back into her pussy... this time really hard!
"Yesssssss," Haley moaned, feeling pulses of pleasure coursing through her just from having her brother's big dick back inside her.
"So you've just said that now this pussy is mine to fuck whenever and however I want it," Andrew continued reveling in the power his cock had over both his mother and his sister. "Is that what you meant?"
"Enough chit chat, just fuck me hard," Haley moaned, not concerned about the future, but wanting to live instead in this wicked present and her rising orgasm.
"Say it, slut," Andrew ordered, bucking into her hard.
"Fuuuuck," Haley screamed, as her brother's cock somehow managed to go deeper into her pussy. "Yes, dammit, you can fuck me whenever and however you want," she agreed mindlessly ... willing to say anything to keep getting fucked... this cock sliding in and out of her pussy easily the most intense, pleasurable and life altering experience in her life.
"You're my slut too," Alex said, having been quiet all this time, but paying close attention throughout every second.
"Yes, I'll be a sister slut for both of my big-dicked brothers," Haley declared, rapture controlling her.
"Now give our slut a good, hard fucking before I take another go at her," Stephanie ordered, her own orgasm rising as she watched her son and daughter fucking.
"You too Mom?" Haley moaned, although it came across as more sexual than pleading.
"Any objections? If you're going to be your brothers' slut, you'll also be mine," the Mom asserted.
"Sounds good to me! I'll happily be a cock-sucking, pussy-licking, cock-taking slut for everyone in this house," Haley agreed, the wicked words spewing out of her mouth enhancing her excitement. "Now Andrew, fucking fuck me like the cheap sister slut you want me to be. Just don't hold back!"
"That's what I wanted to hear," Andrew said, and he lifted her legs up, held them together, and really began to hammer his sister.
"Oh yes, fuck me, you nasty fucker, fuck me," Haley moaned, her next orgasm imminent, as she swore more during this five minutes than during her entire life previously.
"Come for me, sister slut, come all over your brother's big dick," Andrew ordered, really working up a sweat, as he pounded her as hard as he could.
"Don't stop, big brother," Haley moaned, this position allowing his cock to go even deeper.
"Harder, Alex, fuck Mommy harder," Stephanie ordered, both the mother and daughter close to orgasmic bliss.
"Come, slut," Andrew ordered, giving his sister the fucking she'd always feared, but which now was blowing her away!
"Oh fuck! Fuck, Andrew," Haley babbled, her head going light.
"Yes, you mother fucker, pound Mommy's cunt," Stephanie demanded, loving the term 'mother fucker', especially when it was literal.
Hearing her mother using that term was too much, and Haley screamed, her orgasm ripping through her like a tornado touching down a couple dozen times, "Yes, you sister fucker! You made me come again!"
Andrew kept fucking her throughout her orgasm, his own load beginning to bubble.
Alex, wanting to fuck his sister too, said, "Let's swap, Andrew."
"I don't think so," Andrew said.
"You two will share our slut equally," Stephanie jumped in. "Now swap right now."
"Yes, Mommy," Andrew said, not about to argue with his mother anymore today.
He pulled out of his sister, and Alex pulled out of his mother.
Haley felt her pussy cum leaking out of her once she was no longer full of cock, and as her orgasm continued pulsating through her core, she was already craving more cock... more fucking. She said weakly, "Come and fuck me, Alex."
"Fuck yeah," Alex said, and he got between her legs.
Stephanie, feeling wicked, straddled her daughter's face and leaned her own face down to lick Haley's clit while both submissives were being fucked.
Andrew positioned himself doggystyle behind his mother, while his younger brother positioned his cock at his sister's inviting... glistening... no longer virginal pussy. "On three, baby brother," Andrew ordered, while Haley looked up at her mother's pussy.
Haley, not needing to be told what to do, leaned up and started licking her new favourite meal... although she wasn't sure whether she preferred pussy cum or cock cum... they were each completely different... yet equally addicting.
"That's it, Babygirl," Stephanie moaned. "Eat Mommy's pussy."
Alex rubbed his cock up and down his sister's pussy; Andrew positioned his cock at his Mom's cunt.
"One, two, three," Andrew counted off quickly, and both guys slid their big cocks inside their nearest pussies.
"Oh yes, fuck me son," Stephanie moaned as her son's big cock filled her. Depending on her mood, she sometimes preferred Alex's smaller dick, appreciating his eagerness and caring; but at other times, like now, she wanted to be hammered... pounded... drilled... to take her elder son's entire big cock as deep as she could manage.
"Ohhhhhhh," Haley moaned as her pussy was again filled with cock... while she licked her Mommy.
"Fuck her, Alex," Stephanie said. "Fuck your sister good."
"Yes, Mommy," Alex agreed, and he began pumping his cock in and out of his sister's pussy.
"Yes Alex, fuck your slut sister," Haley moaned, calling herself a slut for reasons she didn't understand, and reminding herself they were all committing incest, which enhanced the thrill of this wicked and wild afternoon.
"Drill that sweet pussy," Andrew added, his hands upon his Mom's hips as he fucked her.
"Oh yes, son, ream my cunt," Stephanie moaned as she leaned down and licked her daughter's pussy as her younger son's cock slid in and out of it. "And my slut daughter, keep licking Mommy."
"Ooooooooooh," Haley moaned as her brother fucked her, her mother pleasured her clit, and she tried to eat her Mom's pussy the best she could while her other brother fucked her Mom.
Then for a few minutes there were only the wonderful human-made sounds of sex.
Moans escaping from the two women to echo through the bedroom.
The bed making the percussive sounds of a bed being bounced on.
The slapping of Andrew slamming into his mother.
The groans of the two men.
The nasty words of a rutting mother.
The dominant talk of a randy son.
Then... the orgasms... four of them... almost simultaneous...
"Oh fuck, son, don't stop fucking Mommy," Stephanie moaned as she sucked aggressively on her daughter's clit.
"Oh Mommy," Haley moaned into her mother's pussy, as the cock inside her and the tongue on the outside drove her to the point of apocalyptic eruption.
"Oh fuck," Stephanie moaned loudly.
"Fuck, I'm so close," Haley whimpered, feeling a euphoria even more intense than her prior orgasms.
Andrew, exerting the control he'd mostly been denied all day, pulled out of his mother's twat and slid into her asshole... the only lube needed being his mother's excessive wetness.
"Oh, you nasty mother fucker!" Stephanie screamed, as her asshole was impaled, which instantly triggered her orgasm. "Come in my ass!"
As her mother squirted all over her face, Haley too couldn't hold back any longer, and she screamed while she drank down the sweet coital wine that God created, "I'm comiiiiiiiiing!!"
Andrew hammered his mother's asshole... his balls boiling.
Alex kept pumping into his sister... his balls also boiling.
"Let's double facial our new slut sister," Andrew suggested a dozen strokes later.
"Yeah," Alex agreed, loving the idea.
When Andrew pulled out of Stephanie's briefly fucked asshole, her orgasm still quaking through her, she rolled off her daughter and watched as both her sons aimed their cocks at Haley's beautiful face. "Close your eyes," she reminded her daughter.
Haley, her body quaking like she was the personification of the San Andreas fault line, was looking at the two cocks aimed right at her face, and closed her eyes just before she felt her second facial of the afternoon beginning to rain down on her face. The sweet warm cum coated her face, relaxing her as she enjoyed the afterglow of pleasure.
"Fuck," Alex grunted as he came on his sister's face.
"Oh yeah, fuck," Andrew grunted seconds later, as his load doubled the messy facial.
"Mmmmmmmm," Haley moaned, enjoying this warmth that led to a tranquility transcending everything she believed in, such as God. This... this was heaven. Even as cum splattered across her entire face... even as she'd just been given multiple orgasms by her Mom and her brothers... even as she continued declaring herself a sister slut... she couldn't help resenting the church and its fearmongering that had kept her so long from exploring sex and the magical power it now had over her.
Then there was silence.
Each person enjoying the aftermath of pure euphoria.
Haley lay on the bed dripping in cum... pondering her faith... wondering what would happen next... especially between her and Joel. He could never be allowed to find out what she'd done in the past day. Yet she sincerely hoped her sexual awakening would light a fire in their relationship... because now she'd have no hesitation at all in spreading her legs for him at her earliest opportunity.
Andrew was already plotting how he could be the first one to take his sister's asshole.
Alex admired his hot sister and as always, remained in awe of his good fortune. Especially because of her beauty right now, while she lay face up on the bed fully exposed and covered in cum.
Stephanie was recovering from her orgasm... her ass burning for more dick. She looked at her cum-coated daughter and wondered how she should deal with her one remaining secret... sex with Joel. She didn't have an answer... she worried how her daughter would react if and when that scandal was revealed. Haley had dealt very well with being seduced by her mother and being coaxed into fucking her brothers, but neither of those had betrayed Haley. But fucking her boyfriend could very easily be perceived as that... even though she'd done it to protect her daughter... she wasn't at all certain she could convince Haley to see it that way.
But at least that was a problem for later... for now, she wanted to get ass fucked again... and... so... a minute later, she was being double penetrated by her two sons while Haley, having wiped the cum from her eyes, rolled onto her side and watched.
'I should give my anal virginity to Joel,' she thought to herself as she watched her Mom being double penetrated and clearly enjoying being sodomized... which she'd been raised to believe was a terrible sin... yet having sinned excessively in the past twenty-four hours, she now wanted to be the ultimate sinner... the ultimate slut...
EPILOGUE:
By this time it was about 3:30 in the afternoon, and Haley was totally exhausted, so her family left her in her Mom's bed to sleep... still naked except for her thigh highs. Meanwhile her Mom and brothers went downstairs... not bothering to dress... and snuggled together to watch some television.
Stephanie continued pondering her 'fucking Joel' problem, and finally decided just to take the bull by the horns.
Stephanie had been fucking Joel for a while now, but what he really wanted was to fuck Haley. On the other hand, if he had the opportunity, he'd almost certainly be happy to keep fucking Stephanie as well, and whether or not her sons were part of the action likely wouldn't be an issue for him.
And this afternoon Haley had the time of her life fucking her entire family, and had especially gotten off on being treated like the family slut and being told what to do. So even though Joel had been cheating on her (with her own mother), she had now begun cheating on him (with her own mother and brothers), and had professed her eagerness to keep right on doing it!
Tit for tat.
So where was there a problem?
She went and picked up her phone... deciding she was going to be the sexual Puppet Master and bring it all together in one climactic all involved end.
"Hi, Joel. Feeling horny?"
The End... finally.
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Note 1: This is dedicated to long-time Buffy fan MTL17 who requested this anal fuck fest.
Note 2: To avoid confusion, you should know that this story is not a continuation of my Willow series. All the characters start out fresh for this story... as if I hadn't written about them before.
Note 3: Set late in the series, all characters are at least 18 years of age.
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The Big Buffy Butt Bang
"Seriously," Willow sighed after a full week of doing everything they could think of to locate the missing Buffy... to no avail. Not even a trace or a clue.
"It's probably nothing," Anya said for the umpteenth time, she being the only one of them who didn't think Buffy's disappearance was because of something nefarious. She felt she could see through Buffy's façade of bravery, she was likely struggling, and simply needed a break. "She's just getting away from things, like the last time."
"No, I can sense she's in real trouble this time," Willow disagreed, feeling it in her bones... something was wrong... really, really wrong.
"Well, I've contacted Faith. She's on her way here from Los Angeles, and should be here by tomorrow," Tara said as she gently rubbed her girlfriend's back.
"Good, good," Willow nodded. She hoped if anyone could find the missing slayer, it could be another slayer. She herself was a complete mess, and physically exhausted from running around trying to rustle up any sort of clue about where Buffy was. She hoped Anya was right, and that Buffy had just gone off for a break again, but deep down inside, she knew it was something else... and far worse. She could feel it! If it wasn't for Tara's torrid pussy licking sessions, she'd be a raging lunatic by now... Tara's magical tongue could completely relax her; so at least that was good.
"So just relax," Tara advised, placing a hand on her girlfriend's shoulder, which was their secret signal it was time for some sex. While Tara also liked being eaten, and really liked it when Willow fucked her with a strap-on... whenever Willow shifted from mild-mannered nerd to dominant Mistress who asserted herself and roughly fucked the living shit out of her. But still what Tara loved the most was eating Willow's delicious pussy... making her relax... simply going between Willow's legs and pleasing her lavishly was the ultimate demonstration of her love. She'd often spend an entire hour lapping away, bringing Willow to multiple orgasms... receiving her own reward by getting lust-drunk on the heavenly nectar of Willow's pussy cum.
"Okay, good idea," Willow said, since she could really use having her pussy eaten about now, and perhaps even a stress releasing hate fuck session where she pounded Tara's pussy and magicked up her flesh and blood dick and fucked her like she was a man... which for reasons she didn't understand... always made her feel better. She revelled in the secret knowledge that behind her nerd persona was a woman who could really fuck... and although only Tara knew about this magically wicked side of her... ever since discovering she could, she'd always wanted others to see it, and maybe even partake of it... especially the focus of her secret and very first crush... Buffy herself.
Although no one knew this next thing either, both Tara and Willow loved the idea of fucking Buffy... and often they even role played doing it.
But their secret wasn't a complete one, since at this moment Dawn knew exactly what they were about to do... since Tara got quite verbal when she was getting fucked, and Willow usually bellowed out a primal scream whenever her orgasm struck.
Dawn had to date fucked herself using her fingers, a bottle, a cucumber, and the handle of a rolling pin, while listening through the far-from-soundproof walls to their lesbian sex. She'd also snooped inside their room while they were out, and found a very large strap-on cock, and although she wasn't sure if she was a lesbian... she did know she wanted to at least try fucking a girl, like Willow had been doing so often in recent weeks. But alas, for now that was just a pipe dream... since no one saw her in a sexual way... just as the younger, whiny, virginal sister. And still alas, the virginal part was all too true. Sigh.
But before the pair could go off and do anything, there was a knock at the door.
A courier was standing there carrying several envelopes. "Hello, I've been instructed to deliver these messages to Willow, Tara, Anya, Joyce and Dawn."
"I'll make sure everyone gets them," Willow said, accepting all the envelopes.
"Sign here, please," the courier requested politely.
Willow signed, and distributed the envelopes with much curiosity... someone hiring a courier service seemed odd. They opened them, noticing that only their first names were on the envelopes, and no addresses at all.
Willow opened hers first:
Dear Willow
You are cordially invited to a special one-night event: The Big Buffy Butt Bang.
Please arrive at 1712 Harper Lane at precisely nine o'clock this evening.
Dress is semi-formal.
It's a party to celebrate our dear friend and her happy acceptance of her new role in life.
Best regards,
Glory
"Fuck!" Willow cursed, which was very unlike her. Except of course when she was banging Tara, or erupting with one of Tara's amazing pussy-munching orgasms. But if there was ever a time to curse, it was now. "'Happy acceptance', my ass!" she snorted.
"This isn't at all good," Tara agreed... it was obvious that Glory was holding Buffy in some sort of custody, and the rude title she'd assigned to tonight's so-called event was self-explanatory.
"Yeah, Glory signing her name to these invitations, and even giving us her address, is either the dumbest move ever, or a trap," Anya added.
"I don't think it's a trap," Willow doubted, understanding Glory's personality enough to know this was the former Goddess's way of showing off. She obviously had somehow managed to capture Buffy, and now she wanted to publicly humiliate her.
"Then what else could it be?" Buffy's concerned Mom Joyce asked, having read her copy of the same invitation.
"She's bragging," Willow explained.
"That does seem like her," Anya agreed
"So what's our game plan?" Tara asked.
"There's no way we're going," Joyce said adamantly, yet even as she spoke, she knew she'd be there. No way could she leave her daughter in the corrupt and sinister hands of a psychopath like Glory.
"We have no choice but to go," Willow disagreed, even as her head was spinning with futile ideas about how to handle this disaster.
"Yeah, but before making any plans, we need to see the situation Buffy's in," Dawn said, very curious about the grandiose phrasing of the 'invitation'. She was certain there was only one way to interpret it, given the spelling of 'butt', and it couldn't be at all pleasant for Buffy.
"Agreed. And Glory has never shown any sign of seeing us as a threat to her," Willow added, "so it's likely we can go, and while we're there, we'll come up with some way of rescuing her."
"You think so?" Joyce asked.
"We've got to try," Willow asserted. "No one else could possibly be able to save her."
"Okay, then let's come up with a plan," Tara said, and they brainstormed a variety of potential plans even though they had no idea what they'd be walking into. Yes, they knew this would be risky, and might even end in their own deaths... but each of them would do absolutely anything to rescue Buffy. And that would be challenged to the extreme... in only a few hours.
.....
So a few hours later they all dressed up in fancy gowns, and looking like they were heading to bronze, they took a taxi to the address given.
They reached at a mansion, which was pretty much the size of the high school they used to attend, and Willow said, partly for the others, but also partly as a reminder to herself, "Remember to play it cool."
Outwardly they strolled casually down a long path to the mansion, while inwardly they feared the worst, and Dawn thought that wearing four-inch heels tonight for the first time was a big mistake.
Reaching the door, Willow stepping in as their unacknowledged leader whenever Buffy was away or in trouble, inhaled a deep breath and knocked on the door.
After a moment the door opened, and a huge, brawny man with tattoos all over his almost naked body (even including his face) 'greeted' them, for lack of a better word.
"Come inside," he growled in a surly voice.
The ladies obeyed and stepped inside.
"Lift your dresses," he ordered.
"I don't think so," Joyce said, moving a hand protectively near her crotch.
"I wasn't asking, lady," he said, shoving her hand aside, and lifting her dress.
"What are you doing?" Joyce demanded and slapped his hand, which accomplished nothing.
"Making sure you didn't bring along anything inappropriate," he said... all business.
Glory sauntered down a long hallway to them, dressed in a black leotard ensemble
that could only be described as a Dominatrix outfit, with black thigh high stockings, and Willow thought to herself she too needed to pick up an outfit like that... even though a chill went up her spine.
"Sorry ladies, but we can never be too careful," Glory said. "He isn't going to harm you or touch you inappropriately."
"Just lift your dresses, girls," Willow instructed, deciding it was easier to play along, as Glory walked right up to her.
Glory reached out, cupped Willow's breasts and squeezed, "Mmmmm, they're even bigger than I imagined."
"Don't you touch her!" Tara barked, immediately getting protective.
"Don't worry about me," Glory smirked at the girl, who was no danger to her at all... since only Willow posed even the slightest threat to her, but even that possibility was likely nonexistent within her own palace of pleasure. "I'm just ensuring that none of you are smuggling anything in. You know, like .guns, Samurai swords or whatever."
"Go ahead, feel us all up," Willow offered, not intimidated at all. "We've got nothing to hide."
"Thanks, I will," Glory said, going to Tara next, and squeezing her breasts too.
Tara glared at her, while Glory just returned the same smug smirk she gave to most humans. One that didn't even remotely attempt to hide her pretentious belief that she was above them all... since she was in fact after all, above them all.
She cupped Buffy's mother's tits and said, "You're pretty firm for her mother. You must be in your forties!"
"Fuck you," Joyce sneered.
"Thanks for the offer. Maybe later," Glory smirked, having a plan in mind for the next while, but perhaps she would fuck one or more of these bitches... depending on her mood later on.
She cupped Dawn's tits, which were still growing... sensing there was something about this girl... she just couldn't figure out what it was yet. But if she fucked anyone tonight... Dawn would be the first.
Lastly she squeezed Anya's tits and appraised, "No bra, nice."
"Flaunt it if you got it," Anya bragged, knowing a woman like Glory was all about power... including sexual power... which Anya might be able to use against her later on.
"Follow me, ladies," Glory tossed back over her shoulder as she strode away down the hall in her five-inch-heeled black boots.
The women followed her deeper into the mansion, and soon into a large room.
"Are you aware that I've been collecting slayers forever?" Glory asked.
"I'm sure someone like you must have been," Willow said, her tone flippant.
"Where's my daughter?" Joyce demanded, sick of this bitch's attitude and her delaying tactics.
"All in good time, slayer's mother," Glory said, dismissing her concern with a wave of her hand.
"Try to be patient," Tara whispered to Joyce, knowing the longer they could keep Glory talking, the better chance they'd have of finding a way to rescue Buffy... or for that matter, even to find Buffy... villains typically loved listening to themselves talk, which usually ended in their getting caught... like in all those Batman movies.
"Yes, patience is a virtue," Glory said, demonstrating her keen hearing. "Anyway, collecting slayers has become my fondest hobby. Although until this week, it was a long time since I'd added a new one to my collection."
"You haven't added Buffy to your collection," Willow denied.
"No?" Glory asked, that smug look refusing to leave her face. "Did you know that all slayers always carry around their own kryptonite?"
"They do?" Dawn asked.
"Yes, although that's metaphorical; it's not actual kryptonite that could bring down Superman," Glory explained. "Only themselves."
"And what is a slayer's kryptonite?" Willow asked, keeping Glory talking, while trying to formulate a plan... which didn't look promising. There were at least a dozen guards in this place, and no sign yet of Buffy. She still didn't think this was a trap. No, it looked much more like a bragging session, but she couldn't be 100% sure.
"It's her asshole. Just stick a dick in it, and she's done for," Glory said bluntly.
"What?" Willow asked, coughing a little.
"You heard me," Glory said. "Once a slayer discovers the joys of anal sex, and the surreal elasticity of her ass, she loses all her slayer powers and becomes a complete mindless bimbo sex slave, willing to do absolutely anything to get that cock, or another one, back up her ass."
"Yeah, right," Willow scoffed, the idea ludicrous. First, it didn't make any sense. Second, Buffy would fight to the death before she'd allow anyone to sodomize her.
"Don't believe me?" Glory asked. "Then follow me down to the basement. But be warned, you're about to see your friend, or your daughter, or your sister in a whole new light."
"I doubt that. We're here to rescue her," Willow asserted bravely.
"First, good luck with that," Glory laughed obnoxiously. "Second, she doesn't even want to be rescued; all she wants is to get fucked in the ass as much as possible."
"I don't believe a word you're saying," Willow retorted, while young Dawn pondered for the first time the kinky thought of something going up her ass. She'd been fucking her pussy with anything she could get her hands on, but never her ass... maybe that was worth exploring.
"Like I give a fuck what you believe," Glory said, and she led them down a flight of stairs and into a large room with a curtain concealing whatever was behind it.
Each woman felt uneasy.
Each of them sensed something ominous was behind that heavy curtain.
Each worried that Glory's ridiculous claim might be true.
"So where's Buffy?" Willow asked, trying to stay in control of the situation as best she could, even while she worried what was behind the red curtain.
"She's right over there," Glory said, acting almost like Vanna White when she pulled a lever, and the curtain swept to the side.
"Buffy! Oh my God!" Joyce gasped, hurrying to her daughter, who was bent over, bound onto a table, with the words, Enter Here scrawled above her ass in red lipstick, with an arrow pointing directly at it.
"There's nothing so miraculous as turning a strong-willed slayer into a mindless, ass-taking bimbo," Glory said proudly.
"Untie her immediately," Joyce demanded, surging forward angrily, but she was halted by three large men, before she could reach her daughter, who was naked except for a pair of white, thigh-high stockings.
"Certainly. But in due time," Glory said airily.
"Right now, dammit," Joyce demanded.
Glory sighed, waved her hand at the mother, and instantly all her clothing
flew away from her, and unbelievably, her mouth disappeared to be replaced with smooth skin, as if she'd never had a mouth! "Enough! No guest I so generously invite into my humble abode will ever tell me what to do, is that clear?"
"Yes," Willow spoke for all the women, while Joyce tried to cover her body with her inadequate hands in front of Glory's leering henchmen.
"Good," Glory said, waving her hands at Joyce, thus forcing her hands to her sides. "You have a nice body, Buffy's Mom. Although that hairy pussy needs a serious trim."
Joyce tried to move her hands, and then her legs, but now she was completely paralyzed and helpless! If someone pushed her off balance, she'd probably topple like a felled tree!
"So what did you do to her?" Willow asked, Buffy appearing oddly content in her bound position, and not embarrassed at all.
"A large number of my close friends and I simply fucked her ass into utter slayer submission. Isn't that right, my pet slayer?" Glory bragged.
"Yes, Mistress," Buffy answered in a voice that could only be described as dreamy... as if she were in a drug-induced state. She could hear her friend's voices and saw her Mom standing motionless without a mouth, but wasn't upset or embarrassed like she'd ordinarily be. Her continuous ass fucking throughout the past seven days had broken her will, and had also awakened a side of her she didn't know existed... a side that used to conceal her excessive guilt for past failings from herself, and also carried her dedication to protecting Sunnydale at all costs, including precious relationships, and her extreme stress from the pressure that only she had felt.
"You've drugged her," Tara accused, having seen that daze before.
"Oh, I could have," Glory said. "But I didn't need to. Slayers are unique for all the reasons you already know, but there's an additional aspect that only I was aware of."
"And what's that?" Willow asked, still stalling for time, even though she still had no viable plan in mind and could see no simple... or even complicated... way out of this predicament her dearest friend Buffy had gotten enmeshed in.
"Now that she's been ass slain, she'll forever remain a complete bimbo for cock in her ass. And furthermore, each additional anal drilling leeches even more of her slayer power from her, until soon she'll be no more than a fuck toy for any cock that happens along," Glory gloated... knowing Buffy was only a few more anally induced orgasms away from having no slayer left inside her at all!
"That's just ridiculous," Willow denied, even though when she checked carefully, her friend's ass appeared totally unchanged from before... which Willow knew meant nothing, because Buffy was a slayer, meaning given a short amount of time, after having sex (or any other intrusion), their orifices returned to a virginal state.
Although no one except herself and Tara knew this, Willow loved fucking pussies, and she often pounded Tara to multiple intense orgasms with her strap-on cocks... she owned three different sizes, and her fourth twelve-inch cock was already on its way from Amazon (where they really do sell everything). Yet the idea of fucking an asshole had only been a passing thought before she'd first pounded Tara from behind. But now her practice of that former slight consideration was growing in leaps and bounds.
"Are you certain?" Glory asked, her tone remaining smug and confident. "Buffy, are you my ass slut, and do you wish to remain so?"
"Yes Mistress, I am, and I do," Buffy replied dreamily. Any other truths were still lingering deep inside her subconscious... there was still a small fragment that remembered she was supposed to be a slayer... a heroine... yet that fragment was becoming tinier and tinier with each additional deep, hard ass fucking... and with every intense, body shaking, mind numbing orgasm. Hearing her Mom's voice and her friends' voices, should have enabled her to break herself free from the intangible but very real hold Glory had over her, but that didn't work at all... no... instead, those voices only made her hornier.



"You must have drugged her," Tara accused again.
Glory shook her head, almost annoyed by the simplicity of the human brain. "Not at all. But once her ass was penetrated and her inner slayer strength was usurped, she became nothing more than a wanton slut for any old dick in her ass. I didn't create this weakness inside her, like I mentioned, all slayers harbour this liability, but I did take advantage of it." Glory went over to her newest slayer slut, and slid a finger inside her asshole. "Don't you just love being my fuck toy, Buffy?"
"Yes, Mistress, I really do! Please, please, Mistress, fuck your slayer slut's asshole again! You're the very best!" Buffy pleaded, moaning from just that single digit inside her oversensitive asshole... while she looked around and saw all her closest friends, plus her Mom and sister. Which should have broken her out of her submissive sexual daze, but as has been said, it didn't. It just couldn't! She gazed blearily at them all with the same look she'd given the scores of men and women, maybe even hundreds, who'd ass fucked her during the past week: she saw her closest friends and relatives only as people who might (and likely would) gift her with the pleasure she constantly craved.
During the past week, she'd been subjected to more than a dozen trains... her former high school teachers had all come over and taken their turns; a couple dozen zombies had demolished her asshole one after another; the homeless were given a turn yesterday. Yet none of them had fucked her remotely as well as Mistress Glory... her rough reaming, her nasty name calling, and the inevitable earth-shattering orgasms she always delivered. "Please, Mistress Glory, come fuck my asshole right now, and show my friends and family what kind of whore I am for you!"
"You're sure that's what you want?" Glory asked, snapping her finger, and suddenly a ten-inch cock was strapped around her petite waist. "Your friends here seem to think I'm forcing you to be my ass slut."
"Unbind me, and I'll show them all how much that isn't true," Buffy promised, needing a dick in her ass so badly that the shame of being vanquished by her evil enemy had become nonexistent, and the sheer horniness of needing more cock in her ass had taken her over completely.
"As you wish," Glory said with a wicked smile. She snapped her fingers, and Buffy's bindings flew off and away.
Willow expected Buffy to seize this opportunity to break free from whatever strange hold Glory held over her, but that isn't what happened. No, Buffy stood straight up, turned around, hurriedly dropped to her knees, and took Glory's the big strap-on into her mouth.
"Jesus!" Anya gasped, finding this scenario completely erotic. Although she liked Buffy well enough, the prospect of getting a chance to fuck her, was pretty damn appealing, and her own pussy was on fire.
Tara caught sight of the ginormous cock, and she wondered what a monster that big would feel like inside her. Willow's largest one was 'only' eight inches, and it filled her perfectly... but what would two more inches feel like?
Dawn watched her sister sucking that cock like a champ. She'd had the pleasure of sucking Willow's fake cock a few times... including a couple times when the girls had neglected to clean it up, on the rare occasions they'd fucked and left in a hurry, and those times she'd gotten to taste Tara's pussy on it. She loved the sweet taste, even though it made her want to taste someone's pussy directly from the source. She wondered if she too could suck a cock that size, the same way her big sister was smoothly swallowing almost the entire monster cock.
Joyce watched, naked, mouthless and helpless, while her daughter was obviously being mind controlled. She was furious, but also confused. Why was there wetness leaking from her pussy while she was frozen in place like this?
Willow was the only one still contemplating a plan. She looked around. Buffy was obviously stuck deep inside her compulsion. So when she had some time, Willow would need to do some research to learn if this ridiculous theory of Glory's that anal sex stripped away all the powers of a slayer was actually true... but of course she couldn't do that right now. Plus if it was true, which she was beginning to think might be the case, the best way to save Buffy could possibly be just to allow this train wreck of a 'celebration' to happen, leave as soon as they could, and then find a cure before returning here and put to use. There was always a cure for anything. Somewhere in history, or maybe inside some obscure book, there had to be a findable solution to this disastrous predicament Buffy was caught up in.
"She's a great cock sucker," Glory praised. "But she eats pussy even better! Don't you, my stupid cunt-munching slut?"
"Yes Mistress," Buffy responded, backing away from the big cock in her mouth, which she hoped would soon be inside her ass. God, did she need a dick in her ass right fucking now! She hadn't had one in her ass all day, because Glory had forced her into abstinence before tonight's coming out party. "I love eating pussy, sucking on clits, licking cunts, having my face sat on, and gorging on the heavenly nectar of cunt cum."
"Holy shit, that's hot," Anya said, having enjoyed many lesbian experiences over the centuries, and she preferred, at least most of the time, a pussy to a cock, and a girl to a guy servicing her.
"Anya," Tara rebuked, concealing how much she too found it hot... although her red cheeks might be giving away her inner feelings.
"What? It is hot, anyone can see that," Anya insisted, never one to read a room or to hold back whatever she thought. She was horny as usual, and what she saw only exasperated her needy pussy.
"It's disgusting, is what it is," Willow said, hiding her own intrigue at what she was witnessing, and the tingle burning inside her.
"Is it really, you hypocrite?" Glory taunted, striding towards the redhead while Buffy mindlessly crawled behind her like the well-trained pet she'd become in only a week... utterly obedient to Glory in exchange for the opportunity to get ass fucked consuming her every thought and action. "Don't pretend you're all prim and proper."
"Excuse me?" Willow questioned with a raised eyebrow.
Dawn, who'd been largely quiet during this surreal situation said, "Yes Willow, you're quite the dominant fucker yourself."
"Excuse me?" Willow repeated.
"We have very thin walls," she grinned knowingly.
Willow's face flushed at her meaning, and the obvious implication.
"And you love to listen in on the action, don't you, slut's sister?" Glory poked, as Buffy knelt on all fours beside her Mistress, gazing up at all those pussies potentially to lick, and girls to fuck her ass. She didn't see her friends anymore... or her mother and sister... she only saw creamy, undoubtedly delicious pussies needing to be serviced, and women who might soon have strap-on dicks attached to their hips to fuck her with.
Well okay, Buffy still also knew they were her best friends, her mother and her sister... but those trifling details no longer mattered... her desire to get ass fucked overrode everything else... any moral obligation... any guilt about incestuous sinning... about betraying her dedicated friends ... none of that irrelevance mattered. Only her utter submissive obedience to Mistress Glory and the sensations of cocks slamming into her asshole remained.
"Pardon?" Dawn asked, her cheeks going bright red this time.
"You girls must understand by now that I see everything," Glory pointed out.
They all remained speechless. "Anyway, we aren't here to wallow in each of your dark and dirty secrets," Glory said. "We're here to celebrate the Big Buffy Butt Bang. Don't you just love the alliteration?"
"Just let her go home," Willow said.
"Do you want to go home, Bimbo Buffy?" Glory asked, looking down at her obedient slayer slut... 100% confident the answer would be 'no'.
"No, Mistress Glory," Buffy said, no longer able to imagine a world where she wasn't a pet to the beautiful and dominant Glory. No pressure, just pleasure.
"You're sure?" Glory asked. "It seems your friends think you should go with them and return to your mundane slayer life."
"Hell no, Mistress Glory," Buffy said, horrified by the prospect of leaving here, having truly hated the past couple years of being a slayer... the constant pressure of having people's very lives depending on her. "I want to be your pet forever."
"So what happens next?" Willow asked sourly, since she needed to leave so she could do some research... very intense research.
"Next I want to show you the very moment when Buffy broke," Buffy said, waving her hand and a few large television screens throughout the room turned themselves on to show Buffy, naked, bound very similarly to recently, over a table.
"Don't you fucking dare," Buffy demanded defiantly, still her full slayer self at the time... even when helplessly bound.
Glory strolled onto the screen, a strap-on around her waist. "Are you ready to get broken, Buffy?"
"Fuck you," Buffy snapped, desperately trying to break free from the metal clamps holding her legs and arms bound at the ankles and wrists.
"That's the plan all right," Glory drawled, as she went behind Buffy.
"Don't you dare fuck me, "Buffy threatened, continuing her attempts to break free.
"Oh, a deep ass fucking, and you'll be put in your place just like all the other slayers were for centuries before you," Glory said. And then she, without any warning, slid her cock inside Buffy's virgin ass.
"Nooooooo," Buffy moaned, in stunned shock that the bitch really had slid that dick into her ass and not her pussy! She tried to evade this anal intrusion, but she was helpless to do anything about it. "Get that dick out of my ass, before I crush you."
"Oh deary me, such a fearsome threat," Glory delivered a wicked laugh (you know the one... sort of a, "Nyah ha ha," as all eight inches of her cock disappeared up the slayer's asshole... a massive rush of adrenaline coursing through Glory's entire body upon this successful completion of another slayer slain. Buffy didn't realize it, but at this moment she'd already been broken... was already lost. "Your asshole seems to be taking my dick inside of it rather easily."
"Get the FUCK out of my ass, you fucking bitch!" Buffy roared, as she frantically tried to break the binds restricting her into pieces... confused that she felt no pain from this dick buried in her ass... and was even more confused by the powerful pleasure unexpectedly burning inside her.
The Glory in real time pointed out didactically, "Observe how quickly your heroine's former self crumbles, and how quickly she becomes an ass slut forever." God, did she love the moment when another slayer broke... and unlike all the others slain by her cock over the centuries... this one had been filmed, and it could be played over and over... which it already had been.
Everyone was transfixed by the video... a variety of feelings springing forth inside each of them... from shock... to being appalled... to struck by awe... to intrigued... to fascinated... to mortified.
"Your body is already devoted to me, Buffy," Glory said gleefully, and she pulled out and slammed back into the slayer.
"Ohhhhhhh," Buffy moaned, as the deep, hard thrusts inside her ass delivered intense pleasure throughout every nook and cranny in her body... and further confused her. "Never," she added not as strongly forcefully as before, as she strove to ignore all this pleasure and remain defiant. Even though she was being sodomized, there was no way she would allow Glory to think she was winning... that she was enjoying any of this, even though she was. "Never!" she growled, striving internally to fight off those pleasurable sensations churning inside her.
"Never say never ," Glory quoted Dickens (who she had fucked back in the day... he had a huge horse cock), as she began pumping her dick in and out of the slayer's tight asshole... knowing it was only a matter of time, and not much of it, before Buffy was begging to get her asshole reamed.
"Never," Buffy repeated even more weakly, even as she felt that damned pleasure consuming her... consuming her in ways a cock in her pussy never had. Don't get her wrong, she enjoyed getting fucked... had great orgasms... and so forth. But the pleasure now coursing through her body because of Glory sliding her dick in and out of her ass, was unlike anything she'd ever experienced.
"I can already see the brittle resistance inside you shattering apart," Glory observed, not even fucking her strenuously... just smoothly gliding in and out. She knew if she slammed into her she'd break even sooner, but she wanted to watch the inch-by-inch collapsing free will of the strongest slayer she'd encountered in hundreds of years.
"You'll never break meeeeee," Buffy said defiantly, but her brave words were then undermined by a lengthy moan.
Glory mocked her soon-to-be slayer slut, "You think I'll never break yoooooooou?"
"Fuck off," Buffy said, doing her best to shove away the pleasure she felt inside her. She'd spent her entire life resisting temptation, spent her whole life in control, spent her whole life living for other people.
Glory mentioned, "See? She's already breaking."
Buffy watched the scene, vaguely remembering who she'd used to be. She looked around and saw the shock and pity in the eyes of her best friends and family. Guilt rose inside her, yet she also craved Glory's cock inside her asshole again.
Willow couldn't speak... she was completely captivated by the train wreck she was witnessing... she watched Buffy's resistance slowly breaking.
Joyce too watched sorrowfully and helplessly... her poor daughter being raped, sodomized and brainwashed.
Anya watched in perversion... she'd always enjoyed sex... always seen it as a way of amassing and wielding power... but she'd never considered it from such a wicked viewpoint.
Tara just felt sorry for Buffy. She looked down upon the once great slayer and sighed. How could someone so strong become so weak?
Dawn was confused. She knew watching her sexy sister getting sodomized was inappropriate, and she knew she shouldn't watch... yet her young, virginal pussy was on fire. Part of her wanted to get ass fucked like that... while another part wanted to be the one wearing the strap-on and slamming into someone's pussy or ass... not necessarily her sister's, just any nice ass.
"You can feel your desire to submit growing inside you," Glory said pseudo-hypnotically as she continued slowly fucking Buffy. "You can feel the grip of control slipping away as pleasure consumes you."
"Noooooo," Buffy denied, once again betrayed by the subsequent moan that escaped her lips, even though frustratingly, it expressed her true feelings. This pleasure was unlike anything she'd ever experienced... far more intense than a dick in her pussy, and as much as she hated it, she was getting frantic to get fucked harder... rougher... deeper! So she kept pushing those weakening thoughts out of her head, but they kept returning. Frustration compounding frustration!
"It's already too late, Buffy," Glory told her, knowing it was true. No slayer had ever been able to break free from her grip once she'd slid her dick into her asshole.
"No," Buffy blurted out, this time able to control at least one moan.
"You're telling yourself you still have at least some control of yourself," Glory said as she stopped deep inside her. "But you really don't. In fact, while I'm resting here with my dick buried deep inside your bowels, your body is already surrendering to me. And your brain, the last organ to capitulate, is already giving in too."
"No," Buffy repeated, although she felt agonisingly frustrated that the dick wasn't moving anymore.
"You're longing for me to resume fucking you," Glory said, giving one quick outward pull, and then slammed in again.
"Fuuuuck," Buffy screamed as the deep, hard thrust reached new depths inside her shockingly sensitive asshole.
"You'll now do absolutely anything for me to pound this asshole, to fuck you like a cheap slut, to hammer your ass until you're overwhelmed with rapture," Glory listed, giving Buffy a hard, deep thrust with each descriptor.
"Oh, fuck no, fuck!" Buffy babbled, as pleasure tore through her like a tornado, touching down destructively with each deep penetration... making her entire body burn with uncontrollable pleasure and lust.
"You're breaking," Glory appraised, resting deep inside her ass.
"No," Buffy repeated.
"You need me to resume fucking your ass."
"No," Buffy denied, even though she did need more of those hard thrusts... each one so powerfully pleasurable.
"You'll do anything for me to hammer your asshole with my deep, hard thrusts," Glory said, pulling out, and not slamming back in this time.
"No," Buffy repeated, anticipating the deep slam that was refusing to come.
"Now you're craving my dick back inside your ass, aren't you slut?" Glory taunted her, tracing her dick around the gaping hole she'd created... always loving the visual of a nicely gaped slayer asshole. It had always fascinated her that even though a slayer's asshole could be gaped hugely... to take a fist with ease for instance... within an hour or so, it would always close back up to its original shape... always appearing to be virginal.
"I am not," Buffy said back, even as the dick rolling around her ass was driving her nuts, and she did indeed want it... and need it... back inside her asshole.
"You're so cute in your denial," Glory teased, slamming into the slayer just once, and then pulling out just as quickly.
"Fuuuuuuck!" Buffy screamed in frustration, her entire body quaking.
"Stop torturing yourself and just beg for it Buffy," Glory urged, again rolling her cock head around the gaping hole. "We both know you're dying for me to fuck you hard."
"No... I'm... not," Buffy said, breathing hard... her entire body on fire and craving that dick back in her ass... but she needed to be strong... she mustn't let Glory win.
"You're a born ass slut," Glory said, "all slayers are," slamming into Buffy's ass and pulling back out.
"Ohhhhhhhh," Buffy moaned loudly, this endless teasing driving her crazy... the desire just to give in and get herself fucked growing inside her.
"You're a submissive slayer slave," Glory added, slamming the slayer three times deep and rough, and then pulling all the way out... then pausing... that asshole looking so fucking gorgeous!



"You biiiiiitch," Buffy screamed, the deep, hard strokes bringing her such intense pleasure!
"You're breaking apart, Buffy, your butt is begging to be banged," Glory teased, slamming into her five times.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Buffy cursed, the pleasure slamming into her with wicked intensity.
"Break, bitch," Glory demanded, and she didn't slam back in again.
"Please," Buffy moaned, and then realized what she'd just said... desperately needing that dick back in her ass.
"Good girl. Please what?" Glory asked, loving the shit out of this slow weakening of Buffy's resistance... nothing ever as thrilling as the moment a slayer broke.
"Nothing," Buffy grumbled, as she now felt the cock just dawdling an inch inside her open hole but not moving.
"Nothing?" Glory said, pulling completely out.
"No! Put it back in," Buffy pleaded, then again was shocked by her own words.
"You sure?" Glory asked as she replaced the cock just barely inside her nearly broken pet.
"Yes," Buffy said, needing that cock inside her. She bargained with herself that she'd let Glory fuck her just this once. She needed it bad, but then once she'd reached an orgasm she'd be able to focus herself again and break out of these restraints.
"Yes what, you dumb slut?" Glory demanded, slamming into Buffy three times.
"Yeeeeeees," Buffy moaned loudly.
"Say it!" Glory said, pulling all the way out. "What do you want me to do for you?"
"Just fuck me," Buffy begged.
"You sure?"
"Yes, yes, fuck me with that big cock, pound my asshole," Buffy babbled mindlessly ... lust taking her over.
"Then tell me what you are," Glory ordered, slamming into her three more times, to complete the breaking.
"A slut, I'm a slayer slut," Buffy declared, as the cock destroyed her dignity, but
yet she needed more of it.
"What else are you?" Glory asked, pounding the slayer three more times.
"I'm an ass slut, your sex slave, a fucking whore for your cock," Buffy rambled shamelessly, wanting nothing more than that dick inside her ass.
"You want to be ass slain, slayer?" Glory demanded.
"Yes, slay your slayer with that big cock up my ass," Buffy agreed willingly.
"As you wish," Glory said, and she placed her hands on Buffy's hips and began fucking her hard... fucking away every last shred of her dignity... and of her slayer power...
"Ooooooooh fuck!" Buffy screamed, her orgasm striking home the very instant she gave in and allowed the pleasure to consume her.
"All broken now," Glory gloated, as she kept fucking her slayer slut to the first of her many orgasms that day.
Glory paused the video showing a close-up of Buffy's orgasmic face.
"So! Now who wants to be the first one to celebrate Buffy's Big Butt Bang properly?" Glory asked.
"I will!" Anya offered, mightily turned on by what she'd just watched... her pussy on fire. Unlike the others, she had no reservations about fucking Buffy in the butt.
"Anya!" Willow snapped, thoroughly annoyed by her unhesitant eagerness. She was also annoyed because although she hated herself for it... she too was eager to fuck her best friend. She couldn't explain why, but having watched Buffy give up her asshole with relative ease had gotten her pussy burning, which made the idea of fucking her and Tara's asses very appealing.
"I like your eagerness," Glory said, as she stalked over to the still mouthless Mom. "And perhaps you too would like to partake?"
Joyce's eyes went wide, since she had nothing else to express herself with.
"Or maybe her sister would like to destroy her asshole," Glory said, gazing appealingly at the pretty, innocent-looking girl.
Dawn's cheeks flushed... she was so horny. She wasn't certain whether she wanted to fuck her sister or get fucked by Glory... but she knew she wanted something!
"Not you, you're useless," Glory said, dismissing Tara. "But you, Willow. We both know that behind your nerdy exterior lies a dominant bitch who loves wielding a cock."
"I am not!" Willow snapped.
"Willow," Glory said, now standing right in front of the nerd. "I can see everything about you. I know how you dominate your lesbian slut."
"Hey!" Tara objected, not because of her accusation, but for being called a slut by anyone who wasn't Willow.
"Sorry, I should have said submissive slut," Glory mockingly corrected herself.
"Just let her go home," Willow sighed.
"Tell you what," Glory proposed, making a deal she knew she wouldn't need to actually follow through with, "each of you can fuck your former leader to an orgasm. Then if you all do it well enough... so she wants to leave with you... I won't stand in her way."
"You're bluffing," Willow accused.
"Nope," Glory said. "Because I know that Buffy will always be an ass slut from now on. Quite frankly, that's all she's good for anymore. But perhaps one or more of you can fuck some sense into her, or fuck her better than I do. Fuck her so well she'll be willing to leave all the pleasure and constant ass fucking attention she needs."
Willow pondered. Sadly, Gloria made a weird sort of sense, and that seemed like the only shot they had of getting Buffy out of this perilous and terrible situation. "Fine, then," Willow agreed. "Lend me a strap-on."
Glory waved her hand, and suddenly Willow was naked except for the black pantyhose she was still wearing, and she had an eight-inch strap-on around her waist.
"Was stripping me naked really necessary?" Willow asked archly, her hard nipples poking out for all to see... including all those burly and delighted men who were still at the back of the room... as was her surprisingly amazing body, normally camouflaged so well behind her unfashionable attire.
"Yes," Glory said, admiring the nerd's bod and thinking she might have to ass fuck her some day. "Yes, it was."
"Whatever," Willow sighed, and Glory snapped her fingers, whereupon Buffy immediately, without any instructions given, crawled over to her erstwhile best friend and took the cock into her mouth.
Everyone watched in awe.
Each of them with different thoughts in her head.
Anya was annoyed she hadn't been chosen to go first... but when it was her turn, she was definitely going to take her best shot at fucking the slayer.
Joyce was angry and doubly frustrated. Angry at the situation, and frustrated by her inability to save her daughter, and frustrated by how horny she was... very horny. But why?
Tara was jealous of Buffy for getting this chance to get fucked by her girlfriend. And she was annoyed at being dismissed so flippantly by that bitch. And frustrated because she too was horny as fuck.
Dawn continued her struggle with her conflicting feelings between fucking her sister and being fucked by Glory... or now perhaps, by the astoundingly hot Willow. Who knew? All she knew for sure was she was desperately horny, and she really needed to lose her virginity in some fashion... tonight!
Willow watched her pretty friend sucking the cock she was wearing... it was crazy how this was what it all had come to. The only way of having any hope whatsoever of rescuing her bestie was by fucking her, and fucking her hard! But as she thought about it, there were much worse possibilities. "Let's get this over with."
"Oh don't pretend you're not excited by this opportunity," Glory critiqued, knowing Willow would really get into this once she was riding Buffy's asshole. "Buffy, assume the position."
"Yes, Mistress Glory," Buffy said, hurriedly backing away from the cock in her mouth and scurrying to the table she was frequently bound to, bending over, and offering her bare ass to her best friend. God, she needed a dick in her ass... after all, she'd suffered through the entire day without any... and even though she'd prefer her best friend wasn't the one doing it, and her mother and sister weren't here as witnesses... and were soon to become participants in fucking her... it was what it was.
Willow approached the bent-over slayer from behind, looked back at Tara, mouthed her an apology, and positioned the cock at Buffy's anal entrance. "Are you sure you want me to do this, Buffy?"
"Yes please Willow, just slam that big dick up my butt," Buffy said, "I can't wait!" looking back at her nerdy friend and admiring her nice, firm tits and her freckles.
"Okay then, here goes," Willow said, taking a deep breath, but then not slamming the dick into her, but slowly pushing it forward and watching it being effortlessly swallowed up by Buffy's flexible asshole.
"Oh yes, fill my ass, Willow," Buffy moaned, sensations of pleasure coursing through her just like they always did, the moment her ass was filled with dick.
"Jesus!" Tara said, mostly to herself.
Dawn watched in awe.
Joyce watched in tragic helplessness.
Anya watched, hoping she was next.
Glory watched in perverse amusement... knowing that Buffy would never go home with them, but she would change their lives forever. Sure, she could make them into anal slaves too... but they were nothing humans... although that little Dawn hottie was still a virgin for now, and there was something about her... although she still couldn't figure out what it was.
Willow watched the cock disappear, and she was soon eight inches deep inside Buffy.
"Now fuck me Willow, fuck my asshole, give me that dick," Buffy said, having gotten way better at dirty talk, and now just said whatever she wanted to... having no shame, and fully accepting that she was just a bimbo ass slut for dick... whether plastic or real... made life quite simple for her.
Willow pulled out and pushed back in... out and back in... and it was a bit awkward at first. For one, this was Buffy she was fucking. For another, her girlfriend was watching. For yet another, she was doing this in a desperate attempt to rescue her friend by breaking Glory's spell and being a good... no, a great fuck for Buffy. Ridiculous, but that's what was happening.
"Harder, Willow," Buffy moaned, this slow fucking such a tease. She didn't mind a slow fucking all that much... but all it did was make her want to get fucked harder... and pounded... destroyed!
Willow felt a rush of adrenaline as she slowly fucked Buffy... just like she did whenever she pounded Tara... a radical shift from her everyday sweet, nerdy demeanour into a confident, strong, sexy woman. Her masculine side surged to the forefront, as she obliged her friend's request and started going faster.
"Oh, yes Willow, fuck me, fuck my ass, give me that dick," Buffy began moaning wildly. The faster the pace, the more intense the pleasure, the sluttier she became, and also increasingly desperate to come.
"I think she likes your dick wielding," Glory observed as she watched yet another conquest.
"Yeah, soon she'll love me fucking her more than she likes you fucking her," Willow claimed as she placed her hands on Buffy's hips and began slamming into her... hoping to literally fuck her brains out, in such a way that the bimbo inside her would be destroyed.
"You do that," Glory said, not at all worried, but enjoying the nerd's impressive shift in personality. She could make a good number two beneath her... both sexually and in her growing business.
"I will," Willow said, noting the bitch's condescending tone... which pissed her off, while she fucked Buffy hard.
"Oh, yes Willow, yes, drill my asshole, make me your slut, pound me!" Buffy rambled on, her first orgasm of this long and until now sexless day already rising after just two or three minutes of Willow fucking her.
Each deep thrust, each rough slamming into Buffy's body, sent a sexual charge through Willow's tight body. Sure, she always got turned on whenever she fucked Tara, but this was an entirely new and different level of raw sex.
"You like getting your ass fucked?" Willow asked, fond of talking dirty whenever she got into fucking a woman.
"Yes Willow, I love getting my ass fucked," Buffy moaned, that first orgasm imminent. "I love being fucked by my nerdy bestie even more!"
"Nerdy?" Willow asked sourly, this particular word coming from Buffy's mouth really annoying her. She hated anyone applying that label to her ... but coming from Buffy, especially in this almost public arena... especially in front of all those frightening almost naked men... well, it really pissed her off.
"At least I'm not some dumb ass whore," Willow pushed back, really slamming into her ass.
"That's right, I'm just a dumb ass whore," Buffy repeated dreamily.
"And a slayer slave for any old nerd," Willow added another insult, a rush of adrenaline coursing through her.
"Yes Willow, I'm not much of a slayer anymore, but I'm certainly a slave for any old nerd," Buffy agreed easily, her orgasm so fucking close. "Got anymore? Calling me despicable names is hot!"
Tara's pussy was on fire while she watched Willow destroying Buffy's ass and dominating her, but the jealousy she felt while watching her girlfriend fucking someone else... especially with Buffy, who she knew Willow had always cared for... well, it was a real kick in the gut!
Anya was impressed by this unexpected side of Willow. She was so fucking hot!
Dawn longed to be bent over by Willow and fucked like that. But she also longed to wear a strap-on and fuck her hot sister Buffy.
Joyce remained frozen in her paralysis... hating to watch this destroyed wreck of her beloved daughter being used so shamefully... but also distressed by the totally inappropriate wetness leaking ever so steadily from her lower body.
Glory loved seeing the transformation in Willow, and she knew this video would sell like crazy on the internet once she released it.
"Come, you stupid slayer slut," Willow ordered. "Reach your orgasm and submit to the pleasure of my cock!"
"Yes please, more, even more nasty, Mistress Willow," Buffy moaned loudly.
Willow loved hearing Buffy directing the term 'Mistress' to her... while a bit of sweat began dripping down her face and body, she really worked Buffy's ass. "My slut, my slave, my pet, you filth, come like a whore for every disparaged nerd!"
"Yes, yes, FUCK YES!" Buffy babbled and screamed when her orgasm ripped through her.
"Oh yeah, you really gave it to her," Anya said, her pussy tingling while she looked forward to her turn, and she stepped forward to stand right next to the fucking while Buffy came and Willow kept fucking away at her.
"Next," Glory called out a minute later. She snapped her fingers, and a nine-inch strap-on was suddenly attached to the suddenly naked (except for her stockings) Anya's waist... a full inch longer than Willow's. And in Anya's case, she wasn't at all troubled by her nudity... even in front of all those leering men.
"She's mine now!" Anya staked her claim, impatiently tugging Willow out of Buffy's ass.
"Eat her asshole first," Glory instructed.
"Um, okay," Anya agreed, and she found herself peering into a hugely gaped asshole. She couldn't fathom how any asshole could open up that wide! She bent down and swirled her tongue around rim of the open hole.
"Yes, eat my asshole," Buffy said, while her orgasm continued coursing through her.
"How does it taste?" Glory asked.
"Delicious," Anya said, surprised by the salty, sweaty taste... a little pungent, and the scent was exotically wicked... as was her task... which she'd never done or had done to her during all her many decades.
Willow watched, wishing she'd eaten that ass too. It looked so nasty hot!
Dawn's hand attacked her own pussy... unable to resist its fire any longer.
"Oh yes, fuck my asshole with your tongue," Buffy moaned, loving these sensations of someone's tongue probing her ass.
Anya tongue-fucked Buffy's ass, her pussy excited... wondering what it would feel like to have hers licked... then fucked.
"All right, it's time for you to bang her butt," Glory ordered, looking around and seeing the young Dawn touching herself. She might be a virgin, but she was no stranger to masturbating. A snap of the fingers, and the teen too was starkers... except for stockings. "If you want to play with yourself, you should have better access," she said.
"Thanks!" replied Dawn, not at all ashamed to suddenly be naked, rubbing herself even harder.
"Fuck yeah," Anya said, sounding like a teenage boy about to experience his very first fuck. She quickly stood up and slid her cock all the way into Buffy in a single hard, deep thrust.
"Oh yes, fuck me... fuck my asshole," Buffy moaned loudly, thrilled to have another dick in her ass. She didn't care who fucked her ass... guy or girl... friend or foe... she just needed to have constant dick inside it.
"Oh fuck! Take it, bitch," Anya said, excited to be fucking someone... the thrill of being the fucker instead of the fuckee was delightful!
"Yes! Give me every inch," Buffy moaned.
"Yeah, pound her asshole!" Willow joined in. She loved watching, and even though she didn't appreciate Anya all that much, she encouraged her anyway since this was the only way of hopefully breaking the spell Glory had over Buffy.
Tara, annoyed by her girlfriend's constant attention on Buffy, called out, "Willow, come over here."
Willow walked over, continuing to watch as she asked, rather distracted, "What is it?"
"Pay attention to me," Tara demanded. "I'm your girlfriend, not Buffy!"
"Are you nuts!?," Willow rebuked her. "Tonight isn't about you, it's got to be all about Buffy, if we want to rescue her! We need to break her completely by fucking her asshole so well she can't wait to come home with us! And when it's your turn to fuck her ass, I won't be the least bit worried about myself. You too will need to lavish all your attention on her."
"Really?"
"Yes, that's the only way I can see that we might succeed," Willow explained, now more caringly. She could understand her girlfriend's jealousy, so the girl might need a little extra nurturing. Then she might feel good enough about herself to fuck Buffy through the roof.
"There must be another way," Tara said.
"Were you getting jealous?" Willow asked.
"No!" Tara said... far too quickly.
"I don't believe you, but that's okay. Do you need some dick too?" Willow asked, reaching her hand under her girlfriend's dress and feeling her soaked panties.
"Willow!" Tara moaned.
"You're soaked, you slut," Willow teased with a fond grin, sliding a finger inside her... still on her adrenaline rush.
"What are you doing?" Tara moaned.
"I'm finger-banging my pet," Willow said as she furiously finger-banged her. "Don't tell me you object."
"Thank you, Willow," Tara moaned, as meanwhile Buffy was still getting hammered by Anya.
"Oh yes, drill me," Buffy moaned, pleasure continuing to consume her. Any dick at all in her ass always made her into a slut desperate to be fucked.
"This is my ass now," Anya asserted, loving this power she had over this slayer who'd always had power over her.
"You need to get fucked too, don't you, slut?" Willow asked Tara. "Otherwise when it's your turn, you won't be able to give Buffy all your attention... like she needs and deserves."



"Willow, puhlease," Tara moaned, not accustomed to being called a slut.
"Bend over," Willow ordered, pulling her finger out and spinning Tara around.
"What are you doing?" Tara asked as she felt a cock slide into her pussy.
"Fucking my bitch's pussy," Willow said, slamming into her. "Unless you want to be my ass slut too?"
"Oh God," Tara moaned, the dick in her pussy making her a moaning bitch.
"Yeah! Fuck her ass too," Glory cheered, loving to see this new Willow. Snap, and Tara's clothing was gone too. Except for... you know. Those ubiquitous stocking things.
"Yes I will," Willow agreed. She pulled out of Tara, and then using only Tara's abundant pussy juice for lube, she slid the cock into her ass.
"Oh my God!" Tara screamed as the dick slid into her ass, creating a sharp pain, and also provoking an intense gush of wetness from her pussy.
"Yes, tear that asshole apart," Glory approved, thrilled to be watching both Buffy and Tara getting simultaneous dick in their assholes.
"Harder, Anya! Harder," Buffy begged.
Anya reached out, grabbed Buffy's long hair and yanked hard. "You like it rough, slut?"
"You bet your ass I do! Use me," Buffy moaned, loving this rough treatment.
"Oh fuck," Tara whimpered, the pleasure and pain principle she'd heard about suddenly going full tilt inside her ass.
"Yeah, from now on you'll be my ass slut ," Willow told her, doing this for her own pleasure, but also to show Buffy she'd be very welcome to break that spell of Glory's, and then she could come to her for all the ass fucking she'd ever need.
"Willow," Tara moaned, unsure of what words she should add... as anger and lust battled for dominance inside her head and pleasure swirled through her body.
"Tell me what you are, bitch," Anya ordered, as she plowed Buffy's ass.
"I'm a slut, an ass slut, and a slave to all comers," Buffy moaned, wanting another orgasm... needing another orgasm.
"Oh fuck, Willow," Tara moaned as the cock slid in and out of her ass.
"You love this, don't you, slut? You love my dick fucking your ass," Willow taunted, slowly fucking her girlfriend.
"I don't know," Tara admitted, her emotions so confusing.
"Beg for it," Willow ordered, pulling all the way out and admiring the small gape she'd just created. "Beg for this dick in your asshole."
Tara suddenly knew she had to have it. She felt empty without Willow in her ass. So she begged, "Please Mistress Willow, shove that dick back in my asshole!"
"Good ass slut," Willow said patronizingly, slamming into her girlfriend.
"Fuck, you bitch!" Tara screamed.
"Oh, yes Anya, I'm close!" Buffy moaned wildly, "please don't stop!"
"Oh yeah, you nasty slut, come on my big cock," Anya ordered, really getting into being a domineering asshole while she fucked a literal asshole.
"Yes, Anya, ream my shithole," Buffy begged, her second orgasm so close, she could taste it.
"Oh, fuck yes," Tara moaned, her pleasure consuming the pain.
"You enjoy being my ass slut?" Willow asked, and she fucked Tara's tight hole faster and harder.
"I doooooo, Tara moaned, stunned by how quickly her world had turned upside down.
"Oh fuuuuuuuck!" Buffy screamed, orgasm number two ripping through her petite body.
"Oh yeah," Anya said, getting off on the rush of making Buffy come, even as the sudden idea of fucking Xander in the ass popped into her head.
Glory, such an evil bitch, snapped her fingers just as Tara was really starting to feel the rise of rapture inside herself, and Willow's strap-on vaporized, instantly to be replaced by the one now attached to Tara.
"What the fuck?" Tara gasped, annoyed.
"Like Willow keeps telling you, tonight isn't about you, it's about Buffy," Glory reminded her. "Now go and fuck her ass."
"But I can't," Tara said.
"Go! You have to," Willow urged. "It's the only way."
"I don't see how this could be any kind of a solution," Tara objected, glancing over to see Anya still giving it to Buffy.
"Just trust me and do it," Willow insisted, grabbing her girlfriend's hand and tugging her the first few steps towards Buffy.
"Fuck," Anya sighed as she pulled out... taking a nice long look at the gaping hole she'd just fucked.
"No! Fuck me!" Buffy pleaded for more. But she turned her head around and was saddened to see her ass unattended and empty again... but she then saw Tara reluctantly approaching her. "Please Tara, give my ass a good fucking!"
"I don't know," Tara whined.
"Just do it!" Willow ordered. "The quicker you bang the shit out of her and make her come, the quicker all of this will be over, and if this ploy works, we can bring her home with us."
"Fine," Tara sighed as she got behind Buffy, shocked by the huge hole in front of her. She could stick her fist in there!
"Just slam that fat cock into me," Buffy begged, grasping her ass cheeks and spreading them wide.
"Do it!" Willow bellowed.
"Whatever," Tara said, wishing she didn't have to do this at all. She slowly slid the dick into the ass, finding it weird as fuck.
"Oh yes," Buffy moaned, this cock shorter, but it was much fatter than the prior two.
"This is so weird," Tara complained.
"But it's hot," Willow retorted.
Glory strolled over to Dawn, who was still rubbing herself and said, "Nice boobs. Still growing, I see. Are you really a virgin, you pretty little thing?"
"Y-y-yeah," Dawn admitted.
"Then you've been one for far too long. So get on your knees and make my dick ready for your pussy," Glory ordered. This impudent... whatever it was, she could hardly call it a seduction.. would double her thrill from turning Buffy into her submissive anal slave... since taking her kid sister's cherry would be both wicked and hot. Her mind wasn't made up yet about fucking the teen's asshole... but she was certainly going to fuck her pussy.
"Um, I...." Dawn said, staring at the big cock... her pussy on fire... and having wished to lose her virginity like forever. Glory may be evil, but she was also hot as fuck.
"Now!" Glory snapped.
Dawn quickly obeyed as Joyce watched helplessly, and Buffy was oblivious.
"Good girl," Glory grinned softy before sliding her cock inside the cute teen's mouth.
"Harder," Buffy ordered Tara, which startled the few people (including Willow) who noticed she was finally beginning to assert herself. Begging was one thing, but that was an order!
"I simply can't do this," Tara wailed. "It's just not me! Not what I can do!" having just discovered she was definitely a bottom only. This topping nonsense was doing absolutely nothing for her.
"You have to, you selfish bitch! Remember? This is about Buffy, not you!" Willow yelled, exasperated. She was unaware of what was going on behind her.
"Why?" Tara demanded.
"If we can break the spell by making Buffy our ass slut, then she'll be willing to return home with us. And then we'll have some time to find a cure for her," Willow went over and whispered in her ear. But then when she spun around to return to where she'd just been, she saw what had been happening behind her back. "Glory! What the fuck are you doing to that kid?"
"She's not a kid, she's of age, and she needs it bad," Glory argued, as Dawn happily bobbed on the cock.
Dawn did need it bad. She didn't care if Glory was evil, she just wanted this dick in her pussy. She backed away and said, "Willow, focus on saving Buffy. Don't worry about me, I'm fine with where this is going, wherever that might be."
Willow sighed, but she decided she couldn't do two things at once, and the most important thing at the moment was dealing with her girlfriend's crippling timidity. She turned back around and ordered brusquely, "Fuck her faster, Tara! We need to fuck the shit out of her!"
"Why me?" Tara asked.
"Because we all have to do it," Willow explained impatiently. "We all need to be Buffy's Mistresses, if only for a while."
"Yes Mistress, please drill my asshole," Buffy begged mindlessly.
"But I just can't," Tara insisted.
"Jesus," Willow said, still impatiently. "Man up!"
"Jesus yourself, Willow!" Tara snapped back. "I'm in enough trouble already, without you forcing me into a gender crisis," not liking her prospects here at all.
Willow, knowing how jealous Tara could be, hopped onto the table in front of Buffy, spread her legs for her, and ordered, "Eat my pussy, slut."
"Mmmmmm! Yes, Mistress," Buffy responded eagerly, since for her, eating pussies was a second favourite only to having dicks drilling her ass. She buried her face in her friend's slightly hairy pussy, and licked with all the hunger and lust she'd gotten accustomed to having ever since she became a cock sucking and cunt licking addict.
"Willow, what are you doing?" Tara said, ceasing all her movement, with her dick inside Buffy.
"I'm desperate, so I'm motivating you," Willow explained. "Buffy's going to lick my snatch until you get her off. And if she gets me off and I enjoy the hell out of it, you'll just have to deal."
"But that's not fair," Tara wailed again, terribly hurt.
"Like I keep telling you, this isn't about you! Just set your own feelings aside, because it's imperative for you to give Buffy a really good fucking! It simply has to be done!" Willow ranted, feeling a bit guilty, yet also excited to have Buffy's tongue licking her pussy at long last. "Now fuck her ass good and hard!"
"Fine!" Tara snapped with a hurt tone, plus a bit of a glare.
"Ooooooh," Buffy moaned into Willow's pussy, as she probed her juicy hole, and Tara finally began fucking her good.
"Yeah, really give it to her!" Willow exhorted, loving the sight of Tara fucking Buffy... with some enthusiasm at last... and enjoying having her pussy eaten in such an aggressive fashion by this amazingly submissive slayer.
"Yes, really give it to me," Buffy agreed.
Shut up and eat my pussy, slut," Willow ordered.
"Ready to get fucked?" Glory asked Dawn, as she pulled her dick out of the teen's hungry mouth.
Joyce watched helplessly as both of her kids were captivated by this bitch... her heart breaking as she heard her younger daughter saying, "Yes, please fuck me! I need it so bad!" But still frozen in place and with no mouth, she was powerless even to object!
"Go bend over the table next to your slut sister," Glory ordered, the idea of both siblings getting fucked side by side a major rush for her.
Dawn didn't say anything, she just hurried past her mother, avoiding any eye contact, and went to bend over pressed against her sister's side, who was eating a pussy and getting fucked while also bent over.
"I'm about to break her cherry," Glory gloated as she kissed Joyce right where her lips would be if she still had any.
Joyce screamed... but it went nowhere... just a soft whistling sound escaping from her nose, as she helplessly watched Glory sauntering over to do her bent over younger daughter.
"Do you like watching me fuck your bestie, or are you jealous?" Tara asked Willow, the shy and timid Tara having faded away while she slammed into Buffy's asshole.
"No jealousy at all baby, the way you're doing her is so sexy," Willow purred, not certain why everyone dominating Buffy was turning her on so much. She felt a bit guilty, but even while her orgasm was rising, she told herself she was doing this for Buffy. Mostly, anyway.
"Ready Dawn?" Glory asked as she positioned her strap-on against the teen's virgin pussy lips.
"Yes Glory, please fuck me now," Dawn begged, trembling from just the touch of the strap-on against her lips.
"It's Mistress Glory," this dominant diva of deviance corrected her.
"Yes Mistress Glory," Dawn said. "Please fuck me and take my virginity."
"As you wish," Glory said, sliding into the teen's virgin pussy.
"Oh my God!" Dawn screamed, the moment her pussy got filled with cock.
Willow had thought about trying to prevent this from happening... since in spite of the teen's eagerness, it couldn't be good for her. But her horniness and her determination to save Buffy combined to overrule her addressing that problem too.
"Oh yeah, fuck me, fuck my teen pussy," Dawn moaned, giving in completely to the simple pleasure of sex, as the fake cock pumped in and out of her.
"You like this, slut?" Glory asked.
"I love it, Mistress," Dawn admitted, as pleasure consumed her.
"Oh fuck, don't stop," Buffy moaned, as she licked Willow, got her ass fucked, and for reasons she didn't understand, got turned on by her baby sister finally getting some dick too. Yes, she knew deep, deep down, she should put a halt to this... she was Dawn's big sister... her protector... but she wasn't herself, and her need to come was controlling her actions entirely.
"How do you feel about my taking your sister's virginity?" Glory asked Buffy as she slowly fucked the teen.
"I can't stop you, Mistress," Buffy responded, without giving it much thought, but instead thinking on her feet and trusting her instincts. "But recently she's been so eager to give it away, that I have to approve. So please fuck my baby sister, and make her your slut. She's having such a wonderful time right now, and I'm sure she'll be just as much a submissive bimbo as her slut sister."
"Mmmmmmmm," Glory purred, loving how broken Buffy was... so completely mindless. "Like sister, like sister."
"Make her come," Willow urged Tara, needing to break through Buffy's enthrallment to Glory.
"I'm trying, Mistress," Tara said honestly, slamming into Buffy's asshole as hard as she could... as hard as she'd always wanted Willow to fuck her pussy!
"Yes, fuck me! Show my sister what a whore I am," Buffy moaned, and then she sucked Willow's clit into her mouth, determined to get her off too.
"Ooooooooh, fuck!" Willow moaned loudly. Buffy, without a doubt, was the greatest pussy licker she'd ever used!
"Yes, make my big sister come, Tara," Dawn moaned, her own orgasm rising already after only a couple dozen strokes.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, mother fucking fuckity FUCK!" Willow babbled as her orgasm erupted.
"Yummy," Buffy said, acting and sounding like a complete bimbo, as she tasted her favourite treat: pussy cum.
"Come, you nasty slut," Tara demanded, as she really drilled Buffy's asshole. She was pissed because the slayer had gotten her girlfriend off, and had done it with an intensity Tara had never seen or heard, whenever she got her off.
"Oh yes, ream my asshole," Buffy moaned, as she kept lavishly licking Willow's fruitful flood.
"Harder Mistress, fuck me like a cheap slut!" Dawn demanded urgently.
"I will, but not until after your sister comes again," Glory put her off.
"Then come Buffy, come, you nasty, ass taking, cunt licking whore," Dawn demanded.
"You betcha! I'm almost there, baby sister," Buffy panted, and hearing her sister spouting such wicked words caused her third orgasm to erupt, just a few hard strokes later. "Yeeeeeees!"
"There! That orgasm was unmistakeable! Now fuck me!" Dawn demanded again, looking back at Glory.
"No worries. I'll fuck you so good now," Glory agreed.
"Yes please," Dawn begged... wanting it so bad.
"Right after Tara steps aside and you start fucking your big sister," Glory added.
"You got it!" Dawn agreed without hesitation.
Glory snapped her fingers, and Dawn now had a ten-inch and fat strap-on attached to her waist, as Glory pulled out of her new teen pet.
Dawn, desperate to get that dick back in her pussy, grabbed Tara's hips, and yanked her backwards, so she fell onto her back, so her cock fell completely out and away from Buffy.
Dawn didn't even pause to admire the gaping hole... as impressive as it would look had she bothered... she just plunged her huge new dick into her sister's asshole in a single thrust.
"Yes, baby sister," Buffy moaned, as her sister starting fucking her ass hard, even while Buffy's third orgasm hadn't begun to fade away.
Willow climbed off the table and went to Tara, while Glory went behind Dawn.
"Do you like my big dick, slut?" Dawn asked, feeling an exhilarating rush of power from topping her big sister.
"Yes Dawn, I love your big fat cock buried up my asshole," Buffy moaned loudly, now turned on by the nastiest words and treatment she could find.
"Stop deep inside her," Glory ordered.
Dawn did.
Glory slid her cock inside Dawn, and ordered, "Now you may resume moving. Fuck your cunt back onto my cock, and fuck forward into your sister with your cock."
"Mmmmmm, yes Mistress," Dawn purred, loving that idea.
Dawn thrust her hips back, taking Glory's entire cock into her pussy, and then slammed her own cock way deep into Buffy's ass.
"Oh yes, fuck," Buffy moaned, as she just held herself steady and got sodomized by her sister... orgasm number four rising, as number three finally began fading away.
"Oh, God yes," Dawn moaned as well... the thrill of getting fucked by someone while also fucking someone else, the ultimate kinky thrill... made even more thrilling because who she was ass fucking was her big sister. It didn't escape her how she needed to do a dynamite job on her so she'd suffer the humiliation of falling into the thrall of her kid sister, forever be her pet play thing and then would be able to come home, but that didn't stop her from having a great time on this almost literal maiden voyage.
"This is getting way out of hand," Tara complained to Willow.
"Agreed, but we still have to let it play out," Willow replied.
"Can someone please fuck me?" Anya blurted out, having watched silently but impatiently while the kinky Buffy gangbang had morphed into a three-girl conga line.
"Want to fuck her?" Willow asked.
"Depends. Would you be okay with that?" Tara asked, having really begun to enjoy wielding a dick.
"You bet! It's so hot to watch you getting dominant and owning it," Willow said, kissing her.
"I guess. But if you're sure you don't mind, then I have an ass fucking to deliver," Tara said, trying not to sound too eager.
"And later on I'll fuck your ass," Willow grinned conspiratorially.
"Less romantic bullshit! Someone get your ass over here and fuck me!" Anya demanded, annoyed and impatient.
"You need some fucking? Then get down on all fours," Tara ordered.
Anya hurried to obey.
Tara got behind her, and slid her borrowed dick into Anya's pussy.
"Oh yes, fuck," Anya moaned.
"Faster, slut," Glory ordered Dawn, even though the teen was already bouncing back and forth jubilantly, taking Glory's entire dick into her pussy, and then stuffing her sister with her own enormous cock.
"Yes Mistress," Dawn moaned, her orgasm rising wildly.
Dawn bounced back and forth like a sexual yoyo, while Buffy and she moaned loudly.
"Harder," Anya demanded.
"Oh yes, harder," Buffy agreed, even though her sister was really giving it to her.
"Oh fuck, Mistress, I'm going to come," Dawn declared, her orgasm so close.
"Then come, my slut, come like the nasty whore you've just become," Glory demanded, as she watched the insatiable teen wildly fucking her own sister... they weren't actually related by blood, since Dawn had originally been something called the Key ever since the twelfth century, and only much more recently had been transformed into a teenage girl and adopted into the Summers family. (It was far more complicated than that, since just for starters, everyone had to 'remember' Dawn being born into and raised by her current family, and truth be told, it was very impressive, and way too complex to chronicle here. Look up the 'real' story online: it's fascinating!)



"Yes Mistress," Dawn complied, coming after just a couple more backs and forths.
Dawn collapsed against Buffy, and while she came, Glory admired the teen's perfect ass. Unable to resist, she brought her very wet cock to Dawn's teen asshole.
Dawn felt the cock pulling out and getting repositioned at her asshole. In euphoric bliss, she begged as she rested deep inside her sister's asshole, "Please Mistress, fuck my asshole. Take that cherry too."
"Mmmmmmmm," Glory hummed as she obliged, and she slid her cock into the teen's remaining virginal hole. She encountered a brief resistance, before it disappeared into the tight ass.
"Oh my God," Dawn moaned, having expected pain, but feeling only pleasure.
"Such a tight asshole," Glory approved, wishing this dick had nerve endings, so she could feel how tight it was.
"Fuck my asshole, Tara," Anya said, since with everyone else being sodomized... why not her too?
"You sure?" Tara asked.
"Just slam it in my ass," Anya said.
"All right," Tara agreed, pulling out and pushing her fat cock against her friend's asshole.
"Now fuck my ass, Mistress," Dawn demanded, wanting to feel that dick pounding her.
"You really are just like your sister," Glory said, as she began fucking her.
"Mmmm," Dawn moaned, as she got ass fucked.
"Oh fuck!" Anya screamed, as Tara split her asshole in two with the big dick.
"So hot," Willow said, as she watched her girlfriend fucking Anya in the ass... she needed to get someone's dick inside her asshole, too.
For a couple minutes... Glory fucked Dawn's ass... and Tara fucked Anya's ass.
Both virginal bottoms instantly became moaning ass sluts.
The tops started slow, and then got faster.
Glory ordered through Dawn's wild moans, "Now fuck your own ass on me, and fuck your sister's too."
"Bounce back on my cock," Tara ordered.
Dawn was back to being a simultaneous fucker and fuckee. Slamming into Buffy's ass, and then taking all of Glory's dick into hers.
Anya obeyed, and began really riding Tara's dick... taking the entire dick up her butt with each eager bounce.
Willow, horny as fuck, grabbed the strap-on she'd recently used, then went over to the frozen Joyce and attached it to her. She next bent Joyce's knees to lower her and the dick, so they were near her own hips. She then backed up, and slowly took the cock into her pussy... although she was curious about a dick in her ass... she wasn't sure she was willing to go submissive like the rest of them had.
Joyce watched in paralyzed awe as Willow slowly fucked herself on 'her' dick.
"Ooooooh my!" Willow moaned, pleasure rising inside her, even after her intense oral orgasm, thanks to Buffy's eager and talented tongue.
"Jesus!" Glory exclaimed, as she saw the orgy erupting all around her. Four girls had dicks inside them... three of them in their asses... she wasn't sure about Willow, but based on the angle, she didn't think so.
"Oh my fucking God!" Anya screamed as her orgasm ripped through her, and she collapsed forward... enabling Tara to admire the gaping asshole she'd created.
"Oh, yes baby sister, fuck your sister's asshole real good," Buffy moaned, yet another orgasm on the rise for her as her sister really fucked her hole.
"Oh fuck," Dawn moaned, in complete euphoria as she bounced around like an erotic pinball... each deep forward thrust making Buffy moan, and with each back bounce, intense pleasure shot into her own asshole.
"Such a bunch of sluts," Glory said, awed by Dawn's wicked ways, and by Willow's nastiness in getting Buffy to eat her pussy, and then finding a new and imaginative way of fucking herself.
"Oh God, I'm going to come again," Buffy declared, as yet another orgasm rose inside her... her fourth, she thought.
"Don't you dare come until I do," Dawn demanded, sensing her orgasm was close too. Sweat dripped off of her face and body while she had the workout of her life!
"No Mistress, I won't," Buffy moaned weakly. She'd have to really focus not to come until she had her kid sister's permission.
"You're a natural," Glory said, loving the teen's devious tactics. She might grow up to be another Gloria! Except she wouldn't have that Goddess thing going for her.
"Thank you Mistress," Dawn said, loving the compliments, and also loving to hear her sister calling her Mistress. She saw herself as both a dominant and a submissive... which she was doing simultaneously at the moment.
"Now get your slut slayer whore off," Glory ordered, bucking her hips forward, whenever Dawn bounced her ass back onto her dick.
"Yeeeeesss!" Dawn screamed when the sudden deep thrust, plus the new order, made her come instantly. She kept fucking her sister, although her smoothness had gone AWOL while her body quaked with euphoria.
"Keep going, while I take care of you," Glory said, and she pushed forward, fucking Dawn hard throughout her orgasm, so hard that Dawn's cock continued pleasuring Buffy while her own orgasm ran its course.
Glory pulled out, pulled Dawn back, then spun her around and kissed her.
Dawn kissed her back enthusiastically... Glory's lips so soft and tender.
"Fuck..." Buffy moaned dreamily, as her fourth orgasm commenced its journey through her.
"Oh fuck," Willow moaned, suddenly the only one with a dick still inside her.
"Now it's time for the last but least ass fucker. It's Mommy's turn!" Glory announced. She snapped her fingers, and Joyce's mouth returned... but the rest of her was still paralyzed.
"You're one sick fuck!" Joyce snapped.
"I know I am, "Glory smiled benignly. "But this sick fuck is telling you that no one leaves here until after you've gotten your daughter off."
"I'll never do such a horrid and incestuous thing!" Joyce sneered. "Willow, stop what you're doing with my dick. It's disgusting!"
"I'm sorry Mrs. Summers, but I can't. Glory isn't letting me," Willow apologized. "But I'm getting close to coming, so I shouldn't inconvenience you for much longer."
"Joyce, it's cute how you think you have a choice about any of this," Glory mused.
"Oh fuuuuuck!" Willow screamed as her second orgasm struck her.
"Once the witch has finished enjoying her orgasm," Glory offered, "I'll show you some mercy."
"You will?" Joyce asked, glimpsing her first moment of possible reprieve, during a night crammed full of sick, sordid kink.
"Yes, Buffy can ride you," Glory said gleefully. "You'll still be fucking her, but you won't have to do any of the work. Won't that be nice?"
"Gross," Joyce groaned, as Willow collapsed to the floor.
Glory, using her magic powers, made Joyce go backwards a few steps and sit on a nearby bench, even as she protested, "Stop this devil's work!"
"Your elder daughter's no devil, and she's happy to let me fuck both of her holes whenever I want," Glory pointed out.
"Only because you did something horrible to her," Joyce accused.
Glory snapped her fingers and ordered, "Buffy, come over here and ride your Mommy."
"Yes Mistress," Buffy obeyed, eagerly standing up and hurrying over to her Mom.
"Buffy, don't you dare," Joyce demanded in her full 'This is your Mother talking to you so don't you dare argue' tone of voice.
"Sorry, Mommy, but I have to," Buffy apologized, as she straddled her paralyzed Mommy and lowered her well-fucked asshole onto the dick Willow had fastened in place.
"Buffy, nooooo!" Joyce ordered.
Willow, lying on the floor recovering from her orgasm, said, "Joyce, you need to make her come like the rest of us have, and then maybe we can dissolve her curse."
"You think that will work?" Joyce asked, wondering if there was any way to turn this twisted night into something worthwhile.
"It's our only hope," Willow said, crawling over to her. "If you treat her like a complete slut and fuck her good and hard, maybe that will break the spell."
"You think so?"
"I don't know for sure," Willow admitted, knowing the odds weren't great... especially after all the debauchery of the last hour. "But it's our only shot."
"Then I'll try, "Joyce said, as her daughter bounced up and down on her.
Willow requested, "Glory, please release Joyce so she can give her daughter her very best ass fucking."
"I will if she behaves," Glory allowed.
"I will," Joyce promised.
"Okay," Glory said, snapping her fingers, and instantly Joyce had full control of her body again.
Joyce shook her hands out, and then she reached around and cupped her daughter's breasts.
"Ooooo Mommy! I really like that," Buffy moaned, her tits having been totally ignored for this entire evening.
"Do you want to be Mommy's slut, Babygirl?" Joyce asked.
"Yes please, Mommy," Buffy agreed, the idea so kinky.
"Then you may. But first you must become my slave, "Joyce said, trying to act and sound like Glory.
"Yes Mommy, "Buffy agreed again.
"Then agree to all of the following: I own your asshole," Joyce continued, squeezing her daughter's nipples while Buffy bounced on her.
"Yes Mommy."
"You're my pet."
"Yes Mommy."
"My slave."
"Yes Mommy."
"My mindless cum slut," Joyce continued.
"Yes Mommy," Buffy agreed again.
"So when I leave here tonight, you'll come with me. Not only because I love you and you love me, but also because you'll still be my slave," Joyce said, bucking her ass up to go even deeper into her daughter, prompting a deep moan.
"Okay Mommy, I'd really like that," Buffy agreed happily, while Glory, impressed by the Mom's wicked attempt to pry Buffy loose from her submissive servitude, strolled over to sit down on the bench closer than close to Joyce.
"Or you can stay here forever with me," Glory said, as she directed her cock to Buffy's asshole and she pushed inside too, thus double penetrating Buffy's ass! Now that nobody present had ever seen before!
"Yeeeeeees, Mistress," Buffy screamed, as the double penetration brought double pleasure to her, and another orgasm rose instantly.
"Buffy, no!" Joyce demanded, as she bucked her ass up to keep fucking Buffy, even while Glory kept fucking into the same asshole.
"Sorry, Mommy, but I still love Glory more," Buffy declared, and she collapsed backwards following just a few double penetration strokes, reached another orgasm, and passed completely out.
Glory cackled, yes, she cackled, "Did you really think any of you... or even all of you... could ever defeat me?"
"Yes," Willow said bravely. "And we'll still manage to accomplish it!"
"You're so adorable," Glory laughed, and she snapped her fingers, and a bunch of college coeds, all wearing nothing but stockings and strap-ons, swarmed into the large room, easily a hundred of them. "The Big Buffy Butt Bang has now evolved into The Big Buffy's Besties and Family Butt Bang! Get 'em, girls!"
"No, no, no!" Tara squealed in terror while three girls shoved her to the floor and immediately got her airtight.
"Yes of course you may fuck my butt!" Anya said delightedly, ready for more.
"Please, no!" Joyce pleaded, as a few women started kissing and molesting her while Buffy was rolled off of her and fell to the floor.
Willow watched helplessly, as her girlfriend Tara was suddenly being double penetrated while she also had to suck a plastic dick... and then Willow too began learning the joys of anal sex, when a chubby coed slid a dick into her ass.
Glory went over to Dawn and noticed that her asshole was shrinking. Which confused her. So was she too a slayer? And was she actually The One instead of Buffy? While she pondered this new conundrum, she announced her next plan, which could be slightly altered if Dawn turned out to be The One, "Up next, sluts, I shall complete my full set of slayers. So I'll need to acquire Faith as well."
As someone sat on Willow's face, she realized she had walked into a trap after all! Through Glory's magic and cleverly ruthless machinations, it was inescapable that all of them had now become no more than Glory's possessions and subject to her every whim, and what was even worse, her unwise decision to bring everyone here like the fucking undefeatable cavalry had paved the way for Faith too to succumb to a similarly dire fate... yet, as she began licking she didn't care she just wanted more pussy... more cock... more sex.
Glory snapped her fingers after removing her strap-on off for a few minutes, and ordered, "Come and eat my pussy, Dawn."
"Yes Mistress, any time you want!" Dawn agreed eagerly, and she crawled between the former Goddess and current dominant Mistress's legs, and continued her sexual awakening.
Five hours later, each girl fucked to submission, each girl completely broken, Glory ordered, as she pondered how to get Faith, "Everyone else get in a daisy chain and each other's cunts," Using her magic, Gloria suddenly had Dawn eating her Mommy, Joyce eating Buffy, Buffy eating Tara, Tara eating Anya, Anya eating Willow and Willow enjoying the teen delicacy that was Dawn.
THE END
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Mystery Texter
Summary: Teacher receives a surprise invitation for a night of wild sex.
Note 1: This is a Valentine's 2023 Contest Story.
Note 2: Thanks to NylonKitten for generously allowing me to use her photos for this story, as well as for a previous story called Jasmine Fantasies: Nylon Seduction. She is a complete beauty, and if you are not following her on Twitter, Instagram or other online platforms, then shame on you. Also, the story is a showcase of the amazing NylonKitten and a foot fetish fan's dream... I hope.
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A text from a number I didn't recognize popped up while I was taking my lunch break: What are you doing for dinner tonight?
I responded, curious to know who this was, and assuming it was a wrong number: I think you have the wrong number. Who are you looking for?
The response came back quickly: Is this Dean?
I was surprised. This was for me. Unlikely the accident was the wrong Dean, which seemed much less likely. I responded: Yeah, it is.
She responded, I assumed it was a she: The Dean who teaches American history?
Definitely not being mistaken for someone else. I responded: That is definitely me.
She texted: So are you free tonight?
I responded, this mystery becoming a little intriguing and a little cloak-and-dagger-ish, since I still didn't know who my correspondent was: On Valentine's Day?
She responded: Yes. I know you have wanted me for some time. A change in my circumstances has made that remote possibility into an imminent reality, if you haven't changed your mind.
Now I was super curious... but also slightly worried this might be some student trying to hoodwink me, which could easily get me into some major trouble.
I was a pretty good-looking guy, a teacher at a private secondary school, and some of the girls were often quite brazen about communicating what they would like to do to me. It was flattering... and occasionally tempting... but I loved my job, and I didn't want to be sued by some rich daddy, or to get blackballed from my teaching career. Plus, teenage girls might look like utter temptresses, but they lacked the true sexuality a man like myself was looking for... since I preferred older women. I was far more likely to fuck a student's Mom than the student herself. In truth, at a previous school, that had happened twice. Once with a woman who was divorced, and although I'm not overly proud of my actions, with another woman who was allegedly happily married with three kids... allegedly happily, since for three months she regularly came to my apartment to suck my cock and to take it in the ass... in her mind it wasn't cheating if I didn't fuck her pussy. Strange, but true.
I responded: Who is this?
She responded: I want that to be a surprise for now, but I know what makes your dick hard.
What the fuck? This was surreal. If this was a student, I had to end this dialogue right now. So instead of responding, even while my dick was getting hard, I waited to see if she'd give me any more info.
It was a few minutes later when she did. Knowing you, you are worried I'm a student. I promise I am not. But I do know some of your fantasies.
What the fuck?
This was getting complicated! A mystery of a surreal nature.
I responded: And I know you?
She responded: You used to.
Someone from my past?
These clues were not helping me to make any headway towards solving this mystery... which by now had gotten my dick hard.
I asked: Did we date?
She responded: Sadly, no. I was married, and you had a serious girlfriend.
This newest clue only added more complexity... thus widening the scope of the puzzle, instead of narrowing it down at all.
I asked, recalling her earlier mention of knowing what made my dick hard: Then what do you think turns me on?
Instead of her responding with words, a picture popped up a moment later. It showed a pair of nylon-clad feet, in bright red heels, with purple painted toenails subtly visible through her stockings. It was also outdoors, but since the scenery hinted at someone's garden, it could be anywhere. But on the other hand, if this person was inviting me to dinner, it would need to be somewhere local.

Did she think it was heels that turned me on, or the nylon-covered feet... since one of those choices was spot on.
Then another picture arrived, this time with words: Although I would wager you prefer this image.

Oh my God... long legs in shining... almost glowing... pantyhose!
Instantly my cock ached.
Yep, whoever this was knew my kryptonite. One of the reasons I admired older women... they tended to wear nylons and lingerie, and they put some effort into their appearance, in more ways than just throwing on some slutty attire.
Sheer nylons!
Feet, especially!
She asked, as I stared at the perfectly manicured toes: Am I right, or am I right?
I responded, curious how she knew that: How could you know that?
She responded: Does it matter? Or do you prefer this shot instead?

Another photo popped up, tantalizing me with a long pair of legs clad in nylons.
Sexy, shiny nylons, that were usually worn only by celebrities or porn stars, yet they were so fucking sexy!
I responded, trying to place these legs. It was obvious she knew me, therefore I must know her: Great legs!
Her response: Only great?
I quickly replied: Fantastic! Amazing! Cock hardening!
I pressed Send, and then realized what I'd just said. I quickly attempted some damage control for my third exclamation: Please ignore the last crude response.
She responded: Why should I? Didn't the sight of my legs in those stockings make your cock hard?
Shit! Who was this? So fucking sexy! Wears nylons. Has a wicked tongue. She seemed too good to be true.
I responded, yet continued keeping my responses conservative, in case the wrong person intercepted this exchange: I certainly didn't intend to say anything like that.
Her response: Then what did you intend to say?
Shit. She was pushing me to come right out into the open!
By now confident this wasn't some sort of student prank or someone trying to get me fired, I responded frankly this time, my hard cock doing all my thinking anyway: Yes, these pictures of your legs have made me really hard!
She responded: I bet you have a big cock.
My eyes went wide.
Before I could respond, she sent another photo with the words: Although I know what really turns you on is nylon clad feet. Am I right, Dean?

Shit! Shit! Shit!
The soles of a nylon-clad foot always drove me wild.
As did a woman's toes, especially painted, all decked out in sheer nylons.
But how the fuck would this woman know that?
I asked: How do you know the nuances of what I do and don't like?
She responded: I'm very observant. Here are some Valentine's Day colours for you.

As I admired... or more accurately, drooled over her pink soles... imagining myself licking them... massaging them... fucking them... another photo arrived, with another message: Or perhaps you're in the mood for black.

This time she was showing me more of herself... and I could see some of her long hair... that looked red... or perhaps brownish red.
But who was she???
I responded, trying to be casual, but mainly to solicit even more photos: Actually if you must know, I prefer mocha or beige nylons.
She responded immediately with three pictures in a row, as if she'd anticipated my response. So like this?

Or this?

Was she a brunette?
Or how about this?

Now she was a blonde?
My head was spinning.
Who was she?
I couldn't place her... except she also seemed vaguely familiar.
Was she a substitute teacher?
The Mom of a student from my past?
And fuck... check out that ass!
I now responded with all my lust hanging out: First, wow, just wow! Second, exactly what I like! Third, what a great ass! And fourth, wow, just wow!
She responded a moment later: Thank you, you are very kind. But you never confirmed or denied my very important assumption.
I asked: What assumption?
She responded generously, with yet another picture: Do you have a big dick?

I pondered my response. I did indeed have a big dick. Eight inches. In fact, some women found me too big. I knew I wasn't some porn star horse cock, but I also knew I was substantially bigger than the average man, and from personal experience, I knew my equipment was greatly appreciated, and sometimes even revered by older women.
I responded while I continued trying to place this woman... as she kept showing me a bit more and more of her body and face: I'm told I am quite well endowed.
She responded: I bet you are. Any chance of a sneak peek? You wearing just boxers, perhaps. Here is what I will be doing tonight if you don't agree to go out for dinner, then maybe a movie, perhaps followed by some one-on-one fun. In case it needs saying, I am no longer married, and I'm reasonably certain you're not currently in a relationship. Although that latter might change tonight.

Jesus!
She had been pretty forward and brazen since the first photo... but this was really getting wild.
I responded: Well, I am bigger than that. Although I don't vibrate. : )
I then rummaged around in my phone and pulled up a photo I had used on occasion when chatting with women online. It was a pretty safe picture, and certainly anonymous, but it also outlined my impressive package pretty clearly.

She responded a moment later: Shit, I knew you would have a big fucking cock. Now we have to meet tonight. Recognize me yet?

Fuck! Who was this?
And in spite of her disclaimer, that was a wedding ring on her finger.
Although who knew how old these photos were?
I responded: I know I should know you, but I don't... yet. But I have to go and teach... although I'm not sure I can move away from my desk without attracting some unfortunate attention.
She asked: Have you figured out who I am yet? Here is one more tease.

I responded, my mouth watering: Sadly, no... but I can't imagine not remembering you!!!
She responded: I was saving this one for last. The perfect colour for you. The perfect pose. And... I imagine enough of my face for you to recognize me.

As the bell rang... I stared at the photo.
It was Mrs. Ferguson!
My Mom ran a bridal shoppe (yes, that's how she insisted on spelling it), and Mrs. Ferguson was her accountant!
The woman I always drooled over at Christmas parties, had jerked off to many times....
Oh my God!
I responded: I'll text you right after my next two classes, Mrs. Ferguson.
She responded: It's Emma, and I'm not Mrs. anyone anymore. This is the face I hope to be making tonight when you're balls deep inside my pussy.

Kids started streaming into my classroom while I gawked at the provocative picture and her blunt, promising words. I wanted to respond, but I needed to calm down and put my phone away. I'd designated my classroom as a no cellphone zone whenever class was in session, and that rule applied to me too.
As I did, I processed that my Mom's ex-accountant... she'd gotten divorced and decided to open her own accounting firm, if I recalled correctly... clearly wanted to fuck me.
I tried to focus on my students during the next two hours, but it was hard... pun not intended...
It wasn't until the end of the day, two excruciating classes later, that I checked my phone and saw that she'd sent a few more pics.
With the first one she asked: Do you think I could pass as a teacher?

Next one: Or perhaps as one of your students you need to keep after school for some one-on-one tutoring?

Another hot pic: Do you like stockings with seams?

They just kept coming: Or do you prefer sexy lingerie with white stockings?

Yet another wicked one: Or do you want a Mommy Mistress to teach her bad boy who got too full of himself... wink wink... a lesson?

My hard cock was aching again.
Then as I was scrolling through all these pictures for a second time, another new one arrived: What would you do to me in this position?

Jesus!
I responded, deciding just to be blunt, since she certainly wasn't beating around the bush... except perhaps literally... Sorry, my classes for the day just ended, so I was scrolling through all your teasing pics. I would suck all ten of your toes one by one, lick the sweet sweat off of your soles, grab your ankles, spread your legs, and I'd eat your pussy through your pantyhose. Then I'd rip them open at the crotch, and fuck the shit out of you.
She responded: These soles? I have been wearing these stockings all day!!!

She added: P.S. I will hold you to every word you just said. I have booked The Deep Dive for 5:30. I expect to see you there. Dress shirt, jacket, tie and slacks. Be prompt.
I replied, definitely not rejecting her life-changing offer: Dressy it is. I will be there. Promptly at 5:30. Which meant I needed to get a move on... it was already 4:00. Fortunately, I didn't live very far from the high school.
She responded: Show me your hard cock in your underwear right now.
I responded, rubbing my cock under my desk: You want to see what you are doing to me?
She answered, as always with another picture of temptation: Yes, I want to see your big, fat cock all hard because of me. P.S. If you play your cards right, you may find yourself shoving that big cock inside all three of my holes.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck yeah!
I responded, as I went and locked my classroom door: I don't think you could handle my fat cock in that sexy ass of yours.
She responded: I'll be your submissive slut tonight Dean, so that will be your call. Have you ever wanted to have your own personal older woman fuck toy who will fawn all over you and do anything you want?

As I got back to my desk, I responded: Jesus, Emma! I may come in my pants right here at my desk!
She responded: Please save that big load for me, Master. Maybe a sexy foot job?

I pulled my pants down to my knees and quickly took an up-close and personal photo of my raging hard-on in my boxers. I then sent it: If you keep sending me pics, I don't know if I can last.
She responded: Mmmmmm, fuck, do I want that cock. You've got my nipples hard!!! See?




I responded: You are so beautiful.
She responded with another tame pic, maybe to cool me down until we got together: You are so sweet.

She then added: I've got to get ready. I have a date in less than two hours, and I need to look good enough to get thoroughly railed.
I responded: Jesus! You had me at railed.
She responded: By the way, here's just a tease of what I may be wearing tonight to celebrate Valentine's Day with my favourite ship that passed in the night... until now.

I responded, as I pulled my pants back up: You are killing me.
She responded: That's the opposite of what I want to do. See you soon, sexy.
I responded, See you soon too! And taking a deep breath, I got up and rushed home to change.
My phone buzzed a couple of times while I drove, but I didn't check, since I'd almost gotten busted for texting and driving a couple years ago, and was lucky the cop got an emergency call a minute into lecturing me.
When I parked, I saw there were even more pics and texts from her. Which red should I wear?



I scrolled up and down, examining the three different pics. Each was so fucking sexy! In one, she was even showing me her amazing tits.
Fuck.
I was about to respond, even though I wasn't sure which one I actually liked the best, when I got another text: Too late. I chose for you. See you soon.
I responded, my cock raging in my pants: I can't wait to find out.
I went inside, showered, put on some fresh underwear, a suit and tie, and after checking my phone (she hadn't texted again, which was good, since I'd promised to be on time), and I headed to the restaurant.
I arrived ten minutes early, nervous with trepidation and totally excited about tonight's possibilities. I ordered a rum and coke and waited. She arrived a few minutes late, but wearing a black dress and red nylons, in which she looked absolutely radiant!
I stood up like a gentleman, and when she reached me, smiling, she kissed me. Not overly dramatically, but it lasted for all of five seconds while I kissed her back. "You look gorgeous," I greeted, when she broke the kiss.
"And you look very handsome," she smiled.
I pulled her chair back for her, and she sat down. I returned to my seat and said, "I'm thrilled you texted me today!"
"I'm happy you agreed to join me tonight," she said.
"Once I learned it was even possible, I wouldn't want to be with anyone else," I said, meaning it. Sure, she may have been a decade or two older than I was, and sure, my mother knew her very well, yet I'd always felt something for her... and much more than just a hard cock and the promise of getting laid. No, it was something else. Something I hadn't felt with anyone before... even a couple times when I'd thought I was in love. I know this might sound ridiculous, especially following all those wicked pictures and naughty texts this afternoon... but now that we were sitting face to face, I felt my heart beating faster. It wasn't love at first sight, since I'd already known her years ago, and I'd decided that since she was married, my strong attraction to her was hopeless... but it was something more than her promising me a night of wild sex, too.
"That's very sweet of you to say, Dean," she smiled, as our waitress arrived.
We ordered drinks and our meals, and when we were alone again, she apologized, "I'm sorry if I came on a little..." she paused and smiled, "...or very aggressive this afternoon."
"It came as a total surprise," I responded. "But a very good one. Right up there with a dream coming true."
"It's just that I didn't want to be alone on Valentine's Day, and after my last failed relationship, I was no longer going to sit back and not go for what... or in this case, whom... I wanted," she said.
"I like... or in this case love... a woman who knows what she wants and speaks up," I said.
"Well," she said, in a sexy tone, her voice at the moment making those texts seem even hotter, as I felt her foot suddenly land on my crotch, "I know exactly what I want."
"Oh," I groaned, feeling her stocking-clad foot resting on my hard dick.
"I can feel that you're hard," she said, slowly rubbing my cock under the table. "Is that because of me?"
"One hundred percent," I responded.
"Not our hot young waitress?" she asked.
"I seriously didn't notice," I said, and I was telling the truth. I couldn't even recall what our waitress looked like, since I was so captivated by the beauty sitting across from me.
"No?" she asked.
"I'm completely intoxicated by you," I said.
"That sounds like a line from a Hallmark movie," she smiled, as I glanced down at both of her feet, now resting on my lap.

"No, it's all me," I smiled. "I always thought you were beautiful, I just never thought you might be available, or were even in my league."
"Have you ever masturbated about me?" she asked.
"Are your nylons red?" I replied playfully.
"My toenails are too," she smiled, as she moved both of her feet... one up, the other down, ever so slowly.
"They're beautiful," I said, openly admiring them.
"So, everything I said today, I meant," she said. "I want to get fucked tonight. For you, I'm a sure thing."
"Mmmmmm," I moaned, her feet really doing a number on me.
"But, I also wouldn't mine exploring the possibility of more with you, Dean," she said, looking a little nervous as she said the words, a contradiction from her online conversation and the fact she was rubbing my dick as we spoke. "Even though I know I am a lot older than you."
"Emma," I began, putting my hands on her feet, which were so silky soft, "that would be amazing."
"What would?" she asked, as I massaged her toes under the table. "Giving me a really good fucking tonight, or exploring a possible long-term relationship?"
"I'm thinking both," I said. "I mean you're an incredibly beautiful woman Emma, inside and out. Any man would be lucky to call you his girlfriend."
"And his fuck toy," she grinned wickedly, placing her left foot on my crotch, and pressing it down firmly.
"Well, of course," I said.
"I'm going to do things to you tonight that no woman has ever done before, at least not to you," she promised in a seductive, sensual voice that had my cock flinching against her foot. "Mmmmmm, you just told me you like that idea."
"Love it, actually," I smiled.
"Mmmmmm," she purred, her voice so sensual... she'd make an amazingly effective phone sex operator.
"You keep talking like that, and I may come in my pants," I warned.
"That would be a real shame; we certainly don't want to waste any cum," she said, as she rubbed my cock for a couple more seconds, before moving her foot away.
Then... for the next hour... through a great meal... we had a normal date. There was no more talking about sex... no flirting... no foot on my dick... just chatting and learning lots of interesting things about each other.
I learned she was dying to travel Europe... especially Italy and Greece; I told her Italy was amazing, and we'd need at least two weeks, three would be even better, to truly give the country justice.
I learned that she loved dogs and had two of them; I told her I loved dogs too, but had always been too busy to take care of one. She explained that so long as they got along together, two dogs were much better than one, so they wouldn't get lonely when their person was away at work or wherever. And that the only acceptable place for them to sleep was on your bed.
I learned she loved going to blues concerts; I told her I loved the blues: Buddy Guy, Gary Moore and BB King of course, being three of my favourites. I also died when she told me she saw Gary Moore in concert back in the 1990s. I was so envious. We agreed 'Still Got the Blues' was the best blues song since the 60s.
I learned she hated politics and had never voted; I told her I hated politics too, but I voted to make a statement about how disappointed I was with the current choices, so I always voted for a third party candidate. Which of course meant I'd never voted for someone who'd won, but I still felt my voice was heard.
The hour flew by with no awkward silences and with genuine interest... this was something I could only remember having happened once before... and I almost married that one.
The waitress asked, "Would you two like any dessert?"
"Oh, we'll have dessert back at my place," Emma said, making the girl blush.
"Cheque please," I said, as her foot returned to my crotch with intent.
The waitress smiled knowingly, and a few minutes later, we were in my car driving to her place (planning ahead, she'd taken an uber to meet me).
She kept her left hand on my leg as I drove... I kept expecting her to move it to my hard cock, but she never did.
Once we were inside her house, she pushed me against the inside of her front door and kissed me hard.
I kissed her back.
It was a kiss fueled by passion, lust, and the intriguing possibility of a future together.
When she broke the kiss (no way was I going to break it), she quipped, "I'll be right back, I just need to get into something a bit less comfortable."
"Mmmmmm, take your time," I smiled, as she kissed me one more time... squeezed my cock... and winked.
I watched her shapely butt walking away, and then went into her living room. I looked around at pictures of her and her family on the walls. Everything about Emma was amazing. She was always smiling. Always glowing.
"Can you come and help me with something?" she called out.
"Coming," I said.
"I hope not yet," she called back, as I headed to her bedroom.
I laughed as I reached her room and had to stop in my tracks. "Wow!"
"Like?" she asked.

"Wow, just wow!" I repeated, admiring her sexy mostly black lingerie and red nylons.
"I think you're overdressed," she smiled. "It served you well in the restaurant, but..."
"I suppose I am," I said, as she came over to me, took off my tie and unbuttoned my dress shirt. As she did, she kissed my lips... then my neck... then she sucked on my nipples. "Shit," I groaned.
"So you have sensitive nipples," she said, as she sucked on one.
"Yeah," I said, although it was rare that a woman would spend any time on them.
She sucked on the other nipple before she took my shirt off and lowered herself before me. There's always something amazing about seeing a woman on her knees before me, but this time watching Emma unbuckle my belt, unzip my pants and pull them down, was the most sensual moment of my entire life!
"Oh my," she smiled, gazing at the hard-on in my tight boxers.

"You like?" I smiled, looking down at her, seeing the same amazement in her eyes as I'd had in mine when I saw her in the lingerie.
"Love," she said, as she leaned forward and put her lips on my cock... only my underwear keeping her mouth from making direct contact with it.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned. Nobody had ever done that to me before.
"Such a big cock," she purred, "those teasing pictures didn't do it justice."
"Then just wait until it's unleashed," I said, dying to feel her lips wrapped around it.
"Mmmmmm," she said, as she pulled my underwear down. "Wow!"
She took it in her hand and slowly stroked it as she admired my eight-inch cock. "Fuck," she said, "so fucking big!"
"Yeah, that feels really nice," I said, as she stroked my cock and rolled her fingers over its head.
"May I suck it?"
"You may do anything you want with my dick," I offered. "Please consider it your dick, too."
"I will," she smiled, before she leaned forward and took it into her mouth.
"Oh fuck," I groaned.
"Mmmmmmmmm," she moaned as she bobbed slowly on my cock... the vibrations of her humming mouth enhancing the intensity of my pleasure.
Then for a couple of minutes, she sucked me.
A few times deep throating all eight inches.
She moaned as she sucked... clearly enjoying sucking me as much as I was enjoying being sucked.
"Give me that first load, sexy," she said, stroking my cock. "I hope you'll have at least two loads for me tonight."
"At least two," I assured her, as she resumed bobbing on my cock, devouring it whole... easily the greatest blow job I'd ever received.
"Mmmmmmmm," she purred, her hands going to my ass as she kept sucking me.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to come," I warned, not wanting to be presumptuous that she'd swallow my load, although I sensed she'd want to.
"Mmmmmm," she purred, bobbing as fast as she could, until I couldn't hold back any longer.
"Oh fuck, baby," I groaned, before I exploded into her mouth.
She easily swallowed it all, not slowing down until she'd extracted every drop.
She then stood up and kissed me again. She had indeed swallowed, but while our tongues sparred with each other, I could still taste some of myself in her mouth, and I was a bit surprised to find it was not only pleasant, but even exciting. "Delicious," she said, before she crawled onto her bed and smiled, looking seductively back at me as I stared, "Why don't you take a picture? It will last longer."
"I do want this image to be forever imprinted in my head," I admitted, as I admired her from behind.

She next rolled onto her back and smiled up at me, asking, "So what do you want to do next?"
"A board game?" I joked. "I understand Cute, Dangerous Cats is very popular," as I got onto the bed and moved between her slightly parted legs.
"Or you could consider this your Ticket to Ride," she offered wickedly, referring to another board game I'd mentioned over dinner as being my favourite.
I laughed, "Well played," before I leaned forward and sucked on her pussy through her panties.
"I do have one rule for tonight," she moaned.
"And what's that?" I asked.
"You can eat my pussy and fuck my cunt, but my panties must stay on," she said.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah, it's my thing," she said.
"Works for me," I shrugged, as she pulled her panties aside to reveal her completely shaved pussy... glistening ever so slightly.
"Now get licking, sexy," she ordered.
It was my turn to moan, "Mmmmmmmm," as I leaned forward and began licking her.
"Oh yes," she moaned back to me, as I parted her lips and tasted her wetness.
"So delicious," I said, knowing that some girls could be self-conscious about their taste and scent.
"It's been marinating for you all day," she informed me wickedly, as I probed her hole.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned as I went to work on her pussy. I loved fucking a woman, but there was also something very personal and special about eating her pussy. A woman with her legs spread was so vulnerable, and listening to Emma's moans as I pleased her made my cock remain rock hard, even though I'd just come.
"Yeah, just like that... right there," she moaned, as I explored every crevice of her pussy.
"Such a sweet pussy," I said, as I brought my lips up to her clit and flicked my tongue across it.
"Oh... fuck... don't stop," she said, as I listened to her increasing moans.

As I went back and forth between her clit and pussy lips, she moaned, "Finger me, baby. Finger fuck me."
I obliged her request and slid two fingers inside her, as I focused my tongue's and lips' attentions on her clit.
"Oh, fuck yes," she moaned, as her hand went to my head and held me deep in her wetness, and I focused on pleasing her both inside and out.
"Come for me, you sexy nylon vixen," I ordered, as her moans increased and I worked her over.
"Oh yes, baby, don't stop, don't stop, oh, fuck yes," Emma babbled, her orgasm imminently close.
I pumped my fingers in and out as fast as I could, until she made that impossible by pressing my face deep into her pussy, lifting her ass up, and squirting all over my mouth and face.
I eagerly lapped up the sweet pussy cum as her body quaked. "Oh fuck, so good, so good!"
A minute later she had recovered enough to push me onto my back and take my cock back in her mouth.
"Oh fuck," I groaned, loving her insatiable, inexorable lust.
After a couple more minutes of working me over, she pulled back and asked, "So you were interested in playing a board game?"
"Is that the next item on our agenda?" I smiled, referring to what she said her favourite board game was... both of us were geeky and had some game club friends.
My phone rang.
"You can get that," she said.
"No, no, it's fine," I said, knowing it was my Mom.
"Is it your Mom?" she asked.
"Yeah," I nodded, since that was her ring tone.
"Then get it," she said. "I'll wait."
"You're sure?"
"Yeah," she said, "I can keep myself entertained just fine for a while," as she got onto all fours and brought her hand to her pussy.
I got off the bed, but the ringing stopped.
"I guess it wasn't that important," she smiled.
"Yeah, it would really suck if my Mom started cock blocking me," I joked.
"So," she said, assuming a pose that screamed, 'Come fuck me.' "Are you going to give me my first Valentine's Day fucking of the night now, or what?"

"Or what? What's the other option?" I asked playfully, as I stroked my cock. Or perhaps 'brandished' it was a better descriptor, since it was leaking precum again, and was pointed directly at her.
"That was just a figure of speech," she said. "Now get that big dick over here, and shove it into my pussy."
Still feeling playful, I asked, "What happened to the sex slave you promised me?"
"She's right here," she quipped back. "So if you're telling me you don't want to fuck me right now..." she trailed off meaningfully, while my attention went to the horrible thought of playing that board game with her right now.
"No, I do, I do,!" I caved immediately. I quickly got on the bed, got behind her, and pulled her panties to the side.
"Just slide your big cock inside me, baby," she said, looking back over her shoulder and into my eyes.
"Yeah," was all I could say as I did just that, sliding my pussy into my dream girl.
"Oh yeah," she moaned. "Now fuck me, baby, fuck me with that big cock."



My hands on her hips, I began fucking her hard.
"Oh, fuck yes, give it to me, give me that big cock," she moaned as I slammed into her.
"Oh!" I moaned, in awe that at long last I was fucking Emma herself!
For a couple minutes I pounded her from behind, my body slamming into hers. Then she started bouncing back to meet my thrusts. "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, give me that entire cock!"
"Oh, yeah!"
Another minute later she pulled away from me, pushed me onto my back and straddled me.
"It's your turn for a Ticket to Ride," I grinned up at her as she lowered her pussy onto me and started riding.
"Consider it a lifetime pass," she said, bracing her hands against my chest while she really rode me... a position very few girls I'd ever been with could manage so smoothly.
"Fuck, you're so hot," I said, watching her in action.
"Is that because your dick is inside my pussy?"
"That does enhance your beauty for sure," I agreed.
"Brat," she moaned.
Then she really rode me... and after a minute she leaned down to kiss me, and I began bucking my ass up to fuck her.
"Oh yes, fuck, you're such a stud," she moaned.
"Oh fuck," I moaned.
A couple minutes in this position and I was beginning to cramp, so I grabbed her around the waist and rolled us both over, so she was lying on her back and I was sitting on top of her.
"Lick my soles," she smiled, lifting both of her feet up to my face while I continued fucking her.
"Mmmmmmm," I said, taking both of her ankles in my hands as I licked one of her salty, sheer soles.
"That feels so nice."
"And it tastes so good," I added, licking every square inch of her sole.
"The other one too," she said.
I shifted feet and gave the same tongue bathing attention to her other one.
"I like a man who likes feet," she said.
"I love feet," I said, "especially in nylons."
"Then I have some good news," she moaned, "since I always wear nylons... even when I'm sleeping."
"You really are my dream girl," I said, as I moved to her toes and proceeded to suck on each one individually.
"I am pretty perfect," she said.
"Yes you are," I agreed, as I gave my attention to all ten of her toes.
"Now I want you to fuck me, make me come, and then spew your next load into my pussy," she said, spreading her pussy lips wide open for me.

"Fuck," I said, as I grabbed her ankles and slid back into her pussy.
"Yeah, really give it to me," she moaned. "Give it to me good."
"Oh yeah," I said as I leaned forward to get as deep as possible into her pussy, while still being able to keep licking the soles of her nylon-clad feet.
"Harder baby, harder," she begged a minute later.
I did as she asked, and slammed into her hard... my second load of the night coming to a boil.
"Oh yes, baby, give it to me, give me all that fucking dick," she moaned.
I could feel sweat beginning to roll down my forehead as I kept fucking her as hard as I could.
"Don't stop! Oh yes, fuck me, baby," she cried out, obviously getting close.
As I kept going as fast as I could, she screamed a dozen strokes later, "Oh yes, baby! Fuck, fuck, fuck! I'm coming!"
As I felt her wetness bathing my cock, my own orgasm was about to erupt.
"Come inside me, come inside me, fill my pussy with your cum!" she babbled deliriously as she continued to tremble.
"Fuck," I grunted, and a few seconds later I was filling her pussy.
"Yesssss," she moaned.
A minute later I pulled out and collapsed onto the bed on my back. She crawled onto my chest and said, as her hand traced my nipple, "That was amazing."
"Best ever," I said.
"Mmmmm," she said, as we were suddenly both exhausted. "Will you stay over?"
"I'm certainly not leaving you," I said.
She kissed me, pulled the blanket over us and said, "Happy Valentine's Day."
"Happy Valentine's Day to you too," I said, feeling so grateful for her surprise texts and wondering what tomorrow would bring.
EPILOGUE
The next morning... brought a new outfit for her to wear, and a sweet back shot fucking as she had me use her pigtails for reins while I pounded her.
I'd like to say that we then went back to sleep, and then woke up in time to share a leisurely brunch, but it was a Wednesday, so I needed to get to school and she to her accounting firm.

She did however send me this next photo while I was having lunch.

And this is how she looked when I returned to her home after work:

Within a week I'd moved into her house, and you could have knocked my Mom over with a feather when we told her we were an item. This what she surprised me with on our one-month anniversary:

The following Valentine's Day this is what she wore... under her wedding dress...

.....
.....
.....
HAPPY VALENTINE'S DAY 2023
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Mommy Talk: A Daughter's Offer
Summary: A daughter steps up to aid her lonely and horny mother.
Note 1: This is a Valentine's Day 2023 Contest Story, so please vote.
Note 2: The idea for this story came from the wicked Girlsway video clip, 'Way Better Than Dad', starring Arianna Marie. The specific idea came from one of the hottest offers I've ever encountered in porn: "I could fuck you."
Note 3: Be warned: this story is filled with MOMMY TALK.
Note 4: All characters are at least 18-years-old.
Note 5: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Mommy Talk: A Daughter's Offer
Ashley was all dressed up for her date with her boyfriend. She was wearing a fun powder blue dress, a new garter-belt and bra (also blue), and mocha-coloured stockings with no panties. Her pussy was recently shaved. She smiled at herself as she looked into the mirror seductively and said, "Mike is so getting fucked tonight!"
She slipped into her blue four-inch heels and indulged in a little twirl.
She still had an hour before she had to leave, but she didn't want to take the slightest chance of not being ready on time.
She was about to brush her teeth, when she heard soft sobbing coming from her Mom's bedroom. Knowing she was welcome there, she went in and asked, "Are you okay, Mom?"
Payton, wiped her eyes, saying, "I'm fine, honey."
"Mom, no one is ever fine when they say they're fine in that way," Ashley disagreed compassionately, going around and sitting down on the bed next to her Mom.
"Oh honey, it's just because of what day it is," the mother relented, this being the first Valentine's Day since her divorce.
"You seem particularly stressed out about it," the daughter observed.
"It's my first Valentine's Day alone," the Mom explained. "And for some stupid reason, I decided to go through the rest of your dad's things today."
"Would you like me to help?"
"Aren't you going out tonight?"
"Not for another hour," Ashley said. "So what's in there?"
"Mostly junk," the Mom said, "But then I found this picture of us in Hawaii."
"Oh. That's where you first met each other."
"Yeah," Payton smiled softly, remembering the good times, having met him when she was just out of high school, and she was there with her parents on holiday.
"I'm sorry, Mom," Ashley said, "but you deserve lots better than dad ever treated you."
"That's sweet of you to say, honey," Payton said, her daughter having totally sided with her during the divorce. In fact, she'd had to convince her daughter even to talk to her dad, after he'd left her for a younger woman... one only five years older than Ashley.
"I mean it," Ashley said. "We need to find you a man."
"I don't even know how to get back into that world," the Mom said. She'd been eighteen when she met her husband, nineteen when she got married, twenty when she gave birth to Ashley, and now that she was thirty-nine, she was single and alone. Except for her steadfastly loving daughter Ashley, of course.
"You're still very hot, Mom," the daughter said. She was happy to realise that she too would still look this hot when she got older... since she and her mother looked very much alike.
"Thanks, honey," the mother said. "I needed to hear that."
"Is there anything I can do to help?"
"I don't know," the mother said. "It's just that I'm bored, lonely, and..."
"And what?"
"Nothing. You're my daughter."
"I'm eighteen, Mom, almost nineteen. We can talk about adult things, especially if you're stressing out about them," the daughter pointed out.
"True," the mother acknowledged.
"So you're bored, lonely, and what else?"
"Horny! I'm horny!" the Mom answered, just blurting it out.
"What?" the daughter blurted back. That wasn't what she'd thought the third item might be, even though she'd had no preconceptions about it.
"Horny," the Mom repeated, and then she added, "I haven't been intimate with anyone for over a year."
"You haven't gotten laid in an entire year?" Ashley gasped.
"Yeah. We in a dry spell before he left," the Mom said, then spitefully, "probably because he was already banging that bitch."
"Then you need to get banged too," Ashley said bluntly.
"Ashley!" the Mom gasped.
"What? You'd rather we called it getting hammered, screwed, shagged, pounded... or even fucked?" the daughter listed wickedly, taking full liberties with this new (admittedly understated) agreement about their both being adults.
"Jesus, Ashley, you're not helping my libido," the Mom laughed, oddly liking this frank, bordering on raunchy discussion. "Or rather you are helping it, instead of helping me to ignore it."
"Be that as it may, what you need is a fuck buddy," Ashley said bluntly.
"What?" the Mom asked, shocked.
"You know, a fuck buddy. Someone you're not in love with, but you can still call him or her whenever you need some sex," the daughter explained. She'd had two guys like that before she started dating Mike... and she still had their numbers in case things didn't work out. (She also had some current girlfriends... more about them later.)
"I thought you were supposed to be a good girl," the Mom laughed.
"I'm almost nineteen, Mom, I've been sleeping around some."
"Lalalalaa!" the Mom sang out loudly, covering her ears.
"Mom, we're both adults," the daughter reminded her.
"I know, I know. It's just weird to think about my baby girl having sex," the Mom said.
"Sorry to break your bubble, but tonight I plan on fucking Mike," she grinned teasingly.
"Then I'm happy one of us is getting some, but please spare me any details."
"So you haven't gotten any for more than a year?" the daughter repeated.
"None," the Mom said, "I'm dryer than the Sahara Dessert."
"Then you really should get yourself a fuck buddy..." she said, "...or something."
The Mom shook her head in consternation, "I can't believe I'm even having a conversation like this with my daughter."
"Sooooooo..." Ashley said, pausing for a long moment both for effect, but also to check in with herself about whether she really wanted to make this offer, "... since I love you so much, and I'm pretty sure you love me just as much..." another pause, this one only for effect... "I could fuck you."
"Whaat?" The Mom gasped, shocked by her daughter's offer. "That's outrageous!"
"Outrageous why?" Ashley asked back. "It's a perfect solution to your problem. For starters, you know I won't go blabbing about you all over town."
"And since when are you a lesbian?" The Mom asked. She knew she had a boyfriend, so she was struggling to process her daughter's disconcerting offer.
"I'm not," she said, "but I've been experimenting with girls too, Mom. Which makes me bisexual."
"You've been experimenting with girls?" the mother asked, stopping just short of adding the word "too". She remembered her teen days, and doing her own exploring with girls... but then stopping cold turkey the day she walked down the aisle... although she'd been fucked by her Maid of Honour, and had eaten all three of her bridesmaids' pussies the night before.
"Yeah, with a few of them," Ashley admitted, "including Fran."
"Fran?" The mother asked. Fran was her daughter's best friend, and Fran's mother was her own best friend.
"Yeah," Ashley grinned, loving the look of shock... and was that also some admiration?... on her Mom's face. In her eyes, eating pussy didn't count as cheating, and she was even toying with the idea of letting Mike watch sometime. "Actually," she added, "Fran and I fool around together quite a lot."
"My goodness," the Mom said, processing this additional astonishing information. "Wow!"
"So Mommy dearest, and in my case I mean that endearment sincerely, ya wanna fuck?"
Hearing her daughter making that offer with such obvious sincerity brought instant wetness to Payton's pussy, and a chill up her spine. Her daughter's cute voice added to the erotic punch in this conversation. "Ashley, I have no idea what to say."
"Simply say, 'Yes please Ashley, I do want you to fuck me,'" the daughter advised, for some reason the idea of committing incest really turning her on. Fran had said how hot Ashley's Mom was, and how much she'd love to go down on her, but until this conversation, Ashley had never seen her mother as a sexual being... but just as being her mother like she'd always been... as silly as that might seem in retrospect.
"Well," the mother mused, finding the offer very tempting, "I am bored, and I'm lonely."
"Don't forget how horny you are," the daughter reminded her.
"Yes, I am horny," the mother agreed, "really, really horny."
"Then just say the words. Tell me you want me to fuck you, Mommy," Ashley urged. For reasons she didn't know, the word 'Mommy' upped the ante of how wickedly hot this conversation was becoming.
"Yes, well...." the mother hesitated... hearing the term 'Mommy' also making her pussy gush a little.
"And I think it will be really hot," Ashley said, hoping to switch their focus from 'if' to 'when'. "Just picture it, Mommy! Picture us both naked, and I'm fucking my Mom... my Mommy."
"Oh, Ashley," the mother said, unable to avoid that hot visual, and getting all flustered. She couldn't help glancing at her daughter's smallish breasts, and picturing what they might look like out in the open.
"I think you're hot, Mommy, and I really want to fuck you," Ashley said, "but I can't do it without your permission," getting horny herself, from the idea of pleasuring her Mom. She loved eating pussy, and the thought of eating her mother was now looking very, very appealing.
"Um... if we did this, it would need to be a one-time thing," Payton said, knowing this... exploration? Dalliance?... was wrong, but the temptation was getting impossible to resist. She was beginning to understand why Eve bit that apple... although Payton was craving a peach.
"Sure, Mom," Ashley agreed. "But if it is only once, that will be your decision, not mine. Even if you still feel that way afterward, you'll always be welcome to change your mind."
"Okay," the Mom said, making up her mind. "Then let's do this." She got off the bed, went to her bottom dresser drawer, pulled out a strap-on, and turned back around, brandishing it in the air. "Tadaah!"
"Wow, talk about jumping right in... I'm impressed! But Mom, you have one of those just sitting in your drawer?" Ashley was astonished to see that strap-on cock displayed so proudly in her Mom's hand.
"Um, yeah. I ordered it online a few weeks ago," the Mom admitted, suddenly feeling a bit shy. Had she just shocked her daughter? "I didn't realize it was a strap-on though, I thought it was just a vibrator."
"Aaaaah... mmmmmm," the daughter smiled, not shocked at all, but not believing her Mom... and really curious to know why she'd gotten it.
"I'm serious," the Mom said.
"Okay, I believe you," Ashley lied. "I've never used one of these," she then admitted truthfully, "you'll need to help me put it on."
"You've never fucked Fran or gotten fucked with one of these?" The Mom asked crudely, getting more comfortable with what was happening, since her daughter appeared to be totally on board with the proceedings, and she herself had decided to give her libido free rein. It was now in overdrive and controlling her actions, which she was just fine with.
"I've never fucked Fran or anyone else with one of these phalluses," she admitted with a smile. "Never even seen one up close before, even though I've seen a few pussies up close."
"You'll need to take your dress off," the Mom said.
"Okay, Mommy," Ashley said, pulling her dress up and over her head, revealing her sexy lingerie. And her naked, hairless pussy.
"Oh, my, you look amazing, honey," the Mom said, admiring her daughter's body. And her naked, hairless pussy!
"Thanks, you've just become the beneficiary of my Valentine's Day plans for Mike."
"Then are you sure you have enough time to fuck Mommy?" Payton asked, now loving the sound of those words.
"I'll fit you in," she smiled wickedly.
"I think I'll be the one fitting you in," the Mom said just as wickedly, as she removed her shirt.
"You're so bad, Mommy," Ashley said.
"You're making me into a bad Mommy tonight," she agreed.
"I've never noticed how big your tits are, Mommy."
"Do you want to see them?" Payton asked, reaching behind her back to unclasp her bra.
"Yes please Mommy, I really want to see your titties."
"Then let me see yours too," the Mom said, and both of them freed their tits from their lace prisons.
"Like?" Ashley asked, cupping hers provocatively.
"You have an amazing body."
"Take off your shorts, Mom," Ashley requested.
"Don't you mean Mommy?" The mother asked, having just learned she preferred 'Mommy' to 'Mom' in this situation.
"Yes Mommy, strip off your shorts for your baby girl, so she can fuck you," Ashley amended wickedly.
"Yes, honey," the Mom said, standing up and removing her shorts.
"Panties too, Mommy," Ashley ordered, as she stood there in just her garter-belt and stockings and heels. "I can't fuck you with them on."
"Yes honey," the Mom said, and then admiring her daughter's body added, "Look at you, honey. You've become a very beautiful woman."
"I take after you," Ashley said.
"I can see why the boys..." Payton said, then paused before adding, "...and I guess the girls... must be all over you."
Ashley sat back down on the bed and patted the spot next to her. "And once I invite some of those girls home with me, they'll be all over you, too. Come and sit next to me, Mommy."
The Mom giggled awkwardly as... now totally naked... she sat down next to her daughter... shivering a little with excitement and trepidation.
Ashley moved her hands to her Mom's large 36D tits and cupped them. "They're so big!"
"Yours are getting big too," the Mom smiled, admiring her daughter's tits, which were 34B. Except for their respective breast sizes, their shapely bodies were almost identical, even though the Mom was a tad over twenty years older than her daughter. "I guess amazing bodies and tits are in our DNA."
"I guess so," Ashley said, leaning over and sucking on her Mom's left nipple.
"Oh, honey!"
"So big and nice."
"That feels good, honey."
"How could dad walk away from these perfect tits?"
"I don't know."
"So fucking big," Ashley repeated, moving to the other nipple... in complete awe of her Mom's large breasts.
A minute later, the mother placed her hands on her daughter's cheeks and leaned in for a soft, gentle, sensual kiss.
"You kiss awesomely," Ashley said, in a bit of a daze.
"You too, honey," the Mom said, kissing her again. "Now suck on Mommy's tits some more."
"Yes Mommy," Ashley agreed, unable to take her eyes off them.
After another minute, the Mom moaned, "You've definitely been doing this with your girlfriend."
"I can't believe I'm sucking my Mommy's titties this time, instead of Fran's," Ashley purred as she worshipped them.
"You're such a naughty girl," Payton moaned... not accustomed to receiving this much attention, even when she'd still been married. Sure, he'd manhandled them and sucked on them, but only as a step towards getting his dick inside her. He'd never invested any time in worshipping them like they deserved.
"Mmmmmm," the daughter moaned adoringly.
"You like sucking on Mommy's titties?" Payton asked, gently pushing her head away, so she could lean forward and take a turn sucking on her daughter's nipples.
"No, Mommy," the daughter moaned. "I love sucking on them."
"Such perky tits."
"Perky, yes. But not as big and glorious as yours."
"You're not done growing them yet."
"I sure hope not. I want mine someday to be as big and perfect as yours are."
A minute later the mother asked, as she picked up the strap-on harness, "Are you ready to try this thing out on Mommy?"
"Sure," the daughter giggled. "I'll fuck my Mommy!"
"Okay, let's do this. Let's get you fucking your Mommy," the Mom said excitedly, handing her daughter the harness.
Ashley accepted the harness and examined it, saying, "This thing looks tricky."
"Here, let me help you put it on."
"Thanks, Mommy," the daughter said, as her Mom dropped to her knees and helped her step into the harness.
"Turn around, honey."
"Okay."
"You have a cute little butt," the Mom said, giving it a squeeze and a brief kiss before she stood up, brought the harness with her, and tightened it around her daughter's hips.
Ashley checked out the hot pink cock sticking out in front of her and said, "This is wild. Now I'm all decked out for Valentine's Day!"
"I know," the Mom said. "You look really hot with a pink cock. It's a perfect match for my pink pussy!"
"Thanks, Mommy," she said, wiggling her dick around. "But it's still a little loose."
"How about now?" the Mom asked, after tightening the strap.
"That's better. Now I have a nice, securely seated dick," she said with a giggle, "A big pink dick!" And it was big... about eight inches long, and as thick as an Italian sausage.
Mom laughed softly as excitement grew inside of her, "You're so silly." But then after a pause as some nervousness suddenly washed though her, she confessed, "It's been a long time, honey. And that is a big dick. Maybe too big."
"I promise I'll go slow, and I'll make you feel good," Ashley smiled warmly. "And then once you tell me you're ready, I'll fuck you good and hard."
"Oh honey," Mom blushed.
"How do you want me to fuck you, Mom?"
"Your dirty talk is so wicked, honey," she said as she grabbed a tube of lube.
"But are you dirty enough to want your eighteen-year-old daughter fucking your pussy, Mommy?" Ashley asked, deliberately pushing her Mom's limits.
"Fuck, honey," the mother said. "Of course I'm dirty enough now! You've gotten Mommy so excited I might do anything!"
However, the mother nervously up the dick with an excessive amount of lube as she repeated, "I haven't had sex for a while."
"I'll make sure your pussy stays nice and wet, Mommy," Ashley assured her, eager to start using the strap-on.
The Mom said after she finished lubing the dick, "So I think at first, I'll just sit down on it. That'll give me all the control I should need."
Ashley sat back down on the edge of the bed, smiled her agreement and said, "Yes, Mommy. If that's the way you'll feel the most comfortable, you should just sit on it."
"I can't believe we're about to do this," the Mom said, as she straddled her daughter's nylon-clad legs... gliding her hands over them. "These are so soft and smooth."
"I know, Mike likes to touch my legs when I'm wearing nylons, which is just one reason I always wear them," Ashley said.
"Mommy has always liked wearing nylons too," she said, resting her hands on her daughter's nylon-clad legs as she lowered herself onto the pink dick.
"Now that we're breaking the ice, you can caress your daughter's nylon-clad legs anytime you like," Ashley offered, as she watched her Mom's pussy swallow up the dick.
"Ohhhh, thank you, honey," the mother moaned, both for the offer, and because her daughter was being so accommodating about the best way of giving her the dick and the fucking, she so desperately needed after such an endless dry spell.
Ashley was in awe as she watched her Mom settling down onto her from behind, staring at her Mom's nice ass as she gradually, carefully, took the entire dick. "Oh wow, Mommy!"



"Oh, fuck!"
"You took all of that dick into your pussy, Mommy."
"Oh, it's been so long," Payton moaned, as she sat on the dick and just enjoyed the sensation of having her pussy filled.
"You sitting on my dick looks so hot."
"I love sitting on it," the Mom said, as she began riding it slowly.
"Ride it, ride my dick!"
"That feels so good, baby!"
"Are your big titties bouncing all over the place, Mommy?" Ashley asked, wishing her mother was facing her.
"They are, baby," the Mom moaned, beginning to ride the dick faster... happy to know that like riding a bike, this skill was coming back immediately. After a few more smooth bounces, she asked, "Do you like fucking Mommy's pussy?"
Although she wasn't doing anything but sitting there while her mother did all the work, the idea of what was happening was thrilling! So she agreed, "Oh yes, Mommy, I love fucking you," stressing the word 'fucking' in her best sexy, sensual voice.
As her pleasure rose, Payton brought her hand to her clit and began rubbing it, as she bounced on the big cock.
"This is so hot, Mommy, ride my dick," Ashley encouraged her.
"It feels so fucking good, honey, so fucking good!"
"I love watching you fuck yourself on my dick!"
"Make me feel good, honey," the Mom moaned, cupping her own tits. "You're such a good girl to be fucking Mommy on Valentine's Day."
"I'm your nasty good girl, and I'll fuck you any day, Mommy," Ashley smiled. "Anytime... anyplace."
"You're fucking me way better than your dad ever did," Payton moaned, her orgasm rising.
"Mmmmmm," the daughter moaned, still not doing much of anything, but loving this experience nonetheless. "Ride that cock, Mommy. Fucking ride it!"
"You're such a good girl, letting Mommy bounce on you," she moaned.
"Fuck yourself on me, Mommy," Ashley encouraged, getting very turned on just by watching her mother bounce.
"Yes, yes, oh fuck yes! Mommy is going to come," Payton declared, really working the cock over.
"Are you going to come on my dick, Mommy?"
"Yes, baby!"
"Then come all over my dick Mommy, coat my dick with your pussy cum!"
"Oh fuck," the mother moaned, her orgasm imminent as she began moving her hips in a circular motion to enhance her pleasure. "You're such a good girl fucking Mommy."
"You're doing almost all the work," Ashley teased, kissing her Mom's back.
Payton leaned back on her daughter as she rode her, who in this better position reached around and grabbed her large tits for the first time, and began bucking her hips strongly upwards to actually fuck her Mom!
"You're such a good girl," the Mom repeated, "you're making my pussy so fucking wet."
Adding to the wickedness, Ashley pushed the boundaries past just fucking her Mom, "I bet you can't wait to taste my sweet little pussy too, am I right?"
"Ohhh," the mother moaned, that not having been on her mind, but now it sounded absolutely divine! "I can't wait to taste your sweet little pussy, baby!"
The Mom got off the dick, quickly dropped to her knees on the bedroom floor, and took the pink cock, wet with her pussy juice, into her mouth.
"Oh, yes Mommy, suck my cock, get all your pussy juices off of my dick," Ashley encouraged her, finding the act she was witnessing very erotic.
"Mmmmmmm," Payton moaned, and after a few more bobs, "Mommy loves such a tasty cock."
"So I see," the daughter smiled fondly, as her Mom stood up, leaned down, and started kissing her... sweet tender kisses, with just a hint of urgency.
Ashley broke the kiss and asked, "Does my sweet Mommy want her daughter to fuck her some more?"
"Yes please, baby. And Mommy isn't nervous about it anymore, so now are you going to fuck me nice and hard, with your big pink Mommy-fucking cock?" the Mom requested wickedly, kissing her daughter again.
To Ashley, the idea that she was now an official mother fucker was utterly pussy gushing. So she smiled and agreed, "Oh yes! I'll show you I'm a real mother fucker, Mommy."
"Oh, yes honey, you are a real mother fucker now! Show me what a good one you are," the mother urged.
"Get on the bed and lie on your back, Mommy," Ashley ordered, spinning her mother around, and then playfully pushing her onto her back. "I'm in charge, now that you're all warmed up and ready for me!"
"Oh! Mommy loves a good girl who knows what she wants, and takes charge," the mother moaned as she spread her legs wide apart.
"So you're ready for more fucking, Mommy?" the daughter asked, feeling a massive rush of power from wielding her big pink cock, while she admired her Mom's body. Thirty-nine years old, and it was still perfection!
"Yes baby, Mommy needs to be fucked so bad," the Mom agreed, desperately rubbing her pussy.
"But wait, something is missing," the daughter said,
"What's missing?"
"Don't move," she said, unexpectedly leaving the room.
"W-w-where are you going?" The horny Mom called out... she'd been so close to getting that dick back in her pussy, but now... what?
Ashley snatched up the stockings lying on her bed, the red ones she had bought for tonight with her boyfriend, but had decided to go with this blue and mocha outfit instead, and returned.
"Lift a foot up, Mommy," Ashley said, as she hopped onto the bed.
"What are you doing?"
"It's Valentine's Day, so I think you should be wearing red, and you can be my Mommy in red," the daughter grinned, knowing her Mom's favourite song was 'Lady in Red'.
"Oh, you're so thoughtful," the Mom said, as she watched her daughter slowly and lovingly rolling the stocking up her leg.
"Why did you stop wearing nylons, Mommy?" the daughter asked.
"I'd always worn them to feel sexy, but after your dad betrayed me and left me for that other woman, I didn't feel sexy anymore," the Mom admitted, as the first red stocking was now fully on her leg.
"That was so shitty of him," Ashley said, "and I know you want me to like him and to respect him because he's my father, but I just can't! Not after what he did to you... to both of us."
"I never said I wanted you to like or to respect him, sweetheart. I just want you to be courteous to him, instead of refusing to speak to him. To act respectfully towards him so he doesn't have things to criticize you about. And while you're acting all nicey-nicey to the old fart, you don't have to mean a word of whatever you say to him; and whatever you do, don't ever tell him anything about yourself that actually matters to you. That good behaviour is for your sake, not his. Does that make sense?"
"Yes, Mommy, since you explain it that way, it makes perfect sense.
"But back to what we were talking about, I started wearing nylons because you wore them, and I thought they were sexy. Don't I look sexy in my nylons?"
"Yes, baby, you look real fucking sexy in nylons," the Mom agreed, admiring her daughter's legs in the mocha shade.
"And if you want your daughter to fuck this wet pussy," Ashley continued, putting the second nylon on, "I expect my Mommy pet to wear nylons at all times, from now on."
"Your Mommy pet?" Payton repeated, in a slightly erotic daze.
"If I'm your Mother fucker, than you need to be my Mommy pet. That's what I think, anyway. But what do you think? Don't you think you'd like to be my Mommy pet? Some things, like your wearing nylons, will be all the time, but you'll only need to do everything I say whenever we're playing. You'll still be my Mom, when it comes to things like advising me to be polite to my old fart of a sperm donor." In all her other girl-on-girl encounters, especially the ones with Fran, Ashley always took a decidedly submissive role. But with her Mommy, taking the lead felt natural... the way she should go, and the role her Mommy needed her to take... at least most of the time, since she knew she couldn't carry it off all the time. She'd have to play things by ear, and see how they went.
In her heated state, her daughter's words made complete sense to Payton... almost. "I think I prefer calling you my Mommy fucker, but whatever. I'll gladly wear nylons for you all the time, and do whatever you tell me to whenever we start taking our clothes off, if you promise to fuck Mommy whenever she needs your dick."
"Yes, my pet," Ashley said, "I believe we have an agreement we're both happy with." The stockings were now on, and she started sucking her Mom's toes. "I much prefer sucking on nylon-covered toes and licking soles when the nylons have been worn all day. Fran's nylon-clad toes and soles are always particularly delicious after they've spent a long day in her running shoes, and after her cheerleading practice."
"Oh my," the Mom moaned, both because having her toes sucked this way felt surprisingly erotic, and the idea of her daughter licking her best friend's sweaty feet while she was in a cheerleading outfit was absolutely delicious... pun indeed intended.
"Yeah. Next time I want to taste your salty, sweaty, nylon-clad feet, Mommy," she ordered, as she licked the sole of her Mom's foot from the heel to the toes.
"Oh, yes honey, I'll make sure they're nice and sweaty for you," she promised. "Now please baby girl... you Mommy fucker, you. Fuck me some more; fuck your Mommy."
"Mmmmmm, I'm going to fuck you so good, Mommy," the daughter purred, as she moved her big pink dick next to her Mom's glistening pussy.
"Please, baby! Just shove your big cock into Mommy," the Mom begged, desperate to be fucked, and fucked hard.
"Mmmmm, Mommy, you're so wet," the daughter assessed, as she rubbed the dildo up and down between her Mom's pussy lips.
"All because of you, honey," the Mom explained, thrusting up her hips, trying to get that dick inside her.
"Such a horny fucking Mommy," Ashley grinned naughtily, and then she slid her pink dick forward, and watched it disappear between her Mommy's matching pink pussy lips.
"Oh yes, just like that," the Mom moaned. "Now fuck me, baby."
After a few strokes, Ashley asked, "Do you like this, Mommy?"
"I love it, baby, I love being a slut for my baby girl."
"And I love having my own personal Mommy fuck toy," the daughter responded, as she fucked her Mom.
"Oh yes, that's it, you're such a good girl," the mother moaned, as she watched her beautiful daughter fuck her. "You look so hot, fucking Mommy."
"I love watching your big tits bouncing around as I fuck you."
"They're bouncing for you, honey."
"Oh, fuck Mom, you're so fucking hot when you're taking dick."
"When I'm taking my daughter's dick," the Mom added.
"Yes, when Mommy is taking her daughter's dick inside her flooded pussy."
"Oh, that's so good baby, oh my god, so good," the Mom moaned, as her daughter fucked her deeply, with smooth, gliding strokes.
"Is that good, Mommy? Am I fucking you good?"
"Oh, yes honey, you're fucking me so fucking good," the Mom moaned. "You're such a good girl, such a fucking good girl!"
"I love watching my big dick going inside you, Mommy," Ashley said, almost hypnotized by her own fucking.
"It's so hot having my daughter the one fucking me... my Mommy fucking daughter fucking me," the Mom said wickedly, the incest angle really driving her wild, in ways she couldn't possibly have fathomed before they'd crossed the line this evening.
"Yeah, your daughter is fucking you good," Ashley said, as she tugged her Mom's legs together to give her even better friction, leaned in, and started fucking her deeper and faster.
"Oh, baby. You're going so deep into Mommy. Don't you fucking stop!" the mother moaned, the effects of her pleasure increasing rapidly with this new angle.
A dozen strokes later, she too enjoying the incestuous aspect of this wicked sexual encounter, Ashley said, "Oh yes! Your daughter is fucking you good!"
The mother moaned, "Yes you are, baby."
As the pleasure increased and her orgasmic goal was nearing, she admired her daughter and said so. "You look so good fucking Mommy," and "you really know how to please Mommy," and "you're making Mommy so happy," and "you're such a good girl, such a good Mommy fucker!"
"Yeah, I'm a great Mommy fucker," Ashley agreed, loving the sound of those two words together so much... her pussy so wet from fucking her Mom. "Now take it, Mommy, take that dick."
"Yes, give Mommy that dick, baby, give it to me, give it to Mommy," the mother moaned, cupping her own breasts.
"Do you want it harder, Mommy?"
"Yeah, give it me harder, baby girl."
"Then beg for it, Mommy slut," Ashley ordered.
At any prior time Payton would have flared up in anger at being called a slut. But she'd called herself one for the first time in her life only a few moments ago. And even though she knew her loving daughter would be calling her that a lot going forward, hearing it added to the intensity of this experience, and she moaned, "Please baby, fuck Mommy, pound her pussy, slam her with that big dick, make me your submissive Mommy slut!"
"Oh yeah," Ashley moaned, loving to hear such nasty talk spewing from her normally sweet Mom's suddenly filthy mouth.
As her daughter fucked her harder, the mother begged, as her orgasm rose inside her, "Do it, do it, fucking fuck, Mommy! Give me that big pink Mommy fucking dick!"
"Yes, Mommy slut! I'm pounding your pussy, and I won't stop until you come!"
"Yes! Fuck your Mommy's pussy like a good girl," the mother begged, wrapping her nylon-clad legs around her daughter's waist.
"Take it, Mommy, take my pink dick," Ashley said, loving that she was making her own Mommy moan like this.
"Oh, God baby, you fuck me way better than your dad ever did!" the mother moaned.
"Oh yeah! Because I love you, and because I want to make you my live-in fuck toy, and because I want you addicted to me!" Ashley babbled, continuously slamming into her Mommy.
"Oh yes, I'll love being your addicted fuck toy," the Mom agreed, the idea so wickedly wild. Ordinarily the idea of being addicted to something would be abhorrent to her, but to Ashley? Bring it on!
"Do you like this?"
"I fucking love it," the mother said, and repeated "love-it-love-it," in a lustful daze. "I fucking love it."
"Take my dick!"
"Oh yes, you're making Mommy's pussy so fucking wet I'm almost squirting," Payton moaned. "Oh, my baby, yes, yes, yes!"
"Are you going to come for me?"
"Do you want Mommy to come for you? Or more importantly, will you allow me to?" she asked, as she lunged her ass up over and over to meet her daughter's downward thrusts.
"Yes, I fucking want to see my Mommy come on my dick," she said, pulling her legs apart to watch her Mom's pussy lips flexing back and forth while she took her daughter's big pink dick inside her over and over.
"Oh yes, keep fucking me like that, baby girl, yes yes, yes, fuck Mommy," she moaned... so close to eruption!
Ashley, sweat dripping down her forehead and stinging her eyes, as she experienced being the top instead of the bottom for the first time, "Come for me, Mommy, come for your daughter!"
"Oh yes, don't stop baby, don't stop, don't fucking stop," the mother pleaded, her orgasm imminent. "Right there, right fucking there!"
"Come for me, now, Mommy slut."
"Oh fuuuuuck."
"You're really taking that dick in your pussy," Ashley said, in awe of the surreal reality of what they were doing together.
"So close... fuck me, Mommy fucker! Fuck me, fuck me! Fuck yes! Mommy's coming! You made Mommy COME!" the mother bellowed as her intense, body-quaking, toe-curling orgasm cascaded through her.
"You just came all over my pink dick!" Ashley said, loving the sight of her Mom coming, her cheeks red, her legs twitching, and the look of utter euphoria in her glazed eyes.
"I did, I really did," the mother gasped weakly, looking blearily up at her daughter, who leaned down and kissed her.
After a brief kiss, Payton gushed, "That was so good, honey."
"Yeah, so good," Ashley agreed.
More kissing.
"Your small-dicked father never made me come like that," the Mom said.
"I was pretty sure I'd be a better fuck."
The mother still in a lustful daze, and not wanting this encounter to end said, "I think now it's time for Mommy to lick her baby girl's pussy."
"Oh Mommy, I'd love that," Ashley purred, kissing her Mommy again.
"So you want Mommy to lick your pussy?" The Mom asked, loving the sound of those taboo words coming out of her mouth.
"Mmmmmmm, yes Mommy, and I also want you to fuck your eighteen-year-old daughter with your pink dick," she elaborated, as her Mom sat up and kissed her neck.
"Let's get this dick off of you then," the mother said, as she went to take it off.
"Yes, take my dick off of me, Mommy," the daughter said.
"Yes, honey."
Once off, Ashley took the dick, put it in her mouth, and sucked her Mom's pussy off of it.
"That's so sexy and so dirty, cleaning Mommy's cum off the dick you just fucked her with," Payton said, cupping her daughter's perky tits.
Ashley tossed the dick aside and asked, "That's right, I'm your sexy, dirty, good girl. So... are you going to eat my pussy, or what?"
As the Mom pushed her daughter onto her back, she asked, "Don't you have a date tonight?"
"I may have to be late for it," she said, as she spread her legs wide.
"Yes. Because Mommy needs to make her baby girl happy," Payton said, as she crawled between her daughter's stocking-clad legs and stroked both hands up and down the silky sheer fabric.
"Make me happy, Mommy. Make me really happy," the daughter said, looking down at her Mom between her legs, with her mouth getting closer to her pussy.
"Such a pretty pussy," the mother appraised, now lying on her stomach and staring into its glistening wetness. She brought her hand to the flooded pussy lips, and traced her fingers around them teasingly.
"Oh, Mommy," Ashley moaned.
"You're so wet already."
"Lick me, Mommy."
"You smell so good," she said, as she parted her daughter's pussy lips even wider.
"Oh yes, Mommy," the daughter moaned, as she felt her Mom's tongue begin licking her.
"Mmmmmm, such a delicious pussy," the Mom said, as she licked her daughter eagerly.
"That feels so good," Ashley moaned.
Payton explored and tasted every crevice of her daughter's tantalizing pussy over the next couple of minutes, as her daughter moaned and continued her incestuous naughty talk. "Oh yes, Mommy... yeah... eat me, my Mommy pet... feels so good... oh, Mommy... so good... oh yes Mommy, right there... right there... Mommy... you're making me so wet... ooooh Mommy... ooooh!"
"You taste so fucking good, honey," the Mom said, lost in her own rapture, at pleasuring her own flesh and blood. It should have felt wrong, but if it was supposed to be wrong, why did it feel so right... and so good?
She kissed the pussy lips... licked between the wet lips... and then took the clit between her lips.
"Oh, fuck Mom. Fuck yes, work my clit over," Ashley moaned, her orgasm rising rapidly. "I want to come all over your pretty face, Mommy," she moaned, grabbing the back of her Mom's head and thrusting up with her hips.
"Mmmm," the mother purred as she looked down at her daughter's cunt. "Mommy is going to suck her hungry mouth onto your pretty, pink pussy, and I want you to fucking come all over Mommy's face. Can you do that for me, baby?"
"Yes, Mommy, I want to come all over your face," the daughter moaned, grinding her pussy up and down on her Mom's face.



More than anything, the mother wanted to taste her daughter's pussy cum, as she sucked on her daughter's clit and really worked it over... moaning as she did.
As her orgasm rose, Ashley got even more animated, "Oh fuck, you nasty daughter's-cunt-eating Mommy... right there...Mommy... right fucking there... you're about to make me come... all over your face... all over my Mommy's pretty face!"
Payton licked and rubbed the teen's sopping wet pussy as she ordered, "Come for Mommy, baby! Come on Mommy's face!"
"Oh yes, Mommy, you're making me come... oh fuck... so good, don't stop... don't stop, please, please, please," Ashley babbled frantically, nearing apocalyptic bliss.
The mother ate the pussy so aggressively, that sloppy sounds echoed around in the room as she moaned, receiving her own pleasure simply from pleasing her daughter.
"Yes, yes, fuck! I'm coming!" Ashley screamed, as her legs tightened, and her pussy juice flooded out of her teen pussy and onto the MILF's face.
The mother eagerly and hungrily lapped up the pussy cum as it gushed out of her daughter's pussy. "You taste so good!" she moaned, lapping up her daughter's cum, making her entire body burn with pleasure.
"You're so good, Mommy," Ashley said, now enjoying the continuous aftershocks of the most intense, life changing orgasm of her young life.
"I've never enjoyed anything more, baby girl," the mother said, lapping up the last of her daughter's flowing wetness.
"Will you come and sit on my face now Mommy?" Ashley asked, "it's my favourite position."
"Is it, you dirty little girl?" The mother asked, and she gave one long, smooth, final lick to her daughter's pussy and moved up... advancing to her daughter's tits... cupping them both as she sucked one hard nipple, and then the other into her mouth.
"Oh, Mom," Ashley moaned, still experiencing the final sensations of her orgasm.
"You've got such a perfect body, baby," the Mom said, advancing upwards further, and kissing her daughter's lips and face.
"Please, Mommy!" Ashley begged again, "Come sit on my face, just like Fran and all the other girls do."
"Fran? Okay, but what other girls?" the Mom asked curiously.
"We have a secret lesbian fuck club... it's a dozen girls," the daughter revealed, as her Mom finally sat up, spun around and straddled her face, but she still didn't touch down.
"And they all sit on your face?"
"Yes Mommy, they all sit on my face, even the nerds," she admitted.
"It felt so natural when you took charge of me a little while ago. Are you saying you don't do that all the time?"
"No, Mommy. I always take charge of any boys I fuck, and I agree it felt natural for me to take charge of you just now, but with other girls, they're always the ones who tell me what to do, and they always sit on my face, and now I want you to do that. Does that make sense? I know I'm not being very consistent."
"What doesn't make sense to me is people's need to be consistent all the time... that's so limiting, and it sounds to me like you're what they call a switch, which means you stay in touch with your feelings and go with the flow wherever that takes you. So if you want to fuck the blue blazes out of me sometimes and treat me like your Mommy-slut, but right now you want me to sit on your face, I think that's really fucking hot," the Mom said, this revelation about her daughter's willingness to be and to do just about anything, somehow added even more fuel to her burning libido, as she settled down onto her daughter's face. So was she being a mother hen right now to her daughter and therefore in charge, or was she still being her Mommy-slut and abiding by her wishes? It didn't really matter. Either way, she was about to get her pussy licked!
Which is exactly what happened. As soon as the pussy was within reach, Ashley licked hungrily and eagerly, using her tongue to probe, while nodding her head up and down.
"Oh fuck, baby, that feels good," Payton moaned.
"Oh fuck, you taste so good, Mommy," Ashley crooned, loving her mother's sweet forbidden peach.
"You can eat me anytime, baby girl," Mom offered, as she leaned down to taste her daughter again, this time in a shared 69.
"Oh fuck," Ashley moaned.
After another moment, and a few more teasing licks, the mother sat back up and ordered, "Oh yes, eat Mommy!"
As Ashley licked with her experienced tongue, the mother babbled, "That feels so good... fuck, baby girl... eat Mommy... get that tongue right in there... right there... you're going to make Mommy come again... fuck me with that tongue... fuck me... get in there...oh fuck... oh fuck!"
"You taste so good, Mommy!"
"Don't stop!"
"Come on my face, Mommy, come all over my face," Ashley demanded, as she buried her face as deep as she could in her Mom's wetness.
"Yes, yes, yes, I'm coming!" Payton declared, as she surrendered to her orgasmic spasms and collapsed forward.
Ashley bathed her face in the pussy juice that was leaking down and out of her Mom and onto it.
"Oh fuck," the Mom said, spinning around and kissing her daughter's wet face.
"I love licking your pussy, Mom," Ashley smiled.
"I love sitting on your face."
"Want to try something I do with Fran lots?"
"Sure, I can't believe that you and Fran fuck."
"Not like I fucked you with a big pink dick, but yeah, we do," she said as she pushed her Mom onto her back.
"I guess I should get you your own strap-on, for when I'm not with you," the Mom smiled.
"Mmmmm," Ashley said, as she inserted one of her legs between her Mom's legs.
"What are we doing?"
"We're going to fuck each other as equals," Ashley said, pressing her pussy against her mother's.
"Fuck?"
Ashley grasped her Mom's left leg and began grinding, "Yes, we're gonna fuck in a different way."
"Oooooooh," the Mom moaned, as she realized what Ashley meant by fucking.
Ashley started grinding as she moaned, "Your pussy is so wet against mine."
"Do you like Mommy's pussy dripping into yours?"
"Yes. It feels good, doesn't it?"
"Yes, it feels so good, baby," the mother said, as she grabbed her daughter's left leg and began humping her back.
"Oh yes."
"Good girl."
"Your pussy is so wet."
"You're making me feel so fucking good!"
"I want to make Mommy feel good."
"Yes, I'm so wet."
"You like this, Mommy?" Ashley asked, as they both really began to fuck each other.
"Yes, I love it, baby."
"Mmmm, my Mommy likes this," the daughter giggled and moaned.
"Oh fuck."
"Yeah."
"I'm going to come again, baby."
"Me too, Mommy."
"Rub that pussy against mine, fuck Mommy, fill my pussy with your cum," the mother said, as she got the sexual workout of her life.
"Oh my God."
"Fuck, Mommy."
"Fuck."
"Come on me."
"Fuck, Mommy, fuck Mommy, fuuuuuck," Ashley screamed, as her orgasm exploded.
"Yes, fill Mommy," Payton moaned, as feeling the pussy cum flood onto her pussy triggered her own orgasm.
"I love Mommy's pussy rubbing against mine," Ashley said, slowing down as they both enjoyed their tribbing orgasms.
"You're such a dirty girl," Mom said, collapsing on the bed.
"Don't you mean a good girl?" Ashley asked, scootching back and then bringing her nylon-clad foot to Mom's soaking wet pussy.
"Oh yes, you're a very good dirty girl!"
"Your pussy is soaked."
"I bet yours is too," the Mom said, moving her red nylon-clad foot to her daughter's pussy.
"Oh Mommy, Mommy," Ashley moaned.
The phone rang.
"Shit," Ashley said, looking at the clock. "That's Mike, wondering where I am. I need to go."
"Okay," the mother said, a little sadness in her voice.
"We'll finish this later," the daughter promised, as she rubbed her Mom's pussy with her foot one last time, for now.
"Okay, sounds good."
"Are you feeling better?" The daughter asked, as she got off the bed.
"Yes, Mommy is definitely feeling better,"
"And just so you know, Fran thinks you're hot," Ashley said.
"Really?"
"I can give you her number, and you can text her," Ashley offered. "I'm sure she'll come right over, and fuck you good."
"Oh my!"
"Yeah, she's a great pussy muncher."
"Wow!"
"I'll send you her number."
"Well okay, maybe I'll call her."
"Bye, Mommy," Ashley smiled, coming to the bed and kissing her.
"Don't stay out too late," Mom said, "I may need to fuck you in."
Ashley laughed on the wicked play on words, "Mmmmmm, Mommy, you're insatiable."
"You awakened the Mommy-slut in me. And the face-sitter, too."
"Mmmmmmm, we'll continue this later," Ashley said, giving her Mom one last kiss. "I need to clean myself up."
"Yes, you look like you just got fucked, and you have Mommy's cum all over your face."
"I'm such a slut," Ashley said, shaking her head in mock consternation.
As the mother lay on the bed, she smiled, "So I wonder if Fran is available tonight?"
THE END
Do you want to see what happens later that night when Fran shows up to continue Payton's Valentine's Day celebrating?
Let me know.
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Hannah's Arse: A Twisted Love Story
Pamela Wilmar was a witch. No, I'm not calling her names, she was an actual witch... or at least a student one... and the queen bee at a prestigious secondary boarding school for witches and warlocks called the Nobbs Ridge Academy for the Magically Inclined, which was nestled in the countryside near Newcastle upon Tyne. She was also a real ball crusher... she took no bullshit from any of the boys... she had no interest in them... well, except for fucking the shit out of some of them... literally.
Her favourite activity with boys was using Darcy Mallen for her bottom bitch. She fucked him in the arse all the time with her strap-on cock, and recently with the magical real cock she'd magicked up for brief sexual rendezvous. Listening to Darcy begging to get his arse fucked was a major rush, especially the times she created her magical flesh and blood cock and spewed a massive load up his arsehole... her own pleasure cascading through her whenever she unloaded deep up someone's arsehole with her magical dick.
That said, she fucked guys only for amusement... she really preferred girls.
The perky tits of a young woman.
Her long legs.
Her amazing arse.
Especially that amazing arse.
She couldn't explain why, but her pussy got wet whenever she admired a nice, tight, female arse.
She was confident she was a lesbian. Only girls excited her. It was girls she stared at. It was girls she masturbated to.
Yet this being a private school primarily for the richest magical families in the world, she certainly wasn't about to declare her sexuality to anyone... instead, she used that sexuality to intimidate and control the boys.
Due to some stupid oversight during the original construction of a new wing, all the students... no matter which dorms they lived in on the large property the school occupied... were required to share two humongous showers... located more or less centrally on the property and therefore quite a trek for almost everyone, one for the boys, and one for the girls. Which Pamela frequently took advantage of, by using much of her shower time slyly to admire her many peers' young, ripe bodies... luckily (at least for her) all of them oblivious to her lesbian lust. At one time or another she'd envisioned almost all of them between her legs, or bent over taking her strap-on... or herself dining on some of their sweet pussies.
Although no one knew this... not a single soul... her biggest crush, even though she wished it wasn't true... was a nerd... a fucking nerd... named Hannah Valentine. Unlike most of the students at the school, Hannah's family was at the lower end of middle class, and she was only able to attend Nobbs Ridge because she was brilliant enough to merit a full ride scholarship.
Truth be told, Pamela hated that she got wet, and that she even got chills every time she saw Hannah... especially on the extremely rare occasions when she was lucky enough to see her naked. Yet just like anyone else in the world, she didn't have the ability to choose who did or didn't turn her on.
Late one night Pamela was going for a shower... after a pretty good session of fucking Darcey's arse... when she was startled by the sight of a naked body all alone in the shower.
It was Hannah.
Hannah was shy about her body, so she almost always showered late at night... hopefully after everyone else was in bed. She enjoyed the solitude and relaxation of a long, hot shower. She loved the feeling of warm water cascading over her young body.
Pamela watched like the voyeur she was, as her dream girl stood beneath a showerhead, soaping up her body. Her pussy tingled as she admired Hannah's perfect frame.
Her great pair of tits.
Her tight body.
Her fucking amazing arse.
And a fucking amazing arse that was begging to be fucked.
Pamela imagined herself striding right up to her, shoving her back against the wall, and kissing her.
Pamela imagined herself sneaking up on her, dropping to her knees, and licking that pussy... which was hairless... a pleasant surprise.
Pamela imagined herself marching right up to her, possessively placing her hands on Hannah's shoulders, then guiding her down to her knees and making her into her very own pussy pleasing pet.
Pamela imagined herself strutting over to her, barking at her to about face, then bending her over and sliding a strap-on cock inside the hot nerd's arsehole... that scenario being the one she wanted to do the most.
To fuck Hannah's assumedly virgin arsehole.
While back in the real world, Hannah soaped up her body, Pamela wished she'd brought her strap-on with her... but alas, she couldn't openly carry it around everywhere... especially not into the shower late at night with nowhere on her naked body to conceal it until she needed it. So instead, she needed to content herself with spying on the cute girl, while she washed her scrumptiously slender body.
As Hannah finished rinsing herself, Pamela hurriedly slithered away, not wishing to get caught watching her... but she was already planning for tomorrow night.
......
The next night Pamela arrived late, and only managed a quick peek at Hannah's perfect naked body while she was already reaching for a towel to cover herself.
.....
The next night Pamela arrived fifteen minutes earlier, and she installed three tiny cameras around the shower. Yes, she knew it was morally wrong (big whoop), but she didn't plan on using them for any nefarious purpose, other than to blackmail Hannah into becoming her sex slave. Okay... admittedly that was pretty nefarious, but she didn't plan to show it to anyone, or anything like that. She just knew that unlike all her fuck toys, Hannah was a good girl, so she wouldn't be a simple turn.
Hannah, punctual as always, arrived, and Pamela walked past her and sneered, "Rather late at night for you, miss goody two shoes."
Hannah was annoyed. First, she hated being stereotyped as a good girl simply because she was smart. Second, she hated being judged as anything at all by a stuck-up rich girl, since they all used guilt trips and inferiority complexes as weapons. Third, there was just something about Pamela that bothered her... even though she couldn't put her finger on it. She sighed, a little tired, "Maybe you should try it."
"Excuse me?" Pamela raised an eyebrow.
"Try being good for a change," Hannah said. "Just because you're an entitled brat doesn't mean you have to be as unpleasant as the rest of them."
"The rest of them?" Pamela asked, undressing the nerd in her head.
"Yes, like the rest of them," Hannah said. "You know... whatever... or just forget it and have a good night."
"You too," Pamela said with a sly smile, as Hannah walked away, and Pamela kept walking the other way, to make her prey think she'd leave her alone.
Hannah kept walking for a minute and then looked back, to make sure she was alone. Thank God! she thought to herself. She couldn't explain it, but there was just something about Pamela that rattled her. The look in her eyes. Her smug confidence. The predatory way she looked at her.
Hannah showered, still looking over her shoulder a couple times, sensing she was being watched. She settled for a quick shower... not feeling relaxed at all... then got dressed and headed out.
Pamela had hidden herself, and she waited a few minutes after seeing Hannah leave before going to retrieve the cameras. She stayed up late that night editing the videos, until she had not only a great couple minutes of footage... but also footage that with some magical editing... made it look like Hannah was rubbing herself.
Contented with the edit, she prepared for tomorrow night by filling her purse with some lube and her favourite first time strap-on... eight inches... but not too thick... she didn't want to destroy Hannah's pretty arse the first time... at least not at first. Thinking maybe there was a slut lurking underneath the girl's innocent persona... Pamela also grabbed her fatter ten-inch arse destroyer... the one Darcy always begged her to use on his man pussy.
.....
Pamela was excited all the next day.
She couldn't wait to fuck the prissy Miss Valentine's sweet, tight arsehole.
She fucked Darcy in the morning, the very submissive and verbally nasty Daphne Hamilton at lunch, the chubby Parker Racks, whose arsehole greedily swallowed ten inches of dick with ease, and just two hours ago Tracey Griffin, who bounced on her strap-on cock to multiple orgasms.
Pamela waited a few minutes after Hannah walked into the shower, before she fastened the strap-on in place beneath her skirt... her cute school uniform was always handy for those quick 'wham bam fuck you ma'am' encounters.
Hannah was naked and allowing the warm water to flow onto her, allowing the stress of the day to wash away.
Pamela sauntered in, still fully dressed, and silently admired Hannah's naked arse for a long lingering moment, before she said, "Nice arse, Miss Valentine."
Startled, Hannah turned around and saw Pamela. "W-w-what are you doing here?"
"It's a communal shower," Pamela said, smiling warmly.
Hannah reached for her towel.
"Don't cover up that sexy body quite yet," Pamela urged, as she sauntered over to her prey.
Hannah nevertheless wrapped herself in the towel.
"You haven't even washed your hair or your body yet," Pamela said.
"I've got to go," Hannah said, sensing something threatening about Pamela's tone and smirk.
"No, I don't think so," Pamela said, now standing right in front of Hannah, the shower still running and getting her ankles wet.
Hannah went to walk around Pamela, but she stepped in front of her... twice. "Please move."
"I don't think so," Pamela said, reaching out and yanking the towel away from Hannah.
"What are you doing?" Hannah demanded, grabbing it back and covering herself back up.
Pamela tossed the towel twenty feet away into a puddle of water and said, "Checking out my new pet's body."
"Excuse me?" Hannah asked, seeing Pamela looking at her body the same way Harold often leered at her... and she started trembling, suddenly feeling cold.
"Tonight you're becoming my sexual plaything," Pamela said bluntly.
"That's ridiculous," Hannah said, once again trying to sidestep around Pamela, who had a glint in her eyes, which made her nervous.
"It's not ridiculous at all," Pamela refuted.
"Which is why I'm leaving," Hannah said, pushing her way past Pamela with an aggressive shove that surprised the bully.
"You can if you want," Pamela said, pulling out her phone, "but if you do, then I'll send this video to everyone."
"What video?" Hannah asked, turning back around.
"It shows the naughty things you do in here late at night," Pamela said, walking smoothly up to her.
"I don't do anything in here except shower," Hannah said, not falling for whatever this was. She always had an impeccable demeanor.
"No?" Pamela said, again standing directly in front of her naked prey.
"No, you're the one with a checkered past," Hannah said defiantly. She wasn't going to be bullied by anyone, especially not by a pretentious rich bitch.
"Oh, I won't deny that," Pamela smiled. "But..." She paused, as she showed the video to Hannah, "How would the Headmaster react to this?"
"To what?" Hannah asked, then her eyes went wide as she saw herself naked. "You filmed me?"
"I'm not revealing where I got the video," Pamela responded playfully. "But keep watching, it gets better."
Hannah stared at herself on video... mortified. "Oh my goodness," she finally said, when she saw the part that looked like she was touching herself.
"I know," Pamela smiled. "I was shocked too. I thought you were a good girl."
"I was just washing my body," Hannah defended, even though the video made it look like she was doing more than that!
"It looks to me like you were rubbing that ripe pussy of yours," Pamela accused. "I mean I understand. Even a good girl like you must get horny once in a while."
"I am not," Hannah said defiantly.
"You're not a good girl?" Pamela asked coyly.
"That wasn't what I meant," Hannah said, getting agitated.
"My question is... who were you thinking about while you touched yourself?" Pamela continued, enjoying the flustered impact she was having on her prey. "Darcy? Brad? Me?"
"W-w-what?" Hannah stammered.
"I think you must prefer girls," Pamela said, reaching her left hand towards Hannah's pussy.
Hannah slapped the hand away, "I am not a lesbian."
"So you're bi?" Pamela countered, returning her hand to the sweet pussy, and this time touching it.
Again Hannah slapped the hand away and said, "Pamela, enough!"
"No, we're just getting started," Pamela said, shifting to a serious tone. "Either you do whatever I say, or I send this video to the Headmaster, and maybe even to your Mommy and Daddy."
"You wouldn't?" Hannah questioned, her eyes going wide, and a chill coursing through her body.
"Oh, I definitely would," Pamela said. "Although I'd prefer not to."
"Please, Pamela," Hannah pleaded... her reputation was at risk, even though she hadn't done anything wrong. "You modified that video."
"No, you're the brilliant student. Trust me," Pamela said. "No one will think I have the ability to do something that technical."
"What do you want?" Hannah asked, glaring at Pamela.
"For you to be my pet."
"What does that even mean?"
"You'll do exactly what I say,"
"Like what?"
"For starters, get down on your knees," Pamela ordered.
"What?"
"Get... on... your... fucking... knees," Pamela said more slowly.
"Why?"
"Just do as you're fucking told," Pamela said, her tone showing her impatience... she wasn't used to anyone defying her.
"No," Hannah refused.
"No?" Pamela challenged.
"No," Hannah repeated.
"So you're okay with my sending this video being to the Headmaster right now?" Pamela asked. "He probably won't see it until tomorrow morning, but once I send it, it's out of my hands."
Hannah hesitated. She then said, "Sure, go ahead."
"As you wish," Pamela shrugged, pressing some keys on her phone.
Hannah watched for a moment before she pleaded, "Please, Pamela! Don't do this."
"You have two options, Hannah," Pamela said. "First, drop to your knees in front of me and willingly obey every fucking order I give you; or second, walk away and wait for the shit to hit the fan."
"Pamela, please," Hannah said, tears beginning to form... which she desperately tried to hold back, since she knew how pitiful that would make her look.
"It's now or never, Miss Valentine," Pamela said, patiently pushing her pet-to-be towards the inevitable.
"And if I do this, you'll delete the video?" Hannah said, her resistance breaking down, seemingly futile.
"No," Pamela answered. "But I promise never to show it to anyone, so long as you're my good girl."
"Promise?" Hannah pushed, defeated. No way could she allow a video of her naked body to get out... even if she could prove she wasn't masturbating... since it would still show her completely naked.
"Yes, my sexy thing," Pamela smiled warmly. "I don't want to out you. I just want you to be my pet."
"What does that even mean?" she asked again.
"Simply get on your knees, and I'll start showing you," Pamela said, resting her hands on Hannah's naked shoulders.
"Fine," Hannah said, although with that single word, she made it clear she wasn't fine with this at all... as she lowered herself before her blackmailer.
"Don't worry, Hannah," Pamela said. "Many of my pets have been hesitant at first, but they all end up being my eager little fuck sluts."
"I'll never be that," Hannah stated defiantly, looking up at Pamela with a death glare.
"Oh, never say never," Pamela said playfully.
"Never, ever, ever," Hannah said. She might begin doing things she didn't want to do, sordid things even, or disgusting things... but she would never allow Pamela to break her spirit.
"We shall see," Pamela said, lifting her skirt to reveal her strap-on cock.
"What on earth is that?" Hannah gasped, spying the big, fake dick.
"Don't play all innocent with me, Hannah," Pamela said. "I'm sure you've seen dicks before."
"Actually, I haven't," Hannah denied, "I'm an only child, and I've never dated," all of which was true.
"Well then, this is a dick," Pamela said. "It's not the biggest one I have, but for a cute virgin like you, it's likely just the right size to start breaking you in."
"I-I-I want to save myself for marriage," Hannah stammered, astonished by how big this dick was, and yet still telling the truth.
"Eighteen years old and you've never dated? You're off to an awfully slow start! But don't worry," Pamela said. "I have no intention of fucking your pussy."
"Thank God," Hannah sighed.
"No, that can stay pure for whichever bloke you might marry some day," Pamela said.
"Thank you," Hannah said, a wave of relief coursing through her.
"No, I prefer fucking tight little arseholes," Pamela said wickedly, a big smile spreading across her face.
"What?" Hannah said, having heard her, but unable to believe it. Why would anyone want to do that?
"I'm going to pound your sexy butthole, pound your shit hole, drill your arse, and plug your back door," Pamela listed, enjoying her prey's shocked expression.
"Gross," Hannah said, disgusted.
"Oh trust me," Pamela said, as she slapped Hannah's cheek with her dick. "You say that now, but once I'm deep inside that cute little arse of yours, you'll be begging me to pound the living shit out of you."
"I don't think so," Hannah denied.
"Yeah, yeah," Pamela sighed dramatically. "Because you're a good girl."
"I am a good girl."
"Then suck my dick, you good, obedient girl," Pamela ordered.
"No."
"I wasn't asking you, that was an order," Pamela said, her tone getting firm in a heartbeat, "now fucking suck my dick!"
"Pamela, I...." Hannah started to protest, but her words were stopped in mid-sentence when Pamela shoved the cock into her mouth.
"I'm bored with talking," Pamela said. "Now start sucking, or I fuck your arse without any lube, and trust me, that won't feel good at all."
Hannah couldn't believe she had a dick in her mouth! She'd heard other girls talking about oral sex, and she'd always thought it sounded unsanitary, disgusting and wrong. And she wasn't changing those opinions one bit while she knelt with this cock in her mouth.
"Suck it, slut," Pamela ordered. "Or I'll face fuck your mouth, and shove this dick so far down your throat you'll gag."
Hannah now felt tears rolling down her face, even while fury burnt inside her at her predicament, and she was now being called a slut. Yet she reluctantly obeyed, since Pamela's threats weren't likely idle ones, and those consequences didn't sound like any fun at all. So slowly... awkwardly... she began to bob.
"There you go, such a good girl, "Pamela encouraged her, knowing how the polar opposites of positive reinforcement and verbal abuse tended to make a pet-to-be increasingly malleable, until eventually she became blindly obedient.
And now Hannah was just doing as she was told... furiously... humiliatingly... awkwardly. It felt so strange to be sucking on a penis... even if it wasn't real... or actually even weirder, since it wasn't real.



Pamela watched for just a minute... her pussy tingling from yet another successful conquest... this one her biggest coup yet... even bigger than destroying Amanda Mallen after she'd caught her pegging her son.
Hannah was slowly bobbing back and forth, taking only two or three inches in her mouth, when Pamela pulled out and ordered, "Now go lean against the wall, and bend way over."
"Please, Pamela, haven't you humiliated me enough?" Hannah begged, very close to tears.
"This isn't about humiliating you, Hannah," Pamela said, although it really was. "It's about awakening your inner butt slut."
"Nothing you're saying is making any sense," Hannah said, still on her knees.
"But it will, once you have eight inches of cock plugging your sweet little arse," Pamela assured her, as she went to grab some lube from her duffle bag. She wasn't going to dry fuck Hannah's virgin arsehole. She wasn't sadistic. Just a blackmailing bitch who manipulated people to get whatever she wanted.
"Pamela, please," Hannah pleaded.
"Go to the wall and bend over," Pamela repeated.
"I can't," she snapped.
"You can and you will," Pamela said. "I don't have time for a long game of will you or won't you obey me. Just do as you're fucking told, or I press Send."
"You really are a bitch," Hannah said, a word she'd contemplated using many times, but had never uttered until this moment.
"That we can agree on," Pamela smiled, as she lubed up her cock. "Now, for the last time. Get your arse over there."
Hannah, defeated, got off her knees and trudged over to the section of the wall Pamela had indicated.
"Bend over," Pamela said, sauntering over to her pet-to-be.
"I really hate you," Hannah said, bending over, but also glaring back at her blackmailer.
"Oh, you say that now," Pamela said, admiring the perfect curves of Hannah's body. "But soon you'll be screaming my name in rapture."
"Never," Hannah repeated.
"Yeah, yeah," Pamela said, having heard that before and proving it wrong many times... every time, actually. Most men and women had no idea about the pleasure triggers in their arseholes. But once those triggers were activated, there was no going back... ever.
"Just get it over with," Hannah sneered, defiant until the end.
"You ready to get your arse fucked?" Pamela asked, now standing directly behind her.
"No, but I'm not going to give you the pleasure of hearing me whining or crying about it," Hannah said. "Do your worst, bitch."
"No whining or crying, just moaning and begging, "Pamela taunted, as she knelt behind Hannah, pressed her hands against her arse cheeks, pulled them apart, and buried her tongue in the cute virginal rosebud.
"What are you doing now?" Hannah yelped, as she felt Pamela's tongue rimming her butthole.
"Eating your arse," Pamela said.
"Gross!"
"Not at all," Pamela said, swirling her tongue around the puckered hole. "I need to get it ready for my dick."
"Feels weird," Hannah said, which was true... but oddly it also felt a little... she hated to admit it... nice!
"Did you know the arse has more pleasurable nerve endings than a vagina does?" Pamela asked.
"No," Hannah said.
"It's true," Pamela said. "Look it up. Unfortunately, most women never discover the pure pleasure of getting their arses fucked."
"Because it's a sin," Hannah said.
"Sin?" Pamela scoffed. "If sex was a sin, why did Nature make it feel so good?"
"I don't know," Hannah said. The tongue licking her arse was beginning to make her feel all tingly inside... like the two times she'd masturbated... both recently.
"Exactly," Pamela said, as she lavishly bathed the arsehole with wetness, "Calling sex sinful is just a scare tactic to keep girls and boys from exploring their sexuality."
Hannah didn't say anything, since what else was there to say? She was in way over her head, and she just needed this to be over.
Pamela lubed a finger while licking Hannah's delicious arsehole, before she moved the lubed finger to the virgin arse and warned, "This may feel a bit weird."
"What maaaaay?" Hannah asked, then realized the answer to the question when she felt a finger slide inside her butt.
"Your arse didn't even try to resist," Pamela said, as her finger completely disappeared into the tight arse.
"What are you doing?" Hannah asked, this feeling so weird and wrong.
"Fingering your arse to gape it a bit so it will be ready for my cock," Pamela explained matter-of-factly.
"Please..." Hannah moaned awkwardly, although she didn't finish the sentence.
"Your tight little bum is now eagerly welcoming my finger," Pamela said as she... slowly... fingered her new pet.
"This is so wrong," Hannah objected, struggling to continue repeating her dismay, even while her body betrayed her by giving her strange sparkles of pleasure.
"Your words say one thing, but your tone and body are communicating something completely different," Pamela said, having witnessed this confused state in her prey many times before... as she wiggled her finger inside the tight butt to gape it some more.
"No, what I'm communicating with my entirety... my words, tone and body... is that you're blackmailing me for something I didn't even do!" Hannah rebutted, even though the finger inside her felt even weirder, and it was making her body tingle.
"I wouldn't call it blackmail," Pamela denied, moving her finger inside the young witch's rectum in a circular motion.
"What would you call it then?" Hannah asked, trying not to moan, not to let her know she was secretly enjoying it.
"Free will. I gave you two options, and you chose this one," Pamela shrugged, as she pulled out her finger.
"They were both horrible choices, so you can hardly call it free will," Hannah argued. Which might have been a more convincing argument if her butt didn't suddenly feel empty.
"You may say that now, but soon you'll agree that you made a truly excellent choice," Pamela said confidently, knowing this cute girl would be emitting deep-throated moans and begging for her arsehole to be hammered, within a few critical minutes.
"Excellent? I know I'm never, ever, ever going to enjoy this at all," Hannah said, glaring back at Pamela as she watched her moving the dick towards her butt.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Pamela said, positioning the dick at the slightly gaped hole before mockingly adding, "never, ever, ever? You'll soon see."
Hannah felt anger burning through her as she felt the cock poking at her butthole. "You're a real biiiiiitch!" Hannah screamed, as she felt the cock pushing into her butt... an intense burn coursing through her, as it split her open unnaturally.
"Don't worry, after this initial pain," Pamela said as she slowly slid her cock inside Hannah's virgin arse, "you'll begin feeling great, intensely great pleasure."
"Great sizzling dragon bogies, does that hurt! Please stop," Hannah begged, the pain intense, the cock inside her feeling so weird.
"Trust me, my pet," Pamela said with a laugh with the nerd's words, continuing to gradually fill Hannah's arse. "This cute arse and tight hole were just made to be fucked."
"Merlin's beard! Please!" Hannah whimpered, the dick somehow managing to barge its way ever deeper into her arse.
Pamela finally all the way in, grasped Hannah's hips and said, "Please? Okay, as you wish." She then began slowly to fuck Hannah's butt.
"Pamela...," Hannah whimpered, her head spinning while her anus was penetrated over and over... so overwhelmed by the dick fucking her bum she was unable even to think.
"I love when you moan my name all worshipful like that," Pamela said, something she always made her pets do when they were getting fucked and needing to come... while thrusting her hips in and out... in and out.
Hannah's pain was there... still strong even.... But with each slow movement it seemed ever so slightly to fade... and an equally slight rise of a subtle pleasure began to offset the pain.
"I bet you're already beginning to feel the pleasure inexorably rising in that tight arse of yours," Pamela said after about a couple dozen slow thrusts.
Hannah, frustrated by Pamela's correct assessment, weakly denied the accusation, "No, not at all."
"No, of course not," Pamela smirked, knowing her words were accurate... since Hannah's former whimpers during the first dozen strokes were now shifting to moans.
"Please..." Hannah moaned, although she had no idea what she was planning to say following that single pleading word... her body betraying her, as the pleasure continued growing inside her.
"Please Pamela, fuck my cute little bum faster and harder? Is that what you're trying to say?" Pamela asked, then didn't wait for an answer, before picking up the pace.
"Nooooo," Hannah moaned, although the moaning timbre of her objection once again betrayed the insincerity of the objection itself.
"Nooooo," Pamela mocked, maintaining her current medium paced anal fucking. "Sounds to me that you're a natural little arse slut."
"No, I'm not a slut," Hannah blurted out, between her soft moans.
"Maybe you weren't one until a minute ago, but you're my slut now," Pamela said. "Going forward, this arse will regularly be getting my dick."
"This is... a... one-time... thing," Hannah struggled to respond, as the pleasure of the dick in her butt continued to conquer her body... frustrating her even more.
"Sure it will. You'll be begging me to fuck your arse all the time, once I'm done with you tonight," Pamela said, confident that would be true... since it always was.
"No," Hannah shook her head, struggling to sound defiant, while also struggling to convince herself.
"Yeah, yeah," Pamela said, squeezing Hannah's hips. "Your body has already completely submitted to me."
"No," Hannah repeated, even though the pain had subsided almost completely, and the pleasure was now consuming her entire core.
"Your arse loves my cock," Pamela asserted, as she slammed into her.
"Ohhhhhhhhhh," Hannah moaned loudly, as the cock went deeper into her butt, delivering new pain and new pleasure.
"You're a natural arse slut," Pamela said, fucking her faster.
Hannah didn't respond... at least not verbally... but her moans by now were way beyond her control... pleasure rapidly rising inside her... an orgasm unavoidable and imminent!
Pamela hammered Hannah... her body slamming into her with each deep thrust, while she watched her new pet getting more and more animated with each of them.
Hannah still refused to say a word... which did her no good at all, since her moans grew ever louder... her body now feeling like it was literally on fire... her pussy begging for release.
Pamela... knowing her pet was close... did what she always did when a new pet was nearing their very first anal orgasm. She pulled out and admired the gaping hole she'd created, while she waited patiently for the desperate pet to start begging. Patience was easy when the inevitable was about to happen.
Hannah was this close to coming, when suddenly her bum was empty. So she should have been relieved... since finally she wasn't being sodomized... yet instead she felt desperate... suddenly she needed that dick back inside her... suddenly she desperately needed to get her butt fucked... suddenly she heard herself begging something she'd never thought she would ever say: "Please, put it back inside me."
"Pardon?" Pamela asked, a big grin on her face as her plan unfolded just like she'd known it would... including Hannah's lines, as if she was reading them from her copy of the script.
"Please, put it back inside me," Hannah repeated, shame coursing through her, knowing Pamela was only making her repeat those words to humiliate her.
"Put what back inside where?" Pamela asked faux innocently, circling her cock around the prettily gaped hole. Pamela couldn't explain why, but there was just something so hot about a gaped arse... it was so unnatural, which made it so fucking hot... and it being the prissy Hannah's gaped arse made it even hotter... since this cute virgin nerd was the trophy slut of all anal sluts.
"Inside me," Hannah answered.
"Inside you where?"
"Inside my bum," Hannah responded, her intense frustration evident.
"Only little girls have bums. Are you saying you want my dick back in your arsehole?" Pamela asked, sliding back inside her.
"Yes, in my arse," Hannah said with a moan, feeling it slide back inside her.
Once it was all the way inside, Pamela rested in place and asked, "Now what do you want me to do?"
Hannah sighed. She hated to say it. Yet she had to have it. She had to feel this cock fucking her butt. She needed to come. So she answered as calmly as she could manage, which wasn't very, "I want you to fuck my arse."
"But you told me you'd never want that," Pamela pointed out, then gave her three quick, deep thrusts. "Have you changed your mind?"
"Oooooooh, yes I was wrong! Pleeease fuck my arse, give me that big dick," Hannah moaned, no longer even pretending she didn't want it.
"You're absolutely sure?" Pamela asked, loving this moment where the pet just gave in to the pleasure and submitted herself body and soul.
"Yes Pamela," Hannah said, recalling that Pamela liked hearing her name, "I want you to fuck my arse. Please and pound the shit out of me."
"Because you're my pet?" Pamela asked, as she began fucking her again.
"Yes," Hannah agreed, not paying much attention to the content of the question, only happy that the pleasure that had stopped was now resuming its fiery exploration of her core.
"Yes, what?" Pamela asked, loving that this entire scene was being filmed.
"Yes, I'm your pet," Hannah said, the dick in her arse feeling so good, better than anything she could have ever imagined.
"And my slut?"
"Yes, I'm your slut, Pamela," Hannah willingly agreed, knowing there was no way she could face never experiencing this again... even if that meant giving away all her power to Pamela.
"And you'll always obey me like a good pet slut?" Pamela continued pushing Hannah, while not slowing down her hard, deep thrusts into her arse.
"Yes, yes," Hannah moaned impatiently, her orgasm rising rapidly.
"Yes, yes, what?" Pamela asked, pulling out once more to admire the gape.
"Yes, I'll be a good slut, I'll obey your every order, I'll be your arse slut," Hannah listed, desperate to get the dick back inside her arse... so close to coming.
Pamela slid back in, and she fucked Hannah as hard as she could, ready to allow her newest pet to achieve her first anal orgasm.
"Oh, yes Pamela! Fuck me, fuck my arse, fuck me," Hannah babbled through the next dozen deep arse reams.
"Who owns you?"
Hannah didn't even hesitate, not wanting this fucking to end, hoping her orgasm was only a few seconds away, "You do."
"Good answer, slut," Pamela said. Then a few strokes later, she ordered, "Come for me, my arse slut."
"Yes! Harder; drill my arse harder," Hannah begged.
"Now, slut, come from getting your arsehole hammered," Pamela ordered, reaching out and yanking on her long, dark brown hair.
"Yes, Pamela, yes, oh my fucking God!" Hannah screamed, as her orgasm finally hit her like a ton of bricks!
Pamela smiled upon hearing such wicked language spewing from this iconic good girl, while as the iconic bitch she was kept hammering away throughout the orgasm.
"Oooooh," Hannah moaned, lost inside the most intense pleasure she'd ever experienced.
About a minute after the orgasm hit, Pamela pulled out, and again admired the gaping hole, as she immediately slipped out of her harness.
"Time to repay me for the fucking," Pamela said, as she spun the dazed... still trembling... Hannah around and pushed her down to the tile floor.
Hannah was still enjoying the aftershocks of an orgasm that didn't seem willing to fade away, as she looked at the shaved pussy before her. She wasn't given even a moment time to think, before she felt Pamela's hand on the back of her head, and her face being smooshed against the pussy.
"Lick," Pamela ordered.
Hannah... her head light from the orgasm... a strong, intoxicating scent enveloping her... mindlessly obeyed... by extending her tongue and licking... curious what it would taste like.
Pamela smiled at the girl's total absence of hesitation... since sometimes there was some... with the orgasm done, a submissive slut might begin to get her mind back... might realize what she'd just allowed to happen... what she'd just said and done...
Hannah was surprised by the taste... it didn't completely match the scent... yet it tantalized her taste buds. After a couple of tentative licks, she began licking hungrily.
"Oh yes, I knew you had to be a little lezbo," Pamela moaned, thrilled to feel Hannah licking her so eagerly.
Hannah didn't think she was a lesbian, but she couldn't deny she was no longer completely straight, either. The anal fucking had been exhilarating, and Pamela's pussy was delicious... she knew she'd be unable to deny herself the thrill of doing either of these... getting arse fucked or licking pussy... ever again.
Pamela held Hannah's head while she lifted her left leg over Hannah's shoulder and allowed her own orgasm to rise.
Hannah licked and licked mindlessly... Pamela having placed an erotic spell upon her.
Three or four minutes later... there was no talking... just Hannah licking her first ever pussy... Pamela enjoying the rookie pussy licker's eager tongue, as her own orgasm rose.
Finally, Hannah discovered Pamela was a squirter (although until that gusher blew, she'd had no idea that was even a thing) as Pamela moaned loudly while she came, coating her new pet's face, "Yesssssss, you're hereby baptized as my submissive slut."
Hannah barely heard the words as the cum flooded all over her face and into her open mouth... the taste of cum even tangier than the prior wetness. She hungrily lapped up as much as she could, finding it the most exquisite delicacy she'd ever tasted.
Finally tired from the fucking marathon and her own orgasm, Pamela lifted her leg off of Hannah and said, looking down at the wet-faced young witch with a dazed look in her eyes, "Thanks, my pet. You're a natural pussy licker."
Hannah didn't say anything. Since with her two wicked acts completed... her orgasm long subsided... reality came flooding back. And with it... rage!
Ever since her first year at Nobbs Ridge Academy, Hannah had been leagues ahead of all her classmates in her studies. She not only mastered all the subject matter in the textbooks, but she spent long hours poring over arcane tomes that few other students even knew existed. And one of the subjects she'd always excelled in was Spellcasting.
Leaping to her feet, she dashed off to her locker, reached inside and extracted her wand. Then still stark naked, she turned and waved it at Pamela and cried out, "Erectus Perpetuus!"
Immediately Pamela's pussy vanished, to be replaced by a large, erect, male organ. Pansy stared at it for a moment. But then undismayed, she demanded, "Is that the best you got? I give myself these all the time; just ask Darcy." Then brandishing her own wand, she cried, "Vaginum Restorum!"
Nothing happened.
"Vaginum Restorum!" she tried again.
"Sorry Pamela, but unlike your garden variety ones, this phallus won't be going away for ten years or so. It might not always stay erect, but you'll likely be facing some raised eyebrows anytime you go into the girls' shower room," Hannah taunted. "So tell me, once they allow you in the boys' shower room, will you still be wearing a bra?"
.....
The next morning, Pamela woke up in bed, stretched, and felt something weird down below.



A hard-on!
In a flashback from the night before, she recalled Hannah giving her a cock, a very large and impressive cock, and it was trying valiantly to break free from her silky thong.
The magic spell was rather impressive, and she'd spent two hours last night trying to reverse it, but to no avail.
It's not that she minded having such a majestic cock... actually, she revelled in the potential adventures she could have with it. No, she just hated the idea that Hannah might think she'd bested her.
Still laying in bed, she stroked her big, hard cock... fascinated by its length and girth... but also by the crazy new sensations she felt while it brought pleasure to her... it felt kind of like she had a giant clitoris. Fucking someone with her strap-on was always exhilarating, a rush of adrenaline from the power of having a fake cock to intimidate someone with, but it never actually got her off... it just revved her up. But now she could have it all. She could still have the dominant rush of fucking someone in the arse... the power trip... but now she could also stimulate herself, and probably even ejaculate! This magic dick seemed to be just like a real one!
Pamela jerked herself off, and sure enough... she came in just a couple of minutes... which had never happened when she'd masturbated her pussy... and she was shocked by the intensity of the brief pleasure striking her when she came. She was also surprised... and a bit grossed out... by the mess that came along with it.
Meanwhile, Hannah woke up horny... replaying last night's wicked sexual encounter both humiliated and exhilarated her. Her orgasm had been intense, and no matter how much she tried to push yesterday evening out of her head... it kept flooding back... each time making her pussy tingle.
Yet, she resolved never to let anyone know what had happened... she couldn't allow herself to be that weak again... couldn't give Pamela any power. Hannah did smile about the quick spell she'd cast that gave Pamela a real live dick... which she felt was perfect justice; since Pamela always acted like a dick, she could have a dick.
Satisfied with her revenge, she pushed the tingling in her pussy and a strange emptiness in her arse out of her head, and got out of bed.
Meanwhile, three orgasms later, Pamela got out of bed, formulating a plan to give this cock a test run ASAP... on Hannah, of course.
.....
It was a couple hours later while on their way to spell class, that Pamela crept up behind Hannah and whispered, "Bathroom in the basement, ASAP."
"I don't think so," Hannah said, knowing immediately who this was, and not bothering to look behind her.
"I'm not asking," Pamela said, flexing her cock against Hannah's arse cheeks.
Hannah now did turn around, and she smirked, "Enjoying your new appendage, are you?"
"Yeah, I get to pee standing up now, and I'm going to take great pleasure when I fuck your tight little arsehole again, this time feeling all the sensations," Pamela smirked right back.
"Pamela," Hannah whispered, looking around... her brief defiance fading at the sight of Pamela's smug look. She'd assumed Pamela would be mortified to have a dick between her legs, and that she'd go to great lengths to avoid anyone finding out about it. But apparently she'd been wrong on both counts, and Pamela could definitely not be counted upon to keep any secrets... which changed everything!
"Bathroom," Pamela reinforced her demand, slapping Hannah's arse ever so slyly before sauntering away.
Hannah still wanted to refuse, or perhaps just fail to show up, but she now feared what the girl might say or do... so instead, she decided she needed to deal with this nuisance once and for all.
So five minutes later, Hannah walked as brave-looking as possible into the usually non-frequented bathroom, and spied Pamela leaning against the counter near the sinks. "It's interesting you chose to give me a big, fat cock, Hannah."
"I just cast a spell for any old dick," Hannah said, not recalling whether she'd made any stipulations about size.
"Well as it turned out, it's long and fat, and it has a nice upwards curve to really fuck you good," Pamela said, lifting her skirt to reveal her big, hard cock.
"Put that thing away," Hannah said, repulsed.
"Oh, I'm putting it away somewhere, all right," Pamela said smugly.
"I did what you wanted yesterday, and that was the end of the deal," Hannah said, although she couldn't help glancing at the very big penis in front of her... the penis she herself had created.
"Don't pretend you don't want this monster inside you," Pamela said, stroking her big cock.
"I don't," Hannah said, even while her pussy tingled... which made her frustrated by her own weakness... which she said nothing about... recalling the intense pleasure she'd felt when Pamela had arse fucked her.
"Yeah, that sounded really believable," Pamela smirked, as she stalked towards Hannah... recognizing the uncertainty in her eyes and voice for what they were. Now that she had a real cock instead of just a strap-on, she'd be even more irresistible.
"I need to get to class," Hannah said, feeling vulnerable, since she couldn't stop staring at that big, fat cock.
"Only after you deal with your creation," Pamela said, now standing directly in front of her.
"That's your own fault," Hannah accused, looking Pamela directly in the eye. She needed to be strong. She needed to be tough. "You wanted to be like a guy, and now you are one."
"Oh, I'm certainly not a guy," Pamela said, cupping her own tits. "But now I fuck like one. And my newest video shows how much you loved me fucking that arsehole last night."
"I did not," Hannah said, suddenly a bit hopelessly, with her brief defiance fading yet again at the frightening mention of another video.
"Yeah, keep telling yourself that," Pamela said, as she placed her hands on her new pet's shoulders and roughly pushed her down to the tiled floor.
Hannah was surprised by how easily she dropped to her knees this time... and suddenly the dick she'd created so impulsively was staring her right in the face!
"Suck it, slut," Pamela ordered, tapping Hannah's nose with her hard cock. "This dick might even come in your mouth."
"No," Hannah refused, although she didn't stand up, she didn't walk away, and her eyes remained transfixed on the cock just a few centimetres away.
"You can't resist, my slut," Pamela said, tracing her lips.
Hannah hated that she wanted that cock... hated being called a slut... hated that her pussy was tingling from being called one... hated that her mouth was watering because of the cock's proximity... hated that her pussy was leaking into her panties.
"Just this once," Hannah caved reluctantly, in a bit of a trance as she stared at her creation, her very impressive creation, "then it's over."
"Sure, sure," Pamela said confidently, as she watched the nerd take the cock into her mouth. "Ooooooh," she moaned, not accustomed to feeling any direct pleasure whenever she made someone suck her strap-on... but this real cock contained actual nerve endings, and they sent waves of pleasure zinging right through her... which was way better than even masturbating.
Hannah hated Pamela's smug confidence, but she also hated how much sucking this cock was turning her on... for reasons she didn't understand. She always hated being told what to do... except perhaps by the wise and perceptive Professor Jennifer McDonald. She also hated bullies. Yet now her body was telling her a different story. She bobbed on the cock... her first real cock ever... awed by how hard it felt... how raw... and how good it felt sliding along her tongue and the roof of her mouth... and she had to admit... if only to herself... how much she enjoyed having this cock in her mouth... even though this was a task she was being required to perform.
"That's it slut, suck my big, fat cock," Pamela moaned, really enjoying the sight of the nerd sucking her cock... amazed also by how good it felt... her dick now an integral part of her...
Hannah unconsciously moaned in response to being called a slut, while she bobbed on the amazing dick she'd created. She was so transfixed by it, she only cared about the cock itself. She wanted to please it, even though the concept of pleasing an organ was nonsensical. She wanted to make it come... and that wasn't nonsensical at all, but a very real likelihood.
Pamela could now understand why boys came so quickly, for it wasn't even two minutes of her cock being sucked, and already she was about to come. "Okay, get ready for my load, my hungry cock sucking slut."
Truth be told, although she'd never admit it to anyone, Hannah desperately wanted that load, even though until now she'd never once considered sucking a cock, never mind swallowing anyone's cum. But she mindlessly bobbed even faster and more eagerly, and in fewer than a dozen hungry back and forths, she felt the warm, gooey cum filling her mouth.
"Oh yeah, you nasty cum slut, swallow it all down," Pamela moaned, grabbing the back of Hannah's head and pushing her throbbing dick all the way inside, as it pulsed and filled the nerd's mouth to overflowing.
Hannah's eyes watered, and she desperately tried not to gag as the cock filled her mouth and throat, seeming to tickle her tonsils.
Once she was spent, the orgasm intense, and so much better than just fucking a face with a strap-on, Pamela pulled out and said, "Thanks for gifting me the cock, Hannah; this is lots more fun!"
Hannah knelt in awe of what had once again transpired... lost in another lustful daze.
"Don't worry," Pamela said. "Tonight I'll fuck your arsehole with my big, fat, real cock. But right now, we should get to class."
"Uh, yeah, class," Hannah nodded, having briefly forgotten she was even attending school. She staggered to her feet, and Pamela pushed her against the door and kissed her.
Hannah mindlessly kissed her back, completely out of her element and consumed with lust.
Breaking the kiss. Pamela said, reaching her hands under Hannah's skirt, "If you get hungry again later, just let me know."
Hannah moaned weakly; her pussy was so wet.
"Shit, you're soaked," Pamela said. "Is that just from sucking my dick?"
"I don't know," Hannah said, having no idea why she was so horny.
"Now you really are my slut," Pamela said, sliding two fingers inside her new pet and briefly finger banging her.
"Oh God," Hannah moaned, pleasure quickly rising inside her.
Pamela, knowing how to leave her pets lusting for more, pulled out just as Hannah's orgasm was rising. "Don't worry, my pet. I'll give you an amazing orgasm tonight. Same place, same time as last night." She then slapped Hannah's pussy once, and headed out.
"Jesus," Hannah said, leaning against a wall in a complete daze. She still had the aftertaste of Pamela's cum in her mouth, and her pussy was on fire. She contemplated masturbating, but resisted, knowing she had to get to class. She went to the sink, ran some cold water on her face, noticed her cheeks were very red, and took a deep breath. She cursed herself for being weak yet again, and for her undeniable hunger for more.
.....
Hannah reminded herself all day... and again all evening... that she wasn't going to meet Pamela.
No way.
Yet even while she kept telling herself she needed to resume control of herself, she felt her pussy leaking into her panties... over and over, and on and on. And when the time came, even while she kept repeating to herself she had to be strong, she felt herself walking out of her room and back downstairs to the scene of the crime.
But then to her surprise, Pamela wasn't there.
And also to her surprise, she felt a wave of disappointment.
Truth was, she couldn't stop thinking about Pamela's cock. It was so big! She also couldn't help recalling how amazing getting arse fucked had been last night, after she'd gotten over her original humiliation.
She hated that she wanted it again. Except tonight it would be even better, now that Pamela had a bona fide dick.
She hated that she couldn't stop thinking about it... craving it... the arse fucking... the name calling... the humiliation.
She stripped off her clothing and began washing her body like she always did, realizing that on this occasion her nudity made her more vulnerable than ever to whatever Pamela might decide to do to her, but now she was worrying that Pamela might not show up. She kept looking around to check if Pamela had arrived... each time feeling more and more disappointed... even though she should be feeling relieved... but actually feeling more and more anxiety rising inside her.
Hannah washed herself far longer than she usually did, not able to decide whether she should wait for Pamela. Pamela had told her to meet her here... or was her absence just another of her mind games?
At long last Pamela sauntered in, already naked, already erect, and asked rhetorically as she stroked her cock, "Miss me, slut?"
"Let's just get this over with," Hannah said, pretending she didn't want to be here, even while she turned around to admire the big dick she was craving.
"Oh?" Pamela asked. "You're not looking forward to getting it on with me and my awesome new equipment?"
"Pamela... ummm..." Hannah said, unsure of what else to say.
"I really don't mind if you've changed your mind. I already have a few other girls lined up who'd love to get fucked by this big dick," Pamela said, flagrantly stroking it... knowing Hannah was dying for this dick.
"Fine then, I want it," Hannah said with a dramatic sigh and extreme frustration. "Is that what you want to hear?"
"No, what I want to hear is... what exactly do you want?" Pamela asked, still stroking her cock.
"Okay... I want to get fucked... by you," Hannah admitted.
"Fucked where?" Pamela asked, slowly advancing closer to her new pet.
"Right here in the shower room," Hannah said, getting more agitated as she stared at the big cock and couldn't wait to get it inside her.
Pamela laughed, "That goes without saying. What I mean is precisely where in your body should I stick this big, fat cock you created for me?"
"In my arse," Hannah admitted, no longer showing any signs of moral superiority.
"So to be clear," Pamela said, now standing directly in front of the naked nerd with the tip of her dick almost touching Hannah's belly, "you're telling me you want me to bend you over and slam my big dick inside your arse?"
"Yes, dammit," Hannah said. "I want you to arse fuck me with your huge cock, and that's the truth. So is that what you wanted to hear?"
"Mmhhmm," Pamela smiled as she pushed Hannah's back against the wall and kissed her. She didn't usually kiss her pets, but there was something special about Hannah. Perhaps it was because she was proud she'd actually seduced and turned the most brilliant nerd in the school into a submissive, cock hungry arse slut. Perhaps it was because she'd knocked the uppity and morally uptight Hannah down a few pegs. Perhaps it was that she had a slight crush on her as well... there was no doubt she liked Hannah in ways she didn't like the other girls she fucked.
Hannah kissed Pamela back... the kissing soon becoming passionate and raw... making her melt a little... as she felt confusing feelings she'd never felt before.
Pamela broke the kiss after a minute or so and responded, much delayed, "That's exactly what I wanted to hear."
"Then fuck me," Hannah said, needing that cock inside her arse... having felt empty and frustrated all day.
"I love how badly you want my dick," Pamela smiled, kissing her once more.
"I can't believe how much I want it," Hannah confessed, kissing her back.
"Oh, I knew behind your pretentious and boring exterior, was a nasty arse slut dying to come out and play," Pamela said, as she spun Hannah around and bent her over.
"I'm not boring," Hannah denied, as she eagerly got into position.
"Not anymore," Pamela agreed, as she lowered herself behind Hannah, spread her sweet arse cheeks, and licked the tiny rosebud.
"Ohhhhh," Hannah moaned, loving this feeling of having her arse licked... a new and kinky kind of foreplay... something else she was experiencing before she'd ever imagined it.
"Your arse is fucking delicious," Pamela purred, having always preferred eating an arsehole before devouring it... and wondering how it would taste once it got all nice and sweaty.
"That feels good," Hannah said, as the tongue bathed her tiny hole.
"This arse was made both to eat and fuck," Pamela said, as she really probed it with her tongue.
"Then do both," Hannah said, still feeling some guilt about her weakness... but she felt that guilt a lot less than she had yesterday.
"Oh, I plan on it," Pamela said, as she kept eating the arse before her.
"You'd better," Hannah moaned, giving in completely to this sin... this kink... this lust.
"You really want it in your arse, don't you, my slut?" Pamela asked, as she slithered her tongue up Hannah's arse and back.
"Yes Pamela, I want your cock in my arse so badly," Hannah said, having never wanted anything as badly in her life. She couldn't explain why, since she'd only lingered over the odd fantasy of another boy, and that was just kissing... never actual sex... and definitely not getting a cock stuck in her arse... yet the taboo sodomy of last night had awakened a side of her she not only hadn't known existed, but she hadn't ever even fathomed such a thing as being possible. But... but... but now she was consumed with the need to regain the feeling of rapture she'd felt last night when she came from getting her arse hammered... and that wasn't even a real dick... unlike the one she'd since created... ironically as revenge and a punishment, but now it was a reward... for them both.
"And now do you truly want to be my slut ongoingly?" Pamela asked, as she positioned her cock at the tiny, virginal-looking rosebud.
"Yes, I do want to be your slut... your ongoing arse slut," Hannah admitted, as she felt the head of the cock poking against her arsehole.
"And my pet too?" Pamela asked, pushing ever so slowly forward.
"Yes, I want to be your pet, your slut, your plaything," Hannah listed off, dying to feel that cock pushing past her anal ring.
"And how about being my girlfriend?" Pamela asked, as she slid the cock inside her pet's arse.
"Whaaaaaaat?" Hannah moaned as the cock slid inside her... delivering an instant wave of pleasure through her.
As Pamela filled Hannah's arse, she repeated, "My girlfriend. My slut, too. But would you also like to be my girlfriend?"
"Are you saying you want to be my girlfriend?" Hannah asked, this change of tack confusing her completely.
"I do," Pamela said, only realizing she did as she was asking the question, and then processed it afterwards. She'd known she had some sort of feelings for Hannah... especially when she kissed her... but now she wanted more. She wanted it all.
"Oh God," Hannah moaned as the cock filled her completely... going deeper inside her arse than last night's toy did.
"I'm asking you to hold my hand in public," Pamela said, now eight inches deep inside Hannah's arse.
"Really?" Hannah asked, the idea quickly becoming rather intriguing... although she couldn't fathom what everyone would think... or whether the professors would even allow it.
"And for us to snog each other in public," Pamela added, as she rested deep inside Hannah.
"I don't know," Hannah said... the idea intriguing, yet her feelings for Pamela were very confusing. She really enjoyed the rough treatment... the name calling... the fucking... but she also liked the intimate kissing. She'd never considered herself a lesbian... but now she wondered if maybe she did like girls. She'd liked licking Pamela's pussy yesterday... and she'd also liked sucking her cock earlier today... so what did all this mean?



"I want to show off my girlfriend," Pamela explained, as she bucked her hips forward, sending her cock deeper into Hannah. "I want us to giggle together while people point at us and ask each other, "Aren't they a cute couple?"
"Pamela, oh fuck," Hannah moaned, intense pleasure and pain coursing through her as the cock reached new depths inside her arse.
"I want everyone to know you're mine," Pamela said as she began slowly fucking her.
"As in your girlfriend or your slut?" Hannah asked. The question was sincere. She couldn't deny that their kissing had made her want some things she'd never before considered. So she was finding the idea of being Pamela's girlfriend... a relationship everyone would know about... intriguing. On the other hand, although she had no doubt about wanting to be Pamela's arse slut, she didn't want all the students and faculty to know that! Nor did she want to be expelled.
"In public, you'll be my girlfriend," Pamela said as she slowly fucked the tight arse... in awe of how good it felt. This was her first arse fucking with her new cock... she'd considered destroying some of her other pets' arseholes, but for reasons she didn't understand until now, she wanted the first time to be with Hannah. "But in the bedroom where nobody else can see, you're my arse slut."
"Mmmmmmm," Hannah moaned, as the slight pain that had shot through her dissipated, and a growing pleasure consumed her.
"Is that a yes?" Pamela asked, as she kept slowly sliding in and out.
"Yes," Hannah agreed, "that's an absolutely yes!" although as the big cock slid in and out of her arse bringing such sweet pleasure, she likely would have agreed to almost anything.
"So you'll be my girlfriend? Including lots of PDAs?" Pamela asked, as she slid deep inside her.
"Yes, lots," Hannah agreed.
"And my slut in private?"
"Yes, and since nobody else is around right now, you need to fuck me like your slut," Hannah said, not wanting to be made love to... but to be fucked... hard... deep... rough.
"You're the perfect girlfriend slut," Pamela said, as she held Hannah's hips and began to slam into her girlfriend... her slut.
"Oh yesssss," Hannah moaned, the pleasure multiplying, as Pamela slammed into her arse just like she wanted.
"I'm going to fuck you in every classroom in the school," Pamela promised, her mind spinning with wicked plans.
"I can cast invisibility spells for that, and sound muffling ones too," Hannah moaned; the prospect of regularly getting fucked by this glorious cock was enthralling.
"Mmmmmm," Pamela said, thrilled that Hannah seemed to be into the plan as much as she was.
"But for now, just fuck my arse harder," Hannah demanded, wanting to be sodomized to the extreme.
"Such a nasty slut you are," Pamela said, beginning to sweat as she obliged, really beginning to slam deep inside Hannah's arse.
"And I'm your arse slut," Hannah moaned in clarification, for reasons she didn't even understand... just completely consumed by pleasure and lust.
"Don't you forget it," Pamela emphasized, as she pulled out to admire the gaping hole she'd drilled with her new, fat cock.
"Shove that cock back in my arse," Hannah demanded urgently, feeling desperate.
"I'm just admiring your gaped arsehole," Pamela said, admiring the perfect and wide circle that was begging to be fucked even more.
"Admire it by fucking the shit out of it," Hannah demanded.
"Okay, okay," Pamela said, sliding her dick back in the gaped arsehole. "I've really turned you into a nasty little slut."
"Oh yes, fuck," Hannah said, not really agreeing with Pamela's words, but responding to the thrill of the cock back in her arse.
"I'm about to come in your arse," Pamela warned, as she resumed the fast, deep, hard fucking.
"Oh yes, fill my arse with your cum," Hannah moaned, this not being something she'd ever even thought about until this very moment... it certainly hadn't been an option yesterday during her arse virginity-taking fuck-with-a-strap-on.
"I promise I will, but not until after you come from getting your pretty little arse fucked," Pamela said, keeping the pace rapid... although unlike when she'd been using a strap-on and could give marathon fucks... having a real cock had a downside... less stamina... not physically... she could still go all night... but not without at least some recovery time between orgasms... and the bubbling inside her was saying one was fast approaching... so if she wanted to give Hannah hers first, she'd better make it happen soon.
"Then pound me till I come," Hannah moaned, "I promise it won't take long," and her orgasm was indeed rising.
Pamela reached out, grabbed her new girlfriend's hair and ordered, as she hammered away, "Then it's almost time! Come, my slut, come all over my big fat cock."
"Oh yes, fuck," Hannah moaned, her orgasm rising at an expedited rate. The name calling she'd been targeted with, the hair pulling, and the hard fucking accelerating her inevitable rapture.
"Now, my sexy, slutty, anally obsessed slut," Pamela demanded, yanking a little harder on Hannah's hair as she slammed into her pet's arse as hard as she possibly could.
"Oh, fuck yes, Pamela, fuck me, oh fuck, oh fuck," Hannah babbled, as her rising orgasm consumed her core being and clouded her mentality... all she cared about right now was her immediately pending orgasm.
"Now, slut, right fucking now," Pamela repeated impatiently, desperately holding back the boiling in her balls as long as she possibly could... which would be just a few more seconds.
"Fuck, fuck, oh fuck," Hannah repeated, her orgasm so close.
"Fuuuuuuck," Pamela grunted, unable to hold back even a second longer, and she exploded her load inside Hannah's tight arse.
"Ooooooooh fuuuuuuck!" Hannah screamed; since the moment she felt the warm cum filling her arse, her own orgasm was triggered.
Both women enjoyed the euphoria of their orgasms... Pamela discovering that the pleasure of a penile orgasm was more intense, but much shorter than a vaginal one.
Pamela slowed down gradually to a halt, but first made sure every last drop of her load was deposited in Hannah's arse.
"Ohhhhhhh," Hannah was completely exhausted, even though she hadn't done anything other then bend over and brace herself while taking the big dick in her arse... the pleasure continuing to pulse through her over and over again... an orgasm that refused to end.
A couple minutes later, Pamela pulled out of Hannah's amazing arse and checked out the gaping hole... her own white cum leaking out of it.
"Fuck," Hannah said weakly. She was still in her lustful daze, her head still clouded with the intensity of the sodomy.
Pamela then helped Hannah to stand upright, turned her around, and kissed her tenderly.
Hannah kissed Pamela back... enjoying this tender intimacy after the intense, hard fucking.
The kiss lasted a full couple of minutes before Pamela asked, "So, are you still okay being outed as a lesbian and my girlfriend tomorrow?"
"I am," Hannah nodded, looking lovingly into Pamela's eyes... this sudden relationship just feeling right.
"People will talk, you know," Pamela cautioned her, even though she herself had never given a fig what people thought about her, and she knew Hannah had always felt that way too.
"Let them talk," Hannah said, leaning in and kissing Pamela again.
"How about if I grab your ass from time to time?" Pamela teased.
"I don't think so... but wait a couple of weeks, and ask me again."
"That's a deal, girlfriend," Pamela giggled.
A minute later Hannah grabbed her robe, Pamela took her hand, and they strolled out hand in hand to face the rest of the Nobbs Ridge Academy, and for both of them... it already felt completely natural.
THE END
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Summary: Pussy 6&7: Meredith discovers the joys of fisting.
Note: This is dedicated to Stephen who requested the series.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.
Note 3: This is chapter six of an ongoing series.
In Chapter One, Meredith is at home alone with her 8-month-old baby while her husband is constantly away working and neglecting her sexual needs. She spies through her bedroom window her 18-year-old female next door neighbour (a gorgeous girl from Italy) being sexually pleasured by another woman, and then another one, and then even more. This sparks a flame inside Meredith, awakening her curiosity to explore her own same sex desires. She discovers there's a neighborhood secret Pillow Princess Service Club, where older women sign up to frequently be summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and she's immediately summoned by that same beautiful next door neighbour Bianca, whereupon she goes next door and eats her pussy. Which begins Meredith's journey into submissive lesbianism.
In Chapter two, Meredith is hailed during her walk of shame home from Bianca's back yard, and she's convinced into going across the street to the wife of a congressman Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked (with a strap-on), which was the first time Meredith had been fucked in a year and a half.
In Chapter Three, Meredith drives a few blocks away to her former high school bully's house, where she's surprised to be greeted by a naked Miranda (with a bright red butt) who's being punished for using Meredith before the more important, younger, pillow princesses... this punishment includes Miranda being spanked (a lot), and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a large cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter's, whereupon said bully enters the house, and before long begins fucking her pussy... although sadly, not long enough to get her off... before Meredith rushes out to take care of pussy number four.
In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.
In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives Meredith more freedom to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, since her Mom offers to take her daughter for the rest of the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address and finds it's a yoga studio. After some brief hesitation, she enters the business front, and is soon servicing the receptionist, a youngish girl, under her desk while the girl continues working... greeting clients, etc.. Then with her three tasks completed, she returns to her car wondering now what... and what comes next is half of that 'now what'....
So now, continuing immediately after the end of part 5....
PILLOW PRINCESS CLUB Ch. 06:
Clicking the Pillow Princess app, I found lots of messages... at least a dozen of them.
I clicked on the first one.
BBWMISTRESS: I expect you to respond to this message the MOMENT you see it.
I had other messages to respond to, but I felt compelled to respond to this one in a hurry.
MILFMER: Hi.
I checked the next message.
ANALANNIE: Have you ever eaten an asshole?
I responded, the idea so dirty, kinky and wrong, yet in my new horny, submissive, do-anything-once mindset, I responded,
MILFMER: I haven't, but now I'm curious.
The next text was simple.
KANDYKISS: Welcome to the club. I look forward to getting to know you better.
I responded vanilla courteously.
MILFMER: Thank you KANDYKISS, I look forward to getting to know you better too.
I saw that BBWMISTRESS had already responded to my message.
BBWMISTRESS: Is that all you have to say? Address me properly you DUMB SLUT!!!!!
My eyes went wide at her harshness. I responded quickly.
MILFMER: I'm sorry Mistress. How dumb of me. I am very new to the Club and just beginning to learn my place.
I checked the next message. Each message was oddly exciting. Each one like an online Christmas present... mainly because I'd probably soon be intimate with every one of these girls and women... and apparently in a wide variety of fashions.
ZZTOP: Welcome, Catherine's Mom. I've wanted to fuck you for a while, just like I've already fucked your daughter in your home while you were out.
My eyes went wide.
Who on earth could that be?
None of Catherine's friends' names started with a Z, that I could recall. Although the playful probable pun of ZZ and Top was witty. Or that could be unintentional, or else simply the girl's (or grown woman's?) favourite band... except how many young people would know the band ZZTOP? They were already past their prime when I started listening to music in the mid 80s. My husband loved them, so I'd been to their concerts three times. They'd always put on a great show, and I still had a dozen of their songs on my playlist: La Grange, Tush, Pearl Necklace (I've had some of those given to me in the past), I'm ad, I'm Nationwide, Cheap Sunglasses, Gimme All Your' Lovin', Sharp Dressed Man, Rough Boy, I Gotsta Get Paid, Blue Jean Blues and, of course, Legs.
MILFMER: The only way for you to make up for going into my home and fucking my daughter without my knowledge is to fuck me too. When?
I received responses from ANALANNIE AND BBWMISTRESS. I checked BBWMISTRESS first, feeling that I had to.
BBWMISTRESS: Get your ass over to me right now.
She also sent her address, which was unnecessary since everyone's addresses were in the app.
Since I didn't need to rush home anymore, was craving more pussy, and I felt compelled to obey her, I responded immediately.
MILFMER: Yes, Mistress. I am on my way.
She replied immediately.
BBWMISTRESS: Just walk in the front door and go down to the basement.
MILFMER: Yes, Mistress. Be there in about ten minutes.
BBWMISTRESS: Hurry, slut.
I hurried to check ANALANNIE: Then it's high time you ate one. Are you free tonight?
I responded.
MILFMER: I have another Princess to serve next, and then I could come to see you if you wish.
So before I'd even left the strip mall's parking lot, I'd agreed to meet two more strangers to have some version of sex with them.
I started driving, shaking my head at my rash decisions, since I'd just agreed to go to two more strangers' houses... and likely eat someone's asshole.
I drove for a few blocks, and at a red light, I saw another message from ANALANNIE.
ANALANNIE: Come and see me as soon as you're done.
The light turned green, so I waited for the next red light before responding.
MILFMER: I'll be there.
As I drove, I recalled one of Catherine's classmates named Annie being the valedictorian. Could this be the same girl? She was a very cute brunette who'd be attending Harvard this fall.
I continued driving, and made it to the next address a couple minutes earlier than I'd expected.
I decided to check my next message before going inside.
SILKSTOCKINGSLOVER: Welcome, Meredith. I'm sure you'll love our Club.
My eyes went wide yet again... I imagine if this was a cartoon, I'd be exhibiting a lot of exaggerated facial features. Maybe I knew this woman... or at least knew who she was... I certainly recognized her tag! The lesbian erotica writer I read the most used the exact same one. But no way could she be the writer of such classics as the 'Lesbian MILF Seductress' series (in my own life Bianca perhaps standing in as my Bree), the very long 'Turning Contest' series (which I hoped would someday include even more hot and imaginative episodes), and the super romantic yet raw lesbian story. 'Fate of the Fishbowl', which had me on the edge of my seat throughout, and near the end orgasming constantly!
No way!
What were the odds?
Just no way.
But I couldn't resist asking.
MILFMER: Mistress, I know this may sound strange, but do you happen to write lots of erotica?
I waited for a minute, but she didn't respond.
And with a very prickly Mistress waiting for me, I'd have to wait to discover the answer to that astounding possibility. So I stowed my phone under my seat, left the car, and started walking towards her house... having temporarily forgotten what I was wearing... since I'd gotten used to it. A couple women were walking towards me, and they both gave me looks of utter disdain. And still forgetful, I had no idea why they were looking at me like that!
So I ignored them and went to the front door... and just let myself in as instructed.
I went downstairs, and found two girls sitting together on a couch.
"Hi, Mistress," I greeted vaguely, since I didn't know which of them I was supposed to be addressing, and as I approached them, I saw they were watching that new Disney cartoon musical called... actually, I couldn't remember what it was called, and I hadn't seen it yet... although I'd listened to the song about Bruno a few times.
"Hi, slut," the larger girl greeted, looking to be around twenty.
"She's cute," the much thinner girl said, tattoo sleeves all over her arms.
"Thank you, ma'am," I replied, relishing any compliment I was given. I was very surprised, since BBWMISTRESS... likely the larger girl... now appeared quite friendly... totally unlike the shit her online persona had been giving me. (I wasn't fazed that she began by calling me a slut... since that was apparently just what passed for politeness in this Club.)
"I hope you're hungry," the big girl said.
"I've been hungry all day," I said, as I took in these two very different body types.
"Then don't just stand there. Get your ass over here and get started eating me," the big girl instructed brusquely. Okay, back to prickly.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, an honorific that now flowed smoothly off my tongue.
I went over to her as she parted her large legs and hiked up her skirt.
"By the way," she said, as I lowered myself between her legs. "I'm Sharon, and my friend here is Wanda."
I leaned forward and began tasting yet another pussy. Sharon wasn't fat, but she was big boned. Her pussy was also larger than normal. The lips were plumper. The clit was bigger. Her entire pussy region was bigger than any of my prior pussy snacks.
She had some pubic hair, but not a lot.
"Have you eaten out your daughter yet?" Sharon asked, completely out of the blue.
"N-n-no," I answered with a stammer as I traced her thick pussy lips... the question throwing me for a loop, even though I'd already had some conversations about the likelihood of my daughter and me fooling around, and incest seemed to be very common in this Club.
"Not yet?" she asked, sounding surprised.
"This is my first day, and she's out of town," I explained, not telling her I was pretty sure I couldn't ever do such a thing, and I was confident my daughter wouldn't want to do it either.
"In this Club, it's pretty much inevitable," Sharon said. "All the mothers are expected to be their daughters' pussy pets."
I didn't respond.
I didn't know what to say.
I just pushed my tongue between her lips to taste her already wet pussy.
"Yeah, except Catherine is more of a pussy muncher than a dominant," Wanda said.
"True, true," Sharon agreed, and they began discussing... apparently knowledgeably... my daughter's sex life. As I probed her hole she continued, "But it's utterly impossible to resist the temptation of taking charge of your own Mommy pet whether you're submissive or dominant."
"True, true," Wanda said, beginning to sound like a Greek chorus.
"So will you be a good girl and eat your daughter's pussy when she orders you to?" Sharon asked, finally getting right to the point, while pushing my head away from her delicious pussy.
"I don't know," I responded, that being the best answer I had. I mean the idea of having sex with Catherine seemed so wrong, but so did peeping at Bianca through my bedroom window... which I'd done without anyone's encouragement (apart from Bianca being inherently irresistible), then I joined the Pillow Princess Service Club, hurried into Bianca's backyard when she summoned me and ate her pussy, and then there were the growing number of submissive lesbian tasks I'd completed today... and the night was still young. But getting intimate with my daughter... having incest... that would be an entirely outrageous level of kink... not to mention it would be illegal. Although probably not child abuse, since she was nineteen, and she'd be calling all the shots.
"I know," Sharon said. "You're feeling conflicted right now. But when the time comes, you'll find that all you want to do is to mindlessly obey Catherine just like you were born to do."
"I don't know if I believe that," I said, the phrase 'born to do' seeming a little over the top.
"Oh, believe me, you will. And nobody can squirt like your daughter does," Wanda added.
"Yeah, she's a real cum hydrant whenever she does that," Sharon added. A chill went down my back when I recalled that one of the earliest people reaching out to me on the app had called herself SQUIRTSALOT... although I couldn't remember what she said... except it included something about temporarily not being in town but when she returned, she looked forward to having some version of sex with me... I'd forgotten what exactly. There was no way SQUIRTSALOT could be my daughter... was there? That possibility was really scary!
"My turn," Wanda said, snapping her fingers as she stood up, pulled off her sweats and panties, tossed them aside, and sat back down.
I went to her and licked yet another pussy. This one was completely dry when I started. So unlike my slow teasing of Sharon's pussy, this time I went between Wanda's pussy lips and wiggled my tongue up and down in a zigzag motion... even though my mind was filled with frightening questions about my daughter... and SQUIRTSALOT.
"Yeah, the first time my Mom ate my pussy was the biggest rush ever," Sharon said.
"Stop bragging," Wanda said.
"Sorry, but I can't help that your Mom passed away when you were young," Sharon said.
"No, you can't. And I do love sitting on your Mom's face," Wanda said wickedly.
"Yeah, she really is the best pussy muncher when she's on her back and someone is sitting on her face," Sharon agreed.
"Especially if someone else is fisting her fat pussy," Wanda added.
"Yeah, dick doesn't do anything anymore for her sloppy cunt," Sharon said, talking so disrespectfully about her mother.
I was still pretty certain I'd never find myself eating my daughter, nor did I think she'd ever want me to do it, but if by some crazy happenstance it did happen, I hoped she wouldn't ever talk about me like these two were dissing Sharon's mother.
"Every been fisted, slut?" Wanda asked.
"No," I said.
"Hmmmmmm," Sharon purred while I licked her friend, who was now getting wet.
"You thinking what I'm thinking?" Wanda asked.
"I'm pretty sure I am," Sharon said.
I sensed that I too knew what they were thinking. Today I'd been fucked by Miranda to double orgasms, I'd been fucked briefly by my high school bully while I ate her daughter's pussy, but what I feared was about to happen to me was extreme!
But I just kept licking. Since I had no control of my fate anymore, what else could I do?
As I'd anticipated, a moment later I felt my flimsy excuse for a dress flipped up, someone's hands spread my legs apart, and then there were fingers on my pussy.
"You'll love this," Sharon said from behind me.
"Please be gentle," I asked. "I haven't had much attention down there for the past couple of years."
"You haven't?" Sharon asked, rubbing my pussy to get it extremely wet... although it was already very wet.
"No," I moaned.
"Husbandly neglect?" she asked.
My bitterness over my husband's gross neglect had me answering her question in a tone that did nothing to conceal my bitterness, "He hasn't fucked me at all since I got pregnant over a year and a half ago."
"No fucking way!" both Wanda and Sharon groaned in impressive unity.
"Tragically, way," I said, trying to recall how many times I'd tried to talk Jack into fucking me. How in all truth, if he'd only done his job as my husband, it was likely I'd never have embarked on this journey of sexual self-discovery. And worse, if he ever learned what I'd begun doing, he'd throw an absolute fit... when it was own damn fault!
"Well, that's just inexcusable," Sharon said, as I felt two fingers slide into my pussy. Sharon's, I was pretty sure.
"It's a fucking disgrace," Wanda agreed.
"It really is," I moaned, as the fingers began... so slowly... finger fucking me.
Yes, I'd already had two orgasms today, but a third one had been on a low simmer throughout the latter part of my wicked day... ever since Mei had slid her strap-on cock into me, but had then been called away before she had enough time to finish what she started.
"She's fucking soaked," Sharon said.
"Once we've started on them, they always are," Wanda said, as I swirled my tongue around her hole like a miniature pleasure tornado.
"They always get wet, being cunt munchers and all," Sharon agreed, as I felt a third finger slip inside my pussy.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, as the pleasure increased and my pussy stretched a little.
"Don't stop licking," Wanda ordered.
"Sorry," I moaned, realizing I'd stopped licking when Sharon began fingering me.
I'd resumed licking for a minute or so before Sharon suggested, "Let's roll her onto her back and you can sit on her face."
"Good idea," Wanda said, pushing my head away while Sharon's fingers left my pussy behind... briefly, I hoped. "Lie down on your back," Sharon said.
"Okay," I said, as I laid down on the floor and rolled onto my back... thankful there was a carpet under me.
Once I was on my back, Wanda got off the couch and lowered her pussy onto my face.
As she did, I felt my legs being spread wide, as Sharon, who was a large woman, went between them, and her fingers returned to my pussy.
I moaned, lapping on the pussy above me while Sharon's fingers slid back inside me.
"Fist fuck her," Wanda urged while three of Sharon's fingers were pumping in and out of me.
"You got it," Sharon agreed.
"Relax slut, you'll much better off if you do," Wanda said, as I kept slowly licking her, my legs stiffening a little, anticipating I wasn't sure what.
"Okay," I said, my response muffled by her pussy.
I felt Sharon pull her fingers out of me, and then slowly push them back in... except now she was using all five fingers.
As her hand pushed further into me, I inadvertently lifted my ass, thus assisting her hand in slipping even further into me... the entirety of all her fingers now... making me moan loudly, "Oooooooooooh!" as I started feeling completely stretched out and full.
"She's taking it easily!" Sharon exclaimed, and now I felt her entire hand inside me... all the way to her wrist... my head spinning and going light with the intensity burning inside me,
"Oh fuck," I whispered, feeling more filled up than I ever had before.
"Do you like this, slut?" Sharon asked, now flexing her fingers inside me.
"So full," I groaned, not really answering the question, my attention totally absorbed by the hand inside my pussy as I attempted to both breathe and lick.



"Keep licking," Wanda reminded me again, swaying her hips back and forth while lowering herself a little more, until she was literally sitting on my face, thus severely restricting the amount of air I could breathe.
I did manage to resume licking while Sharon rotated her wrist (and thus her hand) inside my cunt back and forth, creating new sensations inside me.
I couldn't believe how fully stuffed I felt.
Then she began pumping her hand in and out... well not much of each stroke outwards... but back and forth... and I realized I was literally being fist fucked.
Which bestowed the most intense sensations of my life... even though today had been a day of many intense sensations.
I learned there were areas in my pussy that had never been stimulated before... places no dick had ever touched... no vibrator or strap-on could ever reach, nor could any tongue... such as deep inside my vaginal passage near my cervix.
Each time Sharon shoved her forearm back and forth, new sensations surged through my entire body... making my legs twitch uncontrollably and my toes curl.
Wanda then began bouncing up and down on my face... which was a compelling distraction... as her wetness coated my face.
Meanwhile, I'd never felt so completely out of control of myself.
My face was being used.
My pussy was full of both a hand and an entire wrist.
I felt and actually was powerless.
Overwhelmed.
My entire body was on fire, although thankfully not literally... not that I was sure I could tell.
And I wanted more of all this... but especially I wanted to come.
My body was locked into lust mode, as I kept my tongue extended so as to stimulate Wanda as best I could from my restricted position. I lifted my ass to meet the fucking of her fist... taking it even deeper... some of her forearm now... experiencing more euphoric sensations... and was ever more desperate to come!
I suddenly found I was fist fucking myself... well... her fist but my hip muscles.
Sharon was impressed, and she said, "She's thrusting her ass to meet my fist."
"What a nasty slut," Wanda said with a moan, as she continued bouncing on me as if my face was a cock. It felt so weird... strange... kinky... humiliating... and also exhilarating.
"Yeah, she's clearly been needing this," Sharon said... truer words had never been spoken. Not so much just the fist fucking... but receiving all this attention... the compliments, even though they were often mixed with derogatory slurs... this exploration of my lesbianism... and all of this pleasure... the raw, intense rapture.
"You're one of our hottest, nastiest MILFs yet," Wanda complimented me... words with which she was unknowingly enhancing my growing sexual self-esteem... she was basically calling me hot.
"And she just had a kid," Sharon pointed out.
"Really?"
"Yeah," Sharon said, as she and I worked smoothly together to fist fuck me. It was a slow fucking, but powerful. She wasn't fist banging me. She wasn't pounding into me with her forearm. It was a soothing but strong fisting... as odd as that sounds.
"Wild," Wanda moaned loudly as she really began bouncing on my face... in a way I didn't think could ever make me come... but her wild moaning indicated she was about to.
Our interactions were a trifecta of pleasure. It was physical, emotional and psychological. It had my body on fire... my head spinning... as the sensations of fullness created a fire inside me that felt like a burning inferno... yet its glacial pace made it a slow burn, creating heat throughout my core.
Then Sharon's hand suddenly felt like it exploded inside me when she opened her fist and spread her fingers wide apart. My body quaked wildly when she found my elusive g-spot... I hadn't even been sure I had one... amidst what I'm sure is the most sensual inner stretching a woman can ever experience.
"Come all over my fist, slut," Sharon ordered, as I continued bucking my hips in opposition to her wide open hand, and meanwhile my face was being lavishly used for Wanda's pleasure.
"Oh yes," both Wanda and I moaned, while our respective orgasms rose simultaneously to a fever's pitch, and somehow... likely thanks to a blessing from the goddess of rapture... we both reached apocalyptic orgasms at the same time!
My body quaked uncontrollably, even as my face was drenched with excessive wetness flooding down from above... as if I was standing directly beneath Niagara Falls. My forehead, my face and my open mouth, were all subjected to this waterfall of cum as my orgasm cascaded through me.
"Oh, yeah slut, let yourself go, and cum like crazy," Sharon purred, as she pulled out her hand and buried her face in my pussy, bathing it in my flood of cum.
I continued quaking... shaking... and coming... as my body let loose with the most intense orgasm of my life... and that's an understatement... while Wanda was now only dribbling juices onto my face.
Sharon's tongue between my pussy lips intensified my already intense rapture, as I lay on the carpet bonelessly... utterly spent.
A moment later, Wanda collapsed off of me saying, "Good job, slut."
"Thanks," I said, although I was thinking to myself, All I really did was lie down, while you rode my face for your enjoyment.
A few seconds later, Sharon rolled away from my pussy... which was still leaking... my orgasm refusing to release its grasp on my mind, body and soul, and then Wanda finally got reinvolved by straddling my face and lowering her pussy onto it again.
Dazed... but understanding what she expected ... I began licking her, but I was so exhausted, I could only do it because she held my head up for me.
To my surprise, Sharon then placed a pillow beneath my head, thus providing me with a stabler position to eat my lucky pussy number seven... well lucky me. She really did have two distinct sides to her... if you crossed her, she'd come down hard on you... at least verbally... but most of the time she was considerate and even caring.
Still feeling weak from the intensity of all that fisting and the orgasm draining all my energy, I laid still and licked Sharon leisurely... enjoying the simple but addictive task of eating her pussy.
No rush.
No particular thoughts.
Only licking.
Just enjoying the sensual, exotic scents and taste of another woman.
And for a good ten minutes, maybe longer, I did only that... my orgasm eventually fading away, and my brain shifting from bimbo-slut-willing-to-do-anything-to-come, to eager-pet-willing-to-do-whatever-it-takes-to-make-this-reasonably-sweet-girl-cum-so-I-can-taste-her-sweet pussy's-cum-nectar.
So I gently licked.
And licked.
And licked some more.
Gradually bringing her towards her inevitable orgasm.
Her moans were soft.
It wasn't until she finally spoke up and barked, "Suck on my clit!" that my lengthy, leisurely, relaxed, tongue-lapping speed-shifted into an aggressive finish.
I did as she asked, sucking her overlarge, swollen clit between my lips and tugging gently... shaking my head as best I could from my claustrophobic position, her legs allowing me only an inch, give or take, on either side of my head.
"Oh yes, don't stop," she moaned, although she didn't get aggressive on my face like Wanda had.
She just sat on my face and let me pleasure her... which I found so relaxing after the intensity of my recent orgasm, and the rough usage of my face Wanda had subjected me to.
"Oh, I'm getting close," she warned, while I really worked over her clit. And as her moans got louder... she was actually huffing a little, which sounded strangely erotic... I sucked her entire clit into my mouth and tapped on it with my tongue.
I hadn't ever tried this trick until now (duh, I'd never eaten any pussy at all until today), but I recalled reading about it in a story, and man, did it work.
"Oh fuck... oh fuck... oh... oh... ohhhhhhhh!" she moaned loudly, just before her orgasm hit. Unlike the previous orgasms I'd caused today... where they'd gushed onto my face or into my mouth... Sharon's orgasm oozed out slowly... her entire stream of cum gradually flowing into my mouth.
I drank all of it... completely intoxicated by the taste of this feminine vintage of champagne... although this homemade champagne was way better than any of the commercial bubbly I'd ever tasted... or even fine wine, which I liked a lot.
For a good minute I imbibed her entire stream of pussy juice before she weakly stumbled to her feet and said, "Meredith, you're so fucking hot!" Which was miles away from her previous, "Is that all you have to say? Address me properly you DUMB SLUT!!!!!" So I'd made some real progress in winning her over, which felt really good.
"Thanks," I said as I gazed up at her. Although she was a big boned girl, she was beautiful... voluptuous in body and personality.
"Do you have any more stops to make?" she asked as she crashed down onto the couch.
"Yes, at least one more," I said.
"Then we won't keep you any longer," she said, as I stood up weakly after spending a good twenty minutes or more on my back... thus now feeling a little sore. "But we'll definitely have you back again sometime soon."
"I'll be honoured," I said, wondering whether once the novelty of a new pet got old, I'd still be called back regularly. I resolved always to be as good a pet as I could so I'd get lots of return engagements... since there was no way I was going back to the sexless life I'd lived before entering Bianca's backyard ten or so hours ago.
"I know you will," she said smugly.
"Thank you Mistress Sharon and Mistress Wanda," I said, standing up and stretching.
"You're welcome," Sharon said.
"Well, I'd better get going," I said, the periods of time following the orgasms always being the most awkward ones. I wasn't becoming actual friends with any of these girls today, although some of us might develop some affection for each other. But friends needed to have more things to bond about than just sex, and all these interactions today were nothing but sex. Which wasn't a problem actually, since all of them had been so exciting!
"Okay," she nodded. "Can you let yourself out?"
"Yeah," I nodded.
I headed out, now having eaten seven different pussies today... and been fucked by two strap-ons and now one fist, but had reached only three orgasms. Which was fair enough, since my principal purpose during these visits was to provide orgasms.
This was easily the craziest day of my life, and it didn't seem to be coming to an end anytime soon.
The End of Chapter 6.
Coming next in Chapter 7: Meredith discovers the joys of eating ass, and learns a close friend of hers is also a Club member.
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