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1950s: Tit Attention
Summary: A lactating Rebecca has her tits worshipped... a lot.
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 tenth chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades, and through several generations of family members.
In part 1, 1950s: 1 st Time With a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given the gift of a scrapbook from her recently deceased great grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great grandmother's sexual adventures in the 1950s...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe about Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once she's done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction: her nerdy science partner Zelda.
In part 2, 1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society, our protagonist reads the next chapter in her great grandmother's scrapbook. Rebecca is caught masturbating while babysitting and has a sexual encounter with a MILF. Rebecca learns of a secret lesbian society that is decades old, and she is offered the opportunity to become the newest submissive pet to many local housewives. To earn the privilege of being the housewife pet during for her senior year of high school, she must meet the head Mistress and service her. Lastly, present-day Kimmy, so horny from the idea of a sex club for housewives, envisions herself dominating one of her neighbours.
In part 3: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training, our protagonist learns about her great grandmother's training to become a pet to a community of housewife lesbians. Rebecca is forced to suck cock for the first time (and the second time, and...), she witnesses a massive housewife lesbian orgy, then gets fisted and spanked before being ordered to seduce her best friend. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off after a long night, by imagining many different MILFs she would like to seduce.
In part 4: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's seduction of her best friend. Rebecca becomes more brazen at high school and must fulfill the task of seducing her best friend, Eleanor. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off with a pop bottle as she fantasizes about making her good friend Camree serve as her public slut.
In part 5: 1950s: Moms & Daughters, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother Rebecca's further sexual adventures as she: submits to her best friend's mother, to get her permission for Eleanor also to become a community pet; seduces Eleanor again, this time so her mother can catch them in the act; gets Eleanor's mother off in front of Eleanor; at an initiation/training for Rebecca and Eleanor, learns how her own mother had been recently seduced into the housewife lesbian community; has sex with her mother: oral, vaginal and anal, both giving and receiving; establishes a domme/sub relationship with her mother - taking turns for who's in charge. Lastly, Kimmy fantasizes about dominating and seducing her unpleasant Aunt Beth as she masturbates with a bratwurst.
In part 6: 1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's senior year as she questions her fading relationship with her best friend, tries to handle all her commitments (school, boyfriend and being a housewives' pet) and even spends a night with three popular cheerleaders. Lastly, this leads to Kimmy realizing she needs to spend more time with her best friend Julia.
In part 7: 1950s: Naughty Bride-to-Be, our protagonist, now pregnant, must repent as she prepares for her wedding... although her tasks to repent tend to include a lot of pussy and some cock.
In part 8: 1950s: On Her Wedding Day, our protagonist learns about her great grandmother's actual wedding day, which was an amazing sex-filled day, including rendezvous with a variety of women and a couple of lucky men. Her great grandmother then orders Kimmy to help herself to a major gift she will cherish greatly ... which Kimmy interprets as helping herself to her math teacher Mrs. Walker, which takes us to part 9.
In part 9: 1950s: Pregnant Slut, our protagonist attempts to seduce Mrs. Walker at school, but she's interrupted just as she goes for the kill. Frustrated, she goes home and reads the story of her nine months pregnant great grandmother being fucked by her own sister, and then becoming a complete cum bucket for numerous doctors at the hospital just a few hours after giving birth. The chapter ends with our protagonist heading for Mrs. Walker's house, determined to turn her teacher into her lesbian plaything.
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: Tit Attention
With the same determination my great grandmother's sister Cathy used in dominating her, I drove to Mrs. Walker's house... thankful for google maps.
I arrived... parked... took a deep breath and marched up to the front door, giddy with excitement at the conquest I was about to attempt. Usually my prey was unaware of what was about to happen... but this time Mrs. Walker would know what I had in mind the moment she opened the door.
I waited for a minute maybe... although it felt like an eternity... before the door opened and Mrs. Walker's eyes went wide. "Kimmy!" she gasped.
"Hi, Mrs. Walker," I smiled, stepping past her and into her house before being invited. "We haven't finished our conversation from this afternoon."
"Kimmy, this still isn't appropriate," she said.
"Are your daughters home?" I asked, ignoring her protest.
"No, they're at the movies," she said... information she shouldn't share with someone she knew was trying to seduce her... unless... unless... deep down, she wanted to be seduced.
"Excellent. That gives us lots of time," I smiled.
"But Kimmy, I'm your teacher," she objected as I stepped close to her.
"That's right, and now I'm going to teach you," I said, and started kissing her.
She didn't kiss me back... at least not at first. But when I placed my hands on her ass and pulled her into me, she did respond. When I broke the kiss after a minute or so, I added, "To be my teacher pet."
"But Kimmy," she said weakly.
"Be honest with me," I said, reaching under her dress and touching her wet panties. "Have you ever fantasized about any of your students seducing you?"
"Kimmy," she repeated, this time with a soft moan.
"Or more to the point..." I asked as I rubbed her clit through her panties, "...have you fantasized about being my pet?"
"Kimmy, I...." she began to respond, but stopped when I kissed her again, while sliding two fingers into her pussy. As I slid my tongue into her mouth, she reciprocated, and for a couple of minutes we kissed passionately while I slowly fingered her.
When I broke the kiss, I said, "Let's go to one of your daughters' room."
"Kimmy, we mustn't do this, we just can't!" she protested, as I took her hand and began leading her towards the hallway.
"We are doing this, Mrs. Walker," I said. "And we both want this."
"Maybe, but...." she protested.
"No buts, Mrs. Walker," I said, as I stopped in front of an open door, which clearly was the bedroom of one of her daughters, "this is happening,"
I pulled her into the room, pushed her down onto the bed, got between her legs and dove in, pulling her panties aside and beginning to lick, before she had enough time to make any more protests.
"Oh my God!" she moaned as I attacked her pussy... knowing the power of pleasure.
"You taste so good, Mrs. Walker," I purred as I licked away. "Just like I imagined you would."
"Kimmy," she moaned, but no longer in protest, but rapture.
"Do you want to come, Mrs. Walker?" I asked a minute later, as her moans continued to increase in both volume and frequency.
"Oh God, Kimmy, please don't stop," she moaned, placing a hand on the back of my head.
Knowing she was close, I slid two fingers into her pussy, found her magical g-spot, and tapped.
"Oh my fucking God!" she screamed, as I simultaneously tapped on her g-spot and sucked on her clit... making her cum like crazy.
I lapped up her sweet creamy cum as it flooded out of her, removing my fingers to catch as much of it as I could.
"Jesus Christ," she swore, clearly overwhelmed with the pleasure I'd just given her.
"And that's just the tip of the iceberg," I purred, lapping up some excessive cum before I stood up and asked, "Have you ever eaten pussy, Mrs. Walker?"
"No," she admitted, looking up at me in a dazed state... the aftermath of her euphoria.
I discarded all my clothes, and after kissing her again, asked, "But you want to eat mine, don't you?"
"I don't know. Will that make me your slave?" she asked.
"Yes, or another term for it is my pet," I replied. "Do you now agree that's what you want?"
"Yes I do," she admitted looking at me with a lustful gaze.
"Good, then so you shall be," I smiled. I then helped her out of her clothes, and arranged us both on the bed to offer her my pussy. "Now come and get it, my teacher pet."
"I'm not sure about what to do," she said, staring at my pussy and looking helpless.
"You have a pussy of your own, and I'm sure you must have pleasured it at least a time or two. So just do what comes naturally," I instructed as she leaned closer to my pussy.
"Okay, "she said, clearly nervous.
"Just extend your tongue and lick," I instructed, indeed feeling like I was the teacher.
"Okay," she repeated, and she did just that.
"There you go," I moaned ever so softly, as her tongue made contact with my pussy.
"You taste good," she said, after a few licks.
"So I've heard," I said as I watched her licking me... her look of curiosity shifting into eagerness as she discovered the joy of 'pussylingus'.
After another minute of her slowly licking me... and her becoming more relaxed and eager while she did... I placed a hand behind her head and said, "That's a good girl. You're starting to learn how to eat my pussy."
As she licked, she also responded, still unsure of herself and her ability, but surprising me by her preference in terms, "I want to be a good slave for you. Be patient with me."
"It's about time, too," I said, wishing I'd gone after her back when I'd first discovered my power of pussy persuasion.

"Better late than never," she said.
"Oh, I'm going to craft you into a perfect pet for me," I moaned. "A sexy submissive slave."
"Oh, yes," she moaned, my name calling turning her on.
"Yes, I'll have you eating me in your classroom, I'll fuck you while your daughters are home, making you scream in ecstasy, and use you whenever I want," I declared, our future looking so hot, it was turning me on too... as was her eager tongue, which seemed to understand so quickly how to pleasure a pussy.
"Wait! You're going to out me to my own daughters?" she asked, scandalised. "We'll be having sex right in front of them?"
"Yes, but only after you and I have agreed on a feasible plan to seduce them too. Wouldn't you love the two of us to be naked, kissing and fondling each other... maybe on your living room couch... while your daughters lick our pussies and make us come?"
"Mmmmmm, sounds like a plan," she moaned, both from eating my pussy and from my wicked plans for her family... as I was constantly learning from my own experience, and even more from the stunning revelations in my great grandmother's illustrated diary.
"Do you want my cum, Mrs. Walker?" I asked, my orgasm imminent.
"Yes please," she replied with an insatiable hunger that I loved seeing... so erotic and raw.
"Get ready, my pet teacher," I moaned, as I held her face deep against my pussy and began grinding on her pretty face.
She kept her tongue extended, licking recklessly, until I squirted all over her face. "Fuuuuuck!" I screamed.
I released her head, but she kept licking, lapping up my pussy cum as if she was in a desert and she'd just found the water she'd been desperately searching for.
"Clean up my pussy, my teacher pet," I moaned, watching her lick away, while I enjoyed the continuing orgasm.
Once I returned to earth, I pulled her up, her face shiny with my wetness, and kissed her tenderly.
When I broke the kiss a couple minutes later, I said, "I think you're a natural pussy licking pet, Mrs. Walker."
"I can't believe I just did that," she said.
"But it was inevitable," I smiled, kissing her again.
"We have to keep this a secret," she cautioned, looking concerned
"Of course," I agreed. "Except from your daughters, once we agree it's time. I always look after my pets."
"Pets? As in more than one? While you're still in high school?"
"Of course," I smiled. "Women are naturally drawn to me, especially the submissive ones."
"So I see," she smiled, and this time she was the one who kissed me.
We made out for a few minutes, before we went to the kitchen and had some tea.

I had her go down on me one more time on her kitchen table, and then was already inside my car when her daughters pulled up. I smiled as I wondered how their mom and I would seduce them too... By now Mrs. Walker seemed so happy to be my pet... or my slave, as she preferred calling it... that there was no question about her being able and willing to lend a hand... or a tongue... in their seduction. All that we needed was a plan!
Half an hour later... I was in my own bedroom... and opening my great grandmother's scrapbook again... curious to know what happened after her humiliating experiences at the hospital.
.....
Kimmy, I figured once I returned home with my baby Melissa, things might return to some sort of normality... of course since you've read this far, you know that was a silly expectation.
And sure enough, I quickly discovered that all the MILFs in the neighborhood absolutely loved milk-filled tits.
I was welcomed home by my sister fucking my pussy in baby Melissa's room while some other women were in another room, visiting with each other and holding Melissa... and quite innocently apparently, since I heard lots of cooing.

Every day I had visitors... all on the premise of seeing the baby... and I received a lot of presents... I mean a lot of them! (The community was always very generous when it came to gifts.)
Jane fucked me after nursing some milk out of my tits, continuing even when my baby girl woke up and began to cry. Jane stressed to me that you mustn't rush to your baby every time she cries, and she brought me to an orgasm first before she released me to go off and be motherly.

Jessie helped teach me some mothering skills, albeit it in a rather humiliating fashion, since I had toys inside both my pussy and my ass while she milked me with a strange contraption... which humiliatingly made me come twice... the humiliation exacerbated when her college son walked in on me being milked with a pacifier in my mouth.

This of course, led to my milking his cock... with my asshole... as I continued getting milked myself.
During my first few months as a mother, I discovered (which had first been triggered at the hospital that wicked day by Cathy and the nurse) that I became highly stimulated sexually whenever my nipples were milked by another woman... no, not by my child, I'm not some sicko... or at least not that kind of sicko... but whenever a woman touched my aching breasts or sucked on my sensitive nipples, it gave me intense sexual pleasure.
When my Mom objected to such rough treatment of my breasts, (as well as my pussy and ass, which were still consistently used), she was bound and gagged while I ate three pussies, was double penetrated to multiple orgasms, and then was milked... again.

For my nineteenth birthday, I was simply placed on a table with some wine... and with my legs spread wide...and almost every member of the secret community ate my pussy... or sucked on my tits...

...before they led me into the living room for a full out orgy... during which I was triple teamed by two strap-ons and a pussy to munch on for another couple of hours.
I came more than a dozen times, and ended up on my back, dripping with sweat and lying in a pool of my own milk.
A couple days later, a college coed returned home for the weekend, learned of my addition to the community, and used me for hours... fucking me over and over... before sharing me with her best friend.

It was three months later... three months during which I'd eaten pussy, been fucked and gotten milked every day without fail... that Steve and I finally went on our first date together since Melissa was born.
I'd had my hair cut shorter... sick of having it constantly tugged on by my baby girl... and I was excited to have a night out. Steve had been very patient with my constant exhaustion (of course he didn't know the principal reason I was always tired... he assumed it was what they now call postpartum)... but he was finally getting annoyed with it.
But I was of two minds about this date... not certain I was ready to go out and leave Melissa with a babysitter... even one as capable as Jenna.
So after dinner, but before the movie we were supposed to be going to, I demanded that Steve take me home. Whereupon he got furious, and he didn't even try to hide it. But after some arguing, he did bring me home, and we were standing in the front entranceway to the house still arguing, when Jenna walked in on us.



Steve stopped arguing in mid-sentence and stormed off to his man cave, and Jenna asked me, "Is everything okay?"
"Yes," I nodded. "Steve just doesn't understand about nervous mothers."
"Do you need to talk?" she offered, just as I heard Melissa crying.
"Sorry, I'll be right back."
I went and nursed your future grandmother, and just as I was settling her back in her crib to sleep... my tits still out in the open... I caught Jenna peeking in through the doorway. We both said, "Oh," simultaneously.

Most women would be embarrassed to be caught like I was, but after being a submissive plaything for as long as I'd been, not much could faze me anymore. So I simply apologized, milk leaking from both of my tits, "Sorry it's taking so long... I decided to feed the baby. Let me cover up and I'll fix you something."

"Oh, that's okay," she said, staring openly at my tits.
I added, "Sorry for wasting your evening."
"No, I don't think you did waste it," she disagreed, coming towards me. "I think it just got very interesting,"
"Oh? How?"
"Can I feel them? Your tits?" she asked, unable to tear her gaze away from them. "They look so soft and full."

Although the idea excited me... because ever since giving birth, my tits had become without a doubt my number one erogenous zone... my husband was downstairs....
But it seemed my hesitation was all the permission she required, and she came up behind me and cupped my firm tits, even though I protested weakly, "No. I-I don't think I'd feel right..." But I then trailed off and revealed my true feelings by moaning, "Oooh."
As she kept cupping my tits, I gave in completely and said, "Be gentle, Jenna."

"They feel so big and firm," she said.
"Ohhhhh, they're very sensitive," I whimpered, her hot breath and soft touch making me tremble.
She turned me around to partway face her and asked, "Can I taste your milk?" then she briefly kissed my lips. "Please? Another kiss. "Pretty please?"
I knew my resistance was futile... even with my baby just drifting back to sleep just a few feet away, and my husband down the hall. Yet I tried, saying, "What? No, I couldn't," even though I undoubtedly wanted to feel her red ruby lips on my leaking nipples.
"Well," she smiled, a wicked smile, "you did promise me a snack."
Before I could say or do anything else, my body and brain at war with each other, she leaned down and took a nipple between her lips, saying, "Ummm... just a little sip."
"I was still resisting her, but only inside my head, while outwardly all I could do was softly moan and groan, and I didn't follow that up by either begging her to stop or begging her to continue.
Either way, she wasn't leaving my tits. She purred, as she sucked the milk from my heavy tits, "You really are so, so sexy."
I replied as I watched her sucking on my tit, "Please stop. I can't let you do this." As far as I knew, Jenna wasn't a member of the community, which was why I'd chosen her to babysit.
She ignored my protest, saying, "And your milk is dee-lish!"

"Rebecca!" Steve called out.
"Shoot," I said, as by now I was really enjoying this teen sucking on my tit... but also a bit relieved, since this was pretty dangerous. Believe it or not, Steve still knew absolutely nothing about my active sex life. "I'll be right there," I called back to him, pulling away from Jenna.
"But I was just getting started," she objected mildly as I began to button up my blouse.
"I know, but I need to deal with him," I sighed.
"I understand," she said.
I left Melissa's room, and she followed me.
"What can I do for you, Steve?" I asked.
"Why are your cheeks all flushed?" he asked.
"I don't know," I said.
"I'm getting ready for bed," he said, trying to appear calm, even though I could tell he was still angry... but he saw that Jenna was still here.
"Okay," I said.
"You'll make sure Jenna gets home?" he asked, trying not to growl.
"Will do," I nodded. "But I promised her a snack first."
"Whatever," he did growl, then turned around and stomped out.
"He shouldn't treat you like that," Jenna objected.
""It's not all his fault," I reasoned, "I promised I'd be okay tonight, and I wasn't."
"He doesn't understand how hard it is for you," she said sympathetically.
"I don't think men have a clue what it's like for a mother to leave her young child at home," I said. "He does it every day without a backward glance."
"Well, I think you're an amazing mom," she said.
"I should get you home," I said.
"But you promised me a snack," she reminded me with a smile.
"I think you've had one already," I smiled back.
She laughed, "Then I could use some milk and cookies."
"I baked some chocolate chip ones today," I replied.
"Yummy!" she said. But she was staring at my tits again.
We went into the kitchen, where I plated some cookies and brought them to the table, along with a glass for her milk.
I then turned towards the refrigerator for her milk, but she halted me by grabbing a shoulder and said, "Actually, I'd rather have your homemade milk." And then she grabbed the front of my blouse and yanked it apart, buttons flying everywhere!
"Jenna!" I gasped.
"Here... let me help," she said, squeezing my nipple and milk leaking out.
"Easy, Jenna, easy," I said, then couldn't help moaning, "Ahh."

"I'll bet you can fill this whole glass with these magnificent udders," she said.
"Oh Jenna," I moaned.
"Go ahead, my sexy thing. "Fill my glass with your yummy milk," Jenna ordered.
"This is crazy," I said, but I obediently stood up and went to the glass.
"No, it's sexy," she corrected me, while I leaned over the glass and began literally milking my tits.
"Ooooh," I moaned, as the glass began filling.
"Fill 'er up," Jenna joked.

I filled the glass more than halfway, and when the milk began slowing down, she seized the glass and downed the entire thing... which was one of the most erotic things I'd ever seen!
"Mmmmmm, delicious," she said, setting the glass back down.
"Oh dear, I'm feeling a little groggy," I said, suddenly feeling spent.
"Then why don't you go sit on the living room couch?" she suggested, taking my arm solicitously and leading me there.
"Okay, good idea," I said, really needing to sit down.
"There you are," she said, helping me to be seated.
"Mind if I join you?" she asked.
"Sure," I agreed, although I wasn't quite expecting her to do what she did next... she laid down across the couch, her upper body resting in my lap, and then she turned and took my tit in her mouth again.
"Oh... oof... what are you...?" I began to ask. I moved my arm instinctively, draping an arm around her to protect her from rolling backwards and off the couch. It just felt like the motherly thing to do, and only for a moment or two, I felt like I was this grown girl's mother.

As she sucked... I flashed back to that time in the hospital with the pushy nurse... except this time I wasn't weak, exhausted and helpless... this time I could have stopped Jenna... since my husband was in the house and almost certainly still awake... and although it was unlikely he'd leave the bedroom and come out here since he was pissed at me... he could.
But what the hell, why not? I allowed myself to be nursed on by my eighteen-year-old babysitter.

And just like always since I'd begun lactating, I had to admit this felt so good... my nipples seeming to be switches that directly triggered my pussy... which was more than a little damp.
She sucked on my nipples for a few minutes... extracting more milk... and somehow... without my pussy even being touched!... I could feel an orgasm about to erupt through me.

An orgasm was rising, and I couldn't believe it... I was going to cum... just from having my tits nursed on.
"Oooooooh God," I moaned, and my entire body trembled, and a few seconds later, I did indeed cum!
Jenna looked up at me, milk on her lips, and she said, "Your boobs are soo pretty... sexy."
"Th-thank you," I stammered, still trembling from that surprise orgasm.
"Did you have a nice cum?" she asked.
"How? How did you know?" I asked, a little embarrassed for having come in such a way... with her in my arms and nursing on me.

"I felt your body trembling," she explained.
"Oh dear!"
"Don't be embarrassed," she said. "It was so hot!"
"It was?"
"Yes, it really was" she agreed. "And I want to do this all night."
"I'm not sure. I should probably get dressed," I said, trembling a bit from the chill.
"Don't! Can we pretend something?" Please?" she asked urgently, looking up at me.
"I think we've already done more than we should," I refused her, but my heart wasn't in it. And as I looked into her lustful eyes, I couldn't help being curious about what she was thinking, so I contradicted myself by asking, "What did you have in mind?"

"I... I want to worship you," she said. "To be your pet."
"Oh," I said.
I could tell she was nervous when she stood up, turned bashfully away from me, and said, "Never mind. It's dumb."
As I sat there topless, looking up at this sweet innocent girl, I certainly didn't think it was dumb!

Instead, I felt bad for making her feel so insecure, and I decided to do something about it. So I stood up and went to her, saying forcefully, "I don't think it's dumb at all!" And then far more gently and sweetly, I asked, "Are you saying you want to be my pet?"
"Actually, I want you to be my Mommy," she clarified.
"Then I'm your Mommy, you bad girl," I said in a scolding voice, roughly pulling her blouse up and over her head.
"Yes, I'm very bad. Maybe you should punish me," she said, as she undid my pants.
"Mommy expects her baby girl to be very good," I warned.
"I'll do whatever you tell me to," she said, as I was suddenly wearing just my panties... although not for long, since she knelt down and got rid of those too... staring at my pussy for a long moment, before standing back up.
I pulled her skirt down and off... then her panties... and then pushed her onto the couch... it was my turn to lavish some attention on a pair of tits.
I sucked on both of her tits... back and forth... and she moaned, "Yes Mommy, suck on my itty bitty titties."
"These beauties aren't little at all," I purred, as I sucked one into my mouth aggressively.
"Oh yes, dearest Mommy," she moaned.
I brought my hand to her pussy while keeping my lips on a nipple and said, "Let me just make sure my little baby is dry."
As I fondled her pussy, which was definitely not dry, she moaned with a little girl's giggle, "No, I'm not, Mommy."

"Why are you so wet, baby girl?" I asked.
"'Cause I just can't get enough of your titties, Mommy," she moaned.
"Me neither," I said, as I worshipped hers.
"Can I suck on them again please, Mommy?" she asked as I fingered her.
"You want to suck on these big things?" I asked.
"Please, Mommy. I need to nurse so bad," she moaned, staring at my leaking tits.
"Very well, I can't say no to my baby girl," I said, harsh Mommy now gone, replaced by tender Mommy as I sat back down, and she returned to nestling in my lap and nursing on my tits... and for a good five or ten minutes she sucked... her excessive attention to my nipples making a second orgasm rise inside me.

When she said like a three-year-old, "Rub my pee pee, Mommy," I gushed, coming for a second time from the nasty baby talk. So of course I brought my hand to her pussy and began rubbing while she kept sucking.
Suddenly she said, "I want to suck on my biney. Can I, Mommy?"
I gasped at her question, but agreed that she could, so we repositioned ourselves so she was on her knees between my legs, licking away.
With her tongue on my pussy really working me over, a third orgasm was rising. And deciding to pretend this was wrong, since we were creating faux incest, I moaned, "Oh God. Ohh God. Stop. You... have to stop. This is wrong in so many ways... ohhh."
"But Mommy, I'm just showing you how much I wuv you," she said, as she sucked on my clit... it being quite obvious she was no lesbian first timer.
"But you're my daughter," I moaned.
"I'm eighteen," she pointed out in her normal voice. "We're both adults."

Her tongue driving me wild, I changed my mind and gasped, "Never mind, Don't ever stop."
"Not until you come for me again, Mommy," she said as she attacked my pussy.
"Oh yes, baby girl," I moaned. "I love you eating Mommy's pussy."
We changed positions a couple times as I straddled her face... Then she licked my asshole... then a few more positions... until she'd worshipped my entire body.

We eventually settled into an old-fashioned sixty-nine... dining on each other's pussies.

Each of us finally reached orgasm... my third... and just her first.
Once we recovered, we were getting dressed so I could drive her home, and she asked, "Will you leave your blouse off in the car? I'm addicted to your boobs."
Although there was no way I should have agreed to it... I didn't even hesitate before I agreed... so enamoured by this redheaded, freckle-faced girl, "Uh, sure. It's dark out."

I thought to myself, as more milk leaked out of my heavy nipples, 'This girl... what is it? She really does have me under her spell.' "I guess it'll be okay."
So under the cover of night, I went out to my car topless. But with the streetlights it wasn't totally dark, so anyone looking out their window could clearly see me. Which made me feel deliciously naughty.
I drove topless. Still not in total darkness.
I tried to make polite conversation as I drove... trying to forget I was topless.
"So you graduate this year? Have you picked a college?" I asked.
"The only thing I have picked out or care about..." she began.

She reached over and continued saying as she squeezed my tits, making some milk spray out, "...are your sexy, yummy titties."
"Oh! That feels soo nice," I moaned, my tits still in instant sexual trigger mode... even after my three orgasms.

But the car was swerving badly, so I had to say, "You're going to make me have an accident."
"Pull in right over there," she pointed.
"The school?" I asked.
"Sure, it's dark out," she said.
"I guess," I said, and I did as she instructed... hoping that perhaps this wild night wasn't yet over.
Once I stopped, she unfastened her seatbelt and said, as she leaned in to kiss me, "You did pay me to sit for the whole night."
"That is true," I agreed, as we began kissing again.

Next we both got totally naked before springing out of the car and into the otherwise totally deserted school parking lot, giggling like crazy, and dashed into the backseat of my car... where we spent thirty minutes in more breast sucking... some fingering... and lots more giggling... and a delicious sixty-nine, where we each reached multiple orgasms.

So... Kimmy... this is the last of my 1950s stories. Yes, I did lots more kinky things... but a few months later Steve accepted a job in another city, so overnight I went from daily pussy to no pussy at all. I became just a housewife... just a mother... and part of me was happy with that since I'd been worried about how deep I was falling into the twisted world of totally submissive lesbianism... but another part of me felt lost, with no idea of what to do with myself.



Luckily... the sixties would have their own way of returning me to my naturally sexual self... but that's a story for another day.
.....
I brought my hand to my pussy, closed my eyes, and imagined adding Mrs. Walker's twin daughters to my growing stable of pets.

But just like my great grandmother's story, that too would have to wait for another day... and tonight I just got myself off quickly, and went to watch some television with my Mom... still pondering what I should do with the wild information my great grandmother had given me about her... just a couple of words, and she'd be mine in every way imaginable.
Would it be that easy?
'Sit, pet,' I said to myself.
Such a simple phrase.
I could say it to almost anyone with ease.
But to my mother?
Thus turning our mother-daughter relationship totally upside down?
I didn't know... that was an entirely different level of kink I wasn't sure how to deal with.
Maybe reading more of my great grandmother's story would help guide me into crossing that line into lots of incest right here at home... certainly after reading great grandmother's story and her plethora of incest, it was now definitely planted in my subconscious. And my Mom was undeniably sexy...
Fuck!
I shook my head and headed downstairs... with many possibilities spinning around in my head.
THE END OF 1950S: TIT ATTENTION
COMING NEXT: The 1960s... and a scandalous gangbang.
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Summary: Drunk girl has quickie with elderly homeless man.
Note 1: This is a special short 750-word story for the 750-word story contest... so be warned it doesn't include the usual lengthy set-up most of my stories have. In fact, the idea came from a brief Twitter clip, where a old man is stroking his dick in a park, and a pretty young girl comes along, jerks him off, and then gets fucked.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Quickies: Coed & a Big Fat Cock
Yes, I was drunk.
Yes, when I'm drunk, especially on wine, I get really fucking horny, and I make bad decisions.
Yes, for selfish reasons, I found myself alone in a back alley a block away from the club where I worked, where I happened upon an older homeless man, who was leaning against a wall while he stroked his cock.
I gasped.
First, because I was watching an old man jerking off.
Second, because the man had a huge dick.
Third, because the man asked, sounding desperate, "Please pretty lady, can you help me?"
I didn't respond, even though I couldn't take my eyes off his cock, which was bigger than any I had ever had before.
"Suck it, please," he pleaded, "it's been so long!"
Fourth, my immediate reaction wasn't to walk away. No, for reasons I still can't explain, I went over to him.
"Th-th-thank you, pretty lady," he stammered slightly, as I knelt down in front of him and took his cock in my hand.
I stroked the eight-inch fat cock, in awe of its length, but especially its girth. It was also so hard... something I didn't expect from a man of his age... easily in his sixties.
"Please, pretty lady, suck it," he begged, flattering me with his words, unlike the pigs at the club.
Fifth, I opened my mouth, and took his fat dick into it.
"Ohhhhh," he moaned, as I took half of it into my mouth and slowly started bobbing... getting accustomed to his impressive girth, which was stretching my lips wide open.
For a couple minutes I sucked, my pussy getting wet at the nasty task I was doing for a man triple my age... and homeless.
"Oh yes, that feels so good!"
"Mmmmmmm," I responded, taking a little more into my mouth... surprised by how good his sweaty dick tasted.
Another couple of minutes, enough time that most guys my age would've already come in my mouth or on my face (why do men love coming on a woman's face... no woman actually likes it), he asked, "May I fuck you, pretty lady? It's been so long!"
Sixth, I was so horny I didn't even contemplate any options, except for agreeing in the affirmative, since I wanted to feel that huge cock spreading my pussy wide, "Yes, fuck me with your big, fat cock!"
He pulled me up, spun me around, lifted up my dress and said, as he pulled my panties down to my ankles, "T-t-thank you," and as I placed my hands on the wall for balance, I suddenly had eight inches of gloriously fat cock inside my very wet pussy!
I was in awe, as this feeble-looking elderly homeless man fucked me harder and better than my linebacker ex-boyfriend ever had (he was also three inches longer, and way thicker).
I finally spoke for the first time. "Oh, fuck yes, give me that cock!"
"So good," he groaned, as he slammed into me, giving me every inch of his dick.
"Yes, fuck me with your huge fat cock," I begged. This time it was me sounding desperate, since after just a dozen or so strokes, I was feeling an orgasm rising rapidly.
He didn't say a word. He just kept giving me the fucking of my life for a couple of glorious minutes, while I just enjoyed getting fucked by his huge cock!
"Oh yes, don't stop, don't you dare fucking stop," I ordered urgently, my orgasm imminent.
He didn't... continuing to give me epically deep back shots.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuuck!" I screamed, as my orgasm erupted through me with an intensity unlike any I'd ever experienced.
"Oooooh," he groaned, as he felt my excessive wetness around his cock. I'm going to come too!"
Even while my orgasm sent wave after wave of pleasure through my body, I spun around, dropped to my knees, and took his cock in my mouth and bobbed hungrily, wanting to feel his load explode in my mouth.
"Oh pretty lady," he groaned, as it took just a dozen or so bobs before he grunted, his cock pulsed between my lips, and his cum oozed out of his cock, slowly allowing me to savour the salty sweet treat.
I swallowed every drop before I stood up. "Thanks!"
"T-t-thank you, pretty lady."
"I may come back to see you again?"
"Really?"
"Yes, I still have one hole you haven't fucked with that big, fat cock," I explained wickedly.
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SUMMARY: Elle teaches Vivian the joys of anal sex.
NOTE 1: This is dedicated to MTL17 who suggested this wicked back-to-my-college-days favourite movie.
NOTE 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
LEGALLY BLONDE: AN ANAL PARODY
Elle Woods was perceived by everyone who didn't know better as a sweet, pretty blonde... and so she was constantly underestimated... seen as no more than a dumb blonde... as a chick with big tits... as a bimbo...
But in truth, Elle loved proving all those people wrong. So her recent victory in the courtroom was perceived by many of her former detractors as her redemption, but for Elle it wasn't one. It was just another instance of her proving everyone wrong... a frequent practice she revelled in.
Just like she'd been doling for her entire life. From serving as the student body president of her college, to enrolling in Harvard Law School on a whim, to overcoming the judgemental and pretentious Harvard crowd, and of course winning that high profile case.
Christ, she even ended up becoming friends... best friends... with her former rival Vivian.
Also, behind Elle's sweet bubbly persona, was another side of her... well... kind of... she was always bubbly... even during sex... but she was also quite kinky... kinky in a way no one who hadn't slept with her would ever Imagine.
Elle loved anal sex. Even more surprisingly... and more perversely... she loved fucking people in the ass. Both guys and girls.
She had a dozen different strap-ons... all but one of them designed for anal sex... most were for fucking women... all but two were pink... and she'd been pegging Warner for years back when they were dating, and she hoped to be pounding Emmett's ass soon... his cute ass looking so ripe for the plundering.
At the end of the day of her big victory in court, Elle slapped Vivian's ass triumphantly and crowed, "You see, Viv? I always win, and I always get what I want."
Vivian was rattled, both by Elle's words and the strange tingle in her pussy from getting slapped. Warner was shockingly tentative in bed, easily the worst lover she'd ever had, although she hadn't been dating him for sex, but for power... the big rock on her ring finger a symbol not of love, but of social status.
She watched in disappointment as Warner went over to Elle after the win... even before they'd left the courtroom... and clearly tried to coax her back, and she then smiled in satisfaction as Elle crushed him in a heartbeat. (She wasn't close enough to listen in on the exchange, but she didn't need to... the visuals said it all!) It was then she knew she needed to break free from her parents' expectations and cutthroat social climbing, and to become herself... instead of what everyone else told her she should be.
So Warner was rejected twice on that day, and was left to wonder what the hell he was supposed to do with a suddenly pointless $9,000 engagement ring.
Elle celebrated her victory by pegging Professor Callahan in his office and he, just like Warner always had, finished by spewing his load all over the carpet without his dick being touched. Because she was spiteful for his attempt to force her to have sex with him before she'd be allowed to get ahead... at least according to his claims... she made him eat his cum off the rug.
Over the next few months, Elle and Vivian became good friends... best friends... forming an intimate two-girls-only study group.
Elle, who was an anal junkie and who wore a strap-on and fucked various assholes for her go-to stress release, gradually collected a harem of submissive anal pets... both guys and gals... who were at her beck and call.
The same night she'd destroyed Professor Callahan's ass in a ruthless drilling, she spent the rest of the evening at Brooke Taylor Windham's upscale condo for a wild night of lesbian activity, including a 69, and Brooke had the best workout of her life with a marathon, multiple-orgasm anal reaming while Brooke's maid ate Elle's pussy the entire time.
Not surprisingly, or perhaps it was surprising, Elle was able to seduce and add Professor Stromwell to her stable of anal pets, really getting off by fucking her in her classroom after hours. The Professor was a lesbian and a nasty slut behind her prim and proper persona, and she loved sucking a cock that was just in her ass. The formidable Professor had her own large number of pets, including fellow professors, the wives of some other professors, former students, practicing lawyers, a couple of politicians and more... many of whom willingly became anal sluts for Elle too, because their Mistress, Professor Stromwell, ordered them to. The Professor was a dominant woman, a seductress, but while she was always in control of her pets... she mindlessly explored her never-before-tapped submissive side with Elle.
Elle also had her eye on Vivian... but she didn't want to damage their friendship, so she had to take things slowly.
So as the year progressed, she took lots of sly, subtle steps to begin her seduction.
She began kissing her on the cheek whenever they encountered each other.
She described her as her girlfriend not only when they were alone together, but also to other people.
Elle used Vivian's assistance in the majority of her research since Vivian was excellent at it, but then joked Vivian was her bitch.
At first Vivian thought Elle was just being silly... yet she kept doing it more and more often.
Unlike Joey, Vivian's previous boyfriend before Warner, who'd called her names and treated her like a cheap slut, which she hated that she loved, when Elle called her names she always did it using her happy voice and tone... so it was hard to take her jibes seriously.
On occasion, when Elle gave her a certain look that wasn't one of her usual ones, which seemed to reveal just a hint of darkness behind her carefree persona, she wondered if Elle had another side of her: a sinister one lurking behind that façade of perpetual happiness.... Part of Vivian hoped so; nobody should be that perfect.
Vivian too wanted to change her image: in her case to be seen as more than just a bitchy Prima Donna, which in fact she'd been successfully changing ever since becoming besties (Elle's word) with Elle, who was her polar opposite. While everyone had always seen Elle as a sex object and most of them still did, Vivian had been viewed as a nerd... even though she had great firm tits and an amazing ass. She also missed the rough fucking Joey used to give her. Face fuckings, facials, handcuffs, and verbal humiliation... as Joey was the only one so far who'd seen through her entitled diva act to detect her natural submissiveness... which she was now naturally beginning to manifest more and more over time for Elle. Doing research for her, fetching her fruit drinks, and she'd even massaged her feet last week for the first time, whereupon she discovered her best friend wore very expensive hosiery, and Elle parted her legs to reveal she was wearing a garter-belt and stockings... the softest hosiery Vivian had ever felt. Adding to her surprise, when she looked up, she saw very clearly that Elle wasn't wearing any panties, and her pussy was completely shaved.
So now, in addition to Vivian becoming more and more submissive to Elle in nonsexual ways, seeing her friend's pussy was bringing out another side of her. In the past she'd had a couple of lesbian encounters, on the whole preferring them to men, since it was only on that side of the street she'd ever come from interpersonal sex, and suddenly the idea of getting sexy with Elle wouldn't leave her head... even though Elle was now dating Emmett... who she had completely wrapped around her finger... just like she had everybody else.
All of which led to Elle inadvertently springing a specific trigger term after all these months of her carefully plotted psychological buildup. Elle slapped Vivian's ass particularly hard after Vivian had brought her some files. (By this point Elle had been given her own office at the law firm, even though she was only doing pro bono work for them.) And as she slapped that ass she said, "Thanks, bottom bitch."
Hearing that term sparked an incident from Vivian's past... since it was the same term that had quickly led to the end of her relationship with Joey. She'd refused to give up her ass to him when he'd declared it was time to mark her as his three-hole bottom bitch. When she'd told him adamantly she was absolutely not into anal, he tried to force the issue, and she'd ended up kicking him in the nuts to fight him off. Whereupon he became hysterical, called her every name in the world, and dumped her on the spot.
Ordinarily she was proud of standing up for herself, but on occasion guilt hit her for not being willing just to give it up for her man so she could keep him. Especially since she hadn't been fucked by anyone except Warner ever since, who as has been said, was a terrible lay.
Elle noticed Vivian's face flush ruby red upon being called a bottom bitch... which made her curious as to why her bestie suddenly looked uncomfortable.
"What? You don't want to be my bottom bitch, girlfriend?" Ella asked.
"It's just that...." Vivian began and stopped.
"What? You can tell me anything, girlfriend," Ella said, squeezing her friend's shapely big booty... which was undoubtedly perfect for some back door hammering, once the time was right.
"It's just that... you remember Joey?" she asked.
Elle had never met Joey, but she recalled Vivian mentioning he was her boyfriend before the sexual doldrums of Warner, Vivian never having learned he was a sissy bottom bitch who preferred being fucked to fucking... but knew from Vivian revealing a few too many details when tipsy about Joey being quite a stud, which had helped to confirm Elle's suspicions about Vivian being submissive. "Oh yeah, that stud boy from your past."
"Yeah, well... I never told you the reason we broke up," Vivian confessed, having never told anyone. He was a bad boy without much money... who she'd never introduced to her parents... so Elle had assumed he was just a fling.
"It wasn't because your Mommy and Daddy saw those pictures you showed me and didn't like him?" Elle asked, having assumed that was the reason. Joey had various prominent tattoos and worked as a mechanic, not the kind of guy who'd be welcomed into the hoity toity world of the overly privileged.
"No," she said, having always resented people assuming that, even though it would have become a problem eventually, and the break-up had eliminated that upcoming hurdle.
"Then what was it, you silly goose?" Elle said, slapping her ass again.
"He dumped me because I wouldn't let him fuck me in the ass," Vivian blurted out.
"Oh, I see," Elle said, remaining behind Vivian, and this time she used both hands to caress the perfect and, she now assumed, virgin booty.
"What are you doing?" Vivian asked, even though she didn't move away from this gentle yet firm caressing of her ass cheeks.
"You didn't allow that hot guy to fuck this amazing ass of yours?" Elle asked, ignoring the question.
"No," Vivian shook her head while her best friend squeezed her ass and made her upper cheeks flush. "It's dirty."
"Not when it's done right," Elle contradicted, her breath hot in her friend's ear.
"You've done anal?" Vivian asked, astonished.
"Oh yes, I do anal a lot," Elle said, stressing the word. "There's nothing more thrilling than a good, hard ass fucking!"
"Elle!" Vivian gasped, as she felt her friend's hand reach under her skirt and touch her directly between her pantyhose-clad ass cheeks.
"What, bottom bitch?" asked, poking a finger against the puckered virgin hole through the pantyhose.
"I'm not a bottom bitch." Vivian denied angrily, as she felt Elle ripping a hole through her pantyhose.
"Given the uneducated attitude you've just expressed, you certainly aren't. Not yet, anyway," Elle said, enlarging the hole wide enough for easy access.
"What are you doing?" Vivian asked again, when Elle spun her around and bent her over her desk.
"Making you an actual bottom bitch," Elle said as she slapped the big booty, "My bottom bitch."
"Elle, this isn't funny," Vivian objected, even though she could feel wetness leaking into her panties from the firm spanks. She'd enjoyed it when Joey had spanked her, and also loved Elle's increasingly evident dominant side... so she didn't try to resist or to stand back up, but remained accommodatingly bent over.
"You're right; your being an anal virgin is no laughing matter," Elle agreed, deliberately missing the point, and she reached for some scissors lying on her desk and warned, "now don't move for a moment."
"What are you doing?" Vivian asked for a third time, looking back to spy Elle brandishing the scissors.
"Getting rid of this inconvenient underwear," Elle said, as she snipped the thong into three fragments and tossed them away haphazardly.
"That was expensive," Vivian gasped... the most expensive thong she owned.
As Vivian was still bent over, Elle spanked her ass again, saying, "My pets don't wear underwear, and they never wear pantyhose."
"Pets?" Vivian asked, her ass burning a bit as was, inexplicably, her pussy. A pussy that hadn't gotten any action since Elle had won that famous case six months ago. Certainly it had hosted some toys... but not any living dick... or not even any eager first-year pussy lickers... it had been enduring quite a dry spell.
"Yes, I call people who service me and obey my every whim my pets," Elle said in her trademark casual cheery matter-of-fact fashion, as she pried the big booty ass cheeks wide apart to take a good look at the rosebud she was about to deflower, and then to destroy... the latter action always following the former.
"You have a few girls who service you regularly?" Vivian asked, each new revelation shocking her more than the previous as she felt Elle's hands on her ass cheeks pulling them apart. "And you mean sexually?"
"Yes, and quite a few of them by now, plus a few guys," Elle said, as she leaned closer to get an up close and personal look at the puckered virgin asshole. "As you're about to begin learning first hand, I have a very active sex drive."
"You do?" Vivian asked, feeling her bestie's hot breath between her ass cheeks... this entire episode feeling totally surreal.
"I know..." Elle said, well accustomed to witnessing the shock of a new pet while she processed the outwardly sweet, innocent, bimbo-like Elle revealing herself as quite the seductress while she transformed them into lesbian pussy-licking, ass-taking sluts. "...everyone thinks I'm this sweet, almost virginal, prim and proper gal... but...."
"But whaaaaaat?" Vivian moaned in astonishment, as she suddenly felt a stiffened tongue probing against her butthole.
"...butt... for example, I love eating sweaty assholes just like yours," Elle revealed, as she swirled her tongue around in the salty sweat of the pretty, puckered, inviting hole.
"Ohhhh my," Vivian moaned, as she remained bent over and allowed Elle to lick her asshole. She was stunned this was happening... and equally stunned by how good it felt to feel this tongue bathing her butthole.
"Such a delicious ass you have, my dear," Elle purred, sounding vaguely like Red Riding Hood's wolf, as she licked and probed.
"I can't believe you're doing this to me," Vivian said, almost whining, but not quite.
"Oh, this stage is only the means to an end. I've got to get this asshole nice and ready for my strap-on," Elle explained, always keeping a couple of them in her desk, and at least one in her carry bag for emergencies... and Elle encountered a lot of such emergencies.
"For your whaaaaaat!" Vivian cried out, her eyes going wide.
"Oh my sexy newest bottom bitch, your asshole was just made to be fucked," Elle crooned, and she stood up and ordered in a firm voice, "So don't move a muscle, my sexy slut."
Vivian was overwhelmed. She mindlessly obeyed, remaining vulnerably bent over while she watched Elle step around to the opposite side of her desk, pull out a bottle from a top drawer and return. Elle had just warned her about exactly what she was about to do. Which in the past she'd always considered a non-negotiable dealbreaker. So why was she allowing this scene to continue? And why was she so turned on?
"You see, Vivian," Elle explained, as she returned to the business end of her soon-to-be bottom (the person, not the body part, although that too), "Men aren't equipped to understand the complexities of a woman's body. They don't understand our tits, they sure as fuck don't understand our pussies, and they haven't a clue about our assholes. To them, tits are for fucking, pussies are for fucking and assholes are for fucking... all of which can be true, but only after the woman's body and her mood have been properly addressed."
"I don't believe my asshole was remotely made for fucking," Vivian argued, even though the tongue licking had been very nice, relaxing, and subtly erotic.
"Oh, trust me my pet, as I'm about to demonstrate, your asshole was definitely made to be fucked, pounded, and even destroyed," Elle said, and the way she asserted this foreign concept so casually and in her ubiquitously cheerful voice made it sound both nasty and logical.
"I don't know," Vivian said, as she felt some warm, oily liquid being trickled between her ass cheeks.
"Ah, but I do know," Elle said. "I know exactly what you need."
"And exactly what do I need, Mommy?" Vivian asked sarcastically, getting rather annoyed again. She'd always hated when people tried to dictate what she wanted or needed. Past boyfriends, her parents, teachers or professors. She was the only one with an inside scoop to her inner self!
"Don't give me that tone," Elle said. "I'm not telling you in a condescending or parentally biased way, I'm telling you as another woman, as your best friend, and as your experienced and knowledgeable Mistress."
"Mistress?" Vivian asked.
"Yes," Elle said, as she pressed her lube-coated index finger against Vivian's delicious asshole, "you're now my pet, and I'm your Mistress."
"Maybe I'll be willing to be your pet. But what does a pet doooooooo?" Vivian asked, feeling curious, turned on and confused by all her conflicting feelings and inclinations, which included an abiding trust and affection for this irrepressible blonde, which were complicated greatly when she felt that finger slide smoothly into her ass.
"Simple. You obey your Mistress unconditionally," Elle explained succinctly, as her entire finger disappeared inside her bestie's tight asshole.
"Ooooh," Vivian moaned, becoming aware of a very subtle pain inside her ass, and yet also a strange and unfamiliar wave of pleasure cascading through her body that mostly numbed the pain.
"And you've pretty much been obeying me unconditionally for a while anyway," Elle added, as she wiggled her finger around inside her friend's ass to initiate the gaping process.
"Oooooooh," Vivian moaned involuntarily, feeling Elle's finger exploring her ass in a way that felt strange, and yet oddly pleasant... to the extent that it distracted her from denying the idea that she always obeyed Elle... which, once she thought about it, was sadly true. Or perhaps not so sadly, for behind her heretofore stuffy, bitchy persona was a woman born and raised to be an good and obedient daughter who did exactly what she was told... especially by her mother... and who'd followed her family's expectations without any outward resistance... although as has been said, occasionally with some inner resentment... and the process had occurred so naturally and perpetually that without her even knowing it, she'd been trained to become a perfect submissive... or at least one to the right person of the feminine persuasion... such as Elle.



"Yes, you were born to be a pet, born to eat pussy, and born to have this pretty, sexy ass fucked regularly, beginning almost immediately," Elle said, dying to get Vivian's face between her legs, but only after she'd taken her anal virginity and turned her into her willing bottom bitch, who'd do anything to get her pert little back door destroyed.
"I don't think so," Vivian protested weakly, even though she was offering no tangible resistance to her asshole being fingered.
"You don't think what's true?" Elle asked, as she continued slowly gaping her friend's asshole. "That you were born to be a pet to the right woman? You were born to hide under her desk eating her pussy? You were born to massage my sumptuous stocking-clad feet with your hands, mouth and tongue? You were born to be bent over this desk with my cock buried deep inside your asshole? As a natural submissive, you'll quite naturally do whatever it takes to please the right woman...." And as Elle slid a second finger inside the tight asshole, she finished, "... especially your Kismet-destined Mistress?"
"Oh my Gaaawwwd!" Vivian gasped, moaned, whimpered and screamed all at once... if all four of those actions are possible using only three words... although her version of the word 'God' took several seconds to hurtle past her stunned lips.
"Not your God so much as your Mistress Princess," Elle corrected her with a smile, now gaping the virgin hole with two fingers.
"It hurts," Vivian whined... which it did... but it also felt really good... which confused her... why was she allowing this indignity to occur? And even to continue? Why wasn't she standing up for herself? Why? Why? Why?
"Trust me, you'll soon learn it's a good hurt," Elle reassured her, as she slowly spun her fingers around while she pumped them back and forth... slowly... slyly... gaping the virgin hole to prepare it for her strap-on cock. "It's already starting to feel good too, doesn't it, my sexy bottom bitch?"
Vivian, who for some reason focussed on the compliment about her being 'sexy' instead of the derogatory term 'bottom bitch', which appeared to be losing its negative sting, admitted, since indeed it felt good, but also bad, and only somewhat weird, "A little."
"A little what, my pretty pet?" Elle asked, knowing the power of bestowing sly compliments even when being used to season a clear hierarchy of expectations... especially for a woman like Vivian, who'd always been desperate for praise since she'd gotten so little from her parents... which was why she'd hooked up with an asshole bad boy like Joey... and why she would now easily submit to her newfound Mistress... a submission Elle had known was inevitable since the first day she'd met her... and her plan in the works from the moment the self-righteous nerd had humiliated her in that classroom.
As her anal pain lingered only slightly... now not worth mentioning, really... the pleasure gradually increased and Vivian admitted, "It feels a little bit good, and also a bit weird."
"It takes time to get used to this experience," Elle assured her, having witnessed this state of confusion... this mixture of dwindling pain and increasing pleasure... this mental vs body competition between why she was allowing this to happen and her body slowly surrendering to the nasty pleasure.
"This is wrong," Vivian moaned, with what could be filed as the weakest resistance in the history of sexual submissions.
"Oh, you're saying it's wrong, but your ass is almost nibbling at my fingers, it wants them so badly," Elle reported with very little exaggeration, as she really gaped the hole. "I bet your pretty pink pussy is sopping wet by now."
"Nooooo," Vivian denied, although her long loud moan betrayed the truth... she knew her pussy was totally wet, since she could feel it tingling and drooling.
"Oh, you silly pet," Elle said, as she began severely finger banging her best friend's ass.
"Oooooooooh myyyyyyyyy God!" Vivian squealed, as Elle finger fucked her. She couldn't believe this was happening, nor could she believe how good it was beginning to feel... so different from when a guy fucked her... or fingered her roughly. And of course this anal plundering felt completely different from the vaginal version.
"There you go," Elle encouraged her, always loving to watch the shifting from tentative involvement to growing pleasure and involvement. "Your amazing ass was... and here's that word again... born to give us both pleasure, Vivian."
"It still feels so weird," Vivian moaned, trying to explain how it didn't feel like sex, nor did it feel wrong anymore.
"I believe you. But just relax and enjoy the slow burn," Elle instructed, as she continued finger fucking her pet as her final preparation of gaping the woman before bringing her strap-on into play.
"I can't believe I'm letting you do this to me," Vivian said, as she remained bent over the desk with her friend's fingers pumping in and out of her ass.
"I believe it though," Elle said. "I've been planning this adventure for some time."
"You have?" Vivian asked as she felt Elle pull her fingers out.
"Fuck, what a beautiful gaped hole," Elle said, admiring her handiwork.
Vivian felt surprisingly empty once the fingers had abandoned her ass.
"Don't move, I'll be right back," Elle ordered, giving her friend's big ass a friendly spank.
"Okay," Vivian said, now feeling totally compelled to obey without any arguing.
Elle returned to the other side of her desk, this time to reach into a lower drawer and pull out one of the two pink strap-ons she kept there ... and since she was taking Vivian's anal virginity, she chose the smaller of the two strap-ons. For a sweetheart like Vivian (which she absolutely was these days, unlike before), she'd be gentle at first and use a smaller dick... although for the asshole Professor Callahan, she'd wielded her twelve-inch fat black destroyer, that had him screaming like a bitch in heat and pain until he eventually became a sissy slut and spewed his load all over his office carpet.
Vivian spied the cock and the harness, and she realized the imminence of what was about to happen. This would be the perfect time to say no... the time to rear up on her hind legs and take charge of her destiny... to reclaim her dignity... yet she remained bent over the desk... remained with her ass wide open with faint breezes wafting into it and ready for cock... ready to give up her anal virginity... as she felt a bit of wetness leaking down her leg from her very, very wet pussy.
Elle discarded her business outfit, revealing her big firm tits, her hard nipples, her shaved pussy and her sexy garter-belt and stockings... all right in front of Vivian... knowing her body could make any man weak, and could turn almost any woman at the very least into being bi-curious... Elle's body pure perfection... and she knew it.
Vivian watched the unveiling in pure voyeuristic awe. She'd known Elle was beautiful... but as she got naked in front of her, she couldn't believe how perfect her body was. Big tits that stood up perfectly with no sag... curves that looked like they should be on display in a sex museum... nipples so hard... a shaved pussy that was glistening ever so slightly... and sexy lingerie that showcased the entirety of her long legs and framed her pussy to even better advantage.
Elle then tugged the harness up her legs and over her hips and tightened it around her waist... grinning at her wide-eyed friend. Once everything was securely in place, she asked, "Ready to get ass fucked, sexy?"
"I'm pretty sure whatever I say, you'll fuck my ass anyway," Vivian said, trying to appear casual, even though she was undoubtedly curious what that would feel like on the heels of the stimulating finger banging she'd already received.
"I'm not going to rape you, my pretty pet," Elle denied, striding back around the desk and behind the big butt she was about to fuck.
"I didn't mean it that way," Vivian corrected herself, startled by Elle's interpretation.
"Then tell me what you want, my bottom bitch," Elle ordered, slapping Vivian's backside with her dick.
"I don't know what I want," Vivian confessed, wanting to feel that cock in her ass, yet not wanting to admit any such thing.
"I think you do know," Elle contradicted her, confident of what was about to transpire, but wanting to hear Vivian beg for it, as she traced the inner surface of the gaping hole, knowing it would be even more widely gaped in a few minutes.
"Elle, please," Vivian moaned, not wanting to admit what she was begging for while the dick teased her, tempted her, drove her wild with forbidden anticipation... knowing it was inevitable that Elle was about to take her anal cherry. Which most certainly would not be rape, given she wanted it so desperately.
"Please what, my hot little ass slut?" Elle asked as she placed her cock dead centre against the invitingly open hole.
"Do I have to say it?!"
"Yes."
"Damn! Okay then, please... please fuck my ass," Vivian finally broke through her reticence and begged, feeling the head of the silicone cock poised at her anal entrance.
"You're sure?" Elle asked, smiling, since she knew the answer.
And now Vivian's verbal floodgates burst wide open, and she babbled in a rush, "Yes Elle, fuck my ass, take my cherry, make me your... your bottom bitch," desperate to get that dick inside her ass, and fully turned on by the wicked words fleeing from her mouth.
"Such a good nasty anal slut," Elle praised, as she pushed forward and her strap-on cock... wider than her fingers, and longer too... began its maiden voyage into Vivian's bowels.
"Ooooooooooh," Vivian squealed, as a new burn coursed through her, the artificial cock spreading her asshole wider... and it burned, but it was such a good burn!
"Oh yeah, like I said, your ass was born for dick," Elle said in a congratulatory tone, her hands firmly grasping Vivian's hips as she slowly slid the seven-inch cock deeper into her ass.
"Soooooo big," Vivian moaned, as the dick went much deeper inside her asshole than Elle's fingers had... and pleasure... pain... pleasure... the conflicting sensations consumed her mind, body and soul as they waged war inside her body.
"Not really, this is a fairly small cock," Elle said, as the last of its seven inches disappeared inside Vivian's asshole... and it was true that every other cock she'd had inside her was bigger... with the biggest one in her collection... reserved for special occasions of destruction... was fourteen inches long and fat as fuck. It was literally called 'The Destroyer', and to make it hotter, she'd commissioned it to be made just for her in unending pink.
"I can't imagine," Vivian said through gritted teeth, feeling completely filled as she felt Elle's body resting against her backside... that entire cock... all seven inches of it... inside her ass. It felt uncomfortable. She felt intense pain from this toy going way deeper than Elle's fingers had. Yet even with her asshole on fire, she felt an instinctual need to be fucked.
"Just relax and give yourself some time to become accustomed to this cock in your ass," Elle advised her as she gently caressed Vivian's back, wishing she'd removed her pet's dress.
"No need for that, just fuck me now, Elle; fuck my asshole and make me your ass slut," Vivian shocked both herself and Elle by blurting out.
"I knew that a sexy bitch like you had to be hiding some freak beneath your conservative outfits and your overbearing persona," Elle observed, greatly impressed by her friend's brave words, and more than willing to oblige her request.
However, as Elle pulled out and pushed back in, she did it slowly and gently at first, since she didn't want to demolish this pretty asshole just yet.
And Vivian moaned, the sensation of feeling a cock sliding in and out of her asshole providing her with a sexual rush she couldn't vaguely understand or explain, "Oh yes Elle, fuck my ass, and take my anal cherry."
"You've broken through your shyness now, so tell me straight out from now on. Do you want to be my ass slut, my pretty pet?" Elle asked, balancing her derogatory sexual terms against some flowery flattery.
"Yes, I do want to be your ass slut, your pretty pet, and your obedient plaything from now on," Vivian declared, basking in the attention and validation she'd always so desperately craved, even if it was in such a taboo and kinky fashion.
"Oh, I'll be giving this asshole all the attention it needs very often," Elle promised, as she slowly fucked the virgin hole... well more accurately, the recently virgin hole.
"My asshole is yours, Mistress," Vivian declared, her pleasure flourishing with each slow stroke, deliberately including the term Elle had earlier applied to herself.
"Good girl," Elle encouraged, loving when a new pet began calling her Mistress of her own volition, having been slowly rubbing Vivian's back the entire time she fucked her... but now she returned her hands to Vivian's hips, anticipating her begging in the near future to be fucked harder. "Such a good girl!"
Each label Elle applied to her, good or bad, enhanced Vivian's euphoria. The nasty name calling turned her on, while the flowery compliments made her equally content... someone was finally seeing her as she was... both her lovely and her filthy sides.
Elle had topped women like Vivian before. Women who'd spent their entire lives trying to earn the praise from her parents that was never going to come... and Vivian too would never be good enough for her parents... partly because she didn't have a penis, and partly because her parents lived in a delusional world where they always wanted more than was possible, and their perceptions were far more important than reality... or... you know... insignificant details like their daughter's happiness.
As her pain faded, although it still lingered ever so slightly as Elle's dick fucked her, Vivian began craving more. She wanted to be fucked harder. To be pounded. So she begged, looking back over her shoulder to stare into the eyes of the goddess named Elle, "Please fuck me harder, Mistress. Fuck the shit out of me!"
Elle smiled benignly and observed, "You really are a needy little ass slut, aren't you?"
"For you I'm the sexiest, neediest, sluttiest ass slut ever," Vivian agreed, still a little surprised by her own self-degradation, and how it somehow enhanced the pleasure inside her. She'd always enjoyed being called names when Joey fucked her, but she'd never uttered such nasty labels about herself.
"You really are," Elle said, as she slid the cock deep inside her pet, squeezed her hips and bucked her own hips... knowing this would create a new level of the pleasure-pain principle... since she would reach new depths inside Vivian's asshole.
"Oh my fucking God!" Vivian screamed bloody murder, as a fresh burst of extreme pain struck her because of the cock's new reach.
"Take it, my hot, nasty anal fuck toy," Elle ordered, administering a dozen deep, rough strokes before pausing momentarily.
"Oooooooooh," Vivian moaned, although it was more of a primal scream-moan, as the opposing waves of pain and pleasure went to war inside her body.
Elle then began to fuck her friend's asshole with a will. Long strokes. Hard thrusts. Her own body slamming into Vivian's with each deep thrust.
"Mother fucker!" Vivian bellowed as Elle fucked her ass hard.
"Correct, I have done a few mothers," Elle purred playfully as she drilled Vivian from behind.
"Yoooooou have?" Vivian asked, the idea of Elle fucking her mom like this suddenly a wickedly hot visual.
"Yeah, Mommy-sluts are the easiest gals to turn into anal bimbos," Elle opined, that having always been her experience... since they were craving the attention their husbands no longer paid them.
"That's so wild," Vivian moaned, as she pushed the visual of her mother out of her head and focused on the anal railing she herself was currently receiving.
"I can turn pretty much any woman into my anal plaything," Elle added, her success rate about ninety-nine percent. She had tried turning a college senior back when she was a freshman that had resulted up with her eating pussy instead and getting fucked in both of her holes... it was a wild role reversal and a lesson about what it felt to be the bottom bitch. She still visited her when she went back home for a lengthy bottom experience from her Mistress Bree. (Yes, that Mistress Bree: from my lengthy Lesbian MILF Seductress series.)
"Mmmmmmmmm," Vivian moaned as she felt her orgasm rising... and she wondered if a woman could come from only being ass fucked without her pussy being involved.
Elle sensed her new pet's next orgasm was rising... but she decided to have a little fun first. She pulled all the way out and admired the much larger gaped hole she'd now created.
"What are you doing? Shove that cock back in my asshole right now," a bitchy, needy version of Vivian demanded in a squeal.
"I want us both to witness your taking my dick in your shit hole," Elle said. "Get out of your dress and hop onto my desk."
"Okay, but I need that dick back in my asshole right away," Vivian stressed, standing upright, shedding her dress and unclamping her bra in record time, before hopping backwards onto the desk and spreading her legs like a frog in heat.... which she was, if just a human version.
"You really are a very obedient pet," Elle said, "even though you can get rather mouthy," as she admired Vivian's entire body as well as her gaped hole... there was just something so erotic about a gaped asshole. "And you have such a beautiful body, Vivian."
"Thank you Mistress," Vivian said, appreciating the flattery, but wanting that cock buried deep in her asshole. "Now please fuck your pet's asshole some more, Mistress. I really do need that dick back in there." Remembering her place in this hierarchy, she was now pleading rather than demanding.
Elle again obliged, slamming back into Vivian with ease.
"Fuck my ass, fuck it good, use me like the lesbian anal whore you've turned me into," Vivian babbled, never wanting this new version of fucking to end.
Elle hammered away, watching Vivian's tits bounce, and watching the expressions of complete rapture her face was making. The three hottest things in the world to Elle were: a gaping asshole, watching a slut's facial expressions, and listening to the moans and words of a woman getting fucked... especially when she was about to come... a woman was so completely vulnerable at that precious moment.
"Oh God, I think I'm going to come!" Vivian bellowed, as she brought a hand to her pussy and began frantically rubbing herself.
Wanting to get her new pet off, wanting to hear what Vivian sounded like when she came, Elle kept pounding her ass and ordered, "Come for your Mistress, slut. Come like the pretty anal slut you now are."
Vivian rubbed her pussy as if her life depended on coming, as she made inexplicable sounds and babbled incoherently, "Oh... fuck... Elle... Jesus Christ... ass... oh God... oh fuck... fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
Vivian's legs stiffened, her back arched, and as she came, she squirted an incredible amount of cum upwards all over Elle's tits and belly.
Elle had never seen a woman squirt so much cum, literally drenching her body... it was so hot!
Vivian trembled intensely, experiencing the most intense orgasm of her life. Her head went light as wave after wave of pleasure cascaded through her.
Elle, happy as fuck, pulled out, briefly admired the gaping hole, quickly stripped off her harness, hopped onto her desk, straddled her closest friend, and dropped her pussy onto her face. "My turn! Get licking, slut," she ordered.



Vivian opened her eyes just as Elle's pussy was lowering... her eyes went wide, and upon hearing the order, she extended her tongue and licked her very first pussy without hesitation. Of course Elle tasted heavenly... everything about her was pure perfection... her scent was subtly strawberry, her taste exotically fruity.
"Good girl, lick my pussy my pet," Elle moaned as Vivian began licking her.
"You taste so good," Vivian said, having never put much thought into what a pussy might taste like... and as she licked, she wondered if all pussies tasted this good. Joey had complained that hers tasted like codfish, and after a single lick he never went down on her again.
"Happy you like it! You'll be dining on it quite often from now on," Elle said, loving the idea of having someone she could call upon while she was studying or working, who was already close to hand. Elle was impatient by nature, and waiting for a pet to come from any distance to service her was sometimes irritating.
"Anytime, Mistress," Vivian agreed mindlessly, knowing there was no going back after this life-changing experience of being sodomized, and then discovering the delicious taste of pussy. Or at least Elle's pussy for now; and since she was fully on board with obeying her Mistress in all things, she suspected she'd soon be directed to sample various other women's pussies as well and thus be given some opportunities to compare.
"And anyplace," Elle added, loving to require a pet to go down on her in risky spots... and also kinky ones, such as while skydiving.
"Yes Mistress, whatever you require of me," Vivian agreed happily, lapping away hungrily.
Elle moaned, "You're a natural pussy licker, my pet."
"Thank you," Vivian said, getting turned on every time she received such a compliment... it was like one of her kinks was receiving praise.
"You're welcome, my hungry pussy-pleasing pet, now roll over," Elle said, as she laid back on her desk, reached down, grabbed the back of Vivian's now face-down head and pulled it deep into her wet pussy.
Vivian licked aggressively, as she was suddenly face planted into Elle's pussy. She assumed the dominant act was a wordless command to eat this pussy even more aggressively.
"Oh, yes my pet, lick me, suck on my clit my beautiful pussy-licking pet," Elle moaned, grinding her pussy upwards and into Vivian's face.
Vivian did as she was told, although she could only partly hear what Elle was saying, since she'd wrapped her legs around Vivian's head and they were snugly covering her ears. Nevertheless she licked vigorously and did her best to suck on her clit... being face fucked in a way she'd never imagined possible.
Elle, close to coming, really began to grind upwards against Vivian's face and tongue. Pulling her hair and grinding up into her face was finally enough to get Elle off, and she flooded her pet's face with her cum. Unlike Vivian's recent primal scream that might have alerted anyone on the floors above and below them, or in the rooms on either side... although fortunately it was after hours... Elle emitted only a soft moan and simply allowed her orgasm to wash through her, as she quaked and held onto Vivian's head.
Vivian hungrily licked the wetness that didn't coat her face, but did coat her tongue, while she discovered how good this pussy's cum tasted.
For a couple minutes Elle just held her pet's face securely in place and enjoyed her orgasm... while Vivian continued licking, unable to capture enough of the sweet taste of Elle's pussy, since no conceivable quantity of it would ever be enough.
Elle finally pushed Vivian away, rolled over to climb off the desk, pulled her pet to her feet, and kissed her. Vivian melted into the kiss... so sensual... so intimate... so different from kissing any boy.
When Elle finally broke away, she smiled into Vivian's face from a few inches away and said, "That was fun."
"And wild," Vivian added.
"Wait till I pound your ass with my ten-plus inch cock," Elle forewarned.
"I can't imagine," Vivian said, thinking tonight's cock had gone deeper than any she'd thought possible.
"Oh, I'll make you more than just imagine it," Elle said, turning Vivian around and slapping her ass.
"Yes Mistress," Vivian said, her pussy still tingling, but her ass feeling so empty. She asked, sounding like a complete slut, "Can we try that now?"
"You hungry whore," Elle accused affectionately, glancing at the clock. She was supposed to meet Emmett in under half an hour.
"You turned me into one," Vivian pointed out.
"True. We still have twenty minutes available," Elle said; Emmett could wait a little while... the restaurant just a ten minute walk away...
Vivian bent back over the desk, spread her ass cheeks and said, "Well, then fuck my shit hole with the ten-inch cock."
"So insatiable," Elle smiled, as she went around her desk and fetched the other cock in her dildo drawer.
The end
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Son's Nerdish Girlfriend Ch. 03
"I need go and change to get the surprise ready, so I'll be back in a couple minutes," Beth said. "Don't you two go anywhere."
Beth grabbed her shopping bag, while even now she felt a little more cum dripping down her face.
Once the son and Dad were alone, both their dicks slowly shrinking, after dropping their loads onto the same girl, Ben mentioned, "She really is insatiable."
"Shut up," Chris yapped (because he had about the same authority as a small dog), his conflicting emotions still driving him crazy. But one thing remained very clear... he blamed his Dad for all of this, and he wouldn't be forgiving him anytime soon.
"Hey, you're the one who willingly stuck my dick in your girlfriend's ass," Ben retorted.
"Shut up and don't remind me," Chris retorted back, mortified to recall he'd indeed done that... and worse, he'd enjoyed it.
"Look, it's obvious to all three of us you enjoyed watching me fuck her ass," Ben pointed out, having just recently (like about an hour ago, if that) learned his son was a cuck. He'd found it easy to recognise, since he'd fucked a woman last year while her husband watched, and the man had jerked himself off while his wife humiliated him.
"I told you to shut up," Chris repeated... bitterly angry at his Dad, but just as angry at himself.
"Hey, I'm not judging," Ben said. "It actually makes a lot of sense."
"How the hell could it make any sense at all?" Chris asked with a glare.
"I don't mean to be cruel," Ben said. "But you've always been a people pleaser and very timid. Come to think of it, I can't remember seeing you asserting yourself to anyone."
"So just because I'm a nice guy, you get to fuck my girlfriend?" Chris asked bitingly and sarcastically.
"Well, everyone likes nice guys," Ben said. "But no one fucks them."
"Which must mean you fuck a lot of women," Chris snapped, thinking he was hurling an insult, but his Dad wouldn't take it that way.
"Yeah, I do. You see, women prefer a man with confidence, attitude, and a big dick."
"I most certainly do, and you've got my vote," Beth said as she walked in... now wearing a black leather bustier crop top, and a strap-on around her waist... and still wearing her black thigh highs. Still no panties, of course.
"Holy shit!" Ben gasped, seeing how the shy nerdy teen from a couple hours ago was now strutting her stuff in Dominatrix regalia, and with a dick.
"Beth," Chris gasped in confusion, gawking at his girlfriend in that sexy attire... and with a dick.
"I promised you'd lose your virginity today, and I meant it," Beth grinned, stroking her cock as if it had nerve endings.
"Beth," Chris repeated, confused, yet comprehending her intentions at the same time.
Beth swayed her pale, naked ass enticingly over to the bed, then turned and ordered, her tone strong and firm, "Chris, get over here and drop to your knees."
"Beth," Chris repeated a third time, for now unable to say anything else... shocked by what he was seeing, shocked by what she was implying, and shocked that his cock was hard again.
"Now," Beth said firmly.
"Beth, please," Chris pleaded, even though he went over to her.
"Today I lost both of my virginities," Beth said, as she continued stroking her cock... which was seven inches long... purposely bigger than her boyfriend's. "You will too."
Ben watched in completely stunned silence. Even after everything that had happened today, this next step was completely unexpected.
Beth placed her hands on Chris's shoulders and guided him down to his knees.
Chris's constantly red face burned and burned, as he allowed himself to be guided to his knees by this girl, and he was now staring at a big plastic dick. He was supposed to be the one guiding her to her knees. She was supposed to be staring at his dick. His dick... which was yet again rock hard and throbbing, even though as always today, he couldn't explain why.
"Suck it Chris, suck my cock," Beth ordered, gazing pridefully down at him from her stance of power.
"Beth," Chris kept saying weakly, knowing he couldn't deny her anything... knowing he should refuse her... but instead he was once again begging for her understanding and sympathy.
Beth looked at Ben, smiled, and then slapped her boyfriend in the face with her cock. "I told you to suck it, Chris," she repeated, glaring at him.
Beth didn't dare to look at his Dad... but he was very aware he was in the room, and was probably watching and judging him... yet he felt compelled to obey his girlfriend. Did he want to suck a cock, even a plastic one? No, certainly not. Yet he felt himself opening his mouth, leaning forward, and taking the fake sex organ in his mouth.
"Good boy," Beth purred, her grin at Chris's Dad growing wider. Their dominant-submissive seemed to be set aside for now, and apparently they'd silently agreed to become partners in crime instead.
Chris felt a small rush of adrenaline coursing through his spine, either from being called a 'good boy' or because he'd taken this dick into his mouth... neither choice a good reason for getting his adrenal glands all excited. Also, it felt natural to have this cock in his mouth... as odd as that sounds.
Ben watched them silently... the sight of his son sucking a dick, for reasons he himself didn't understand, making his own cock throb. It was just so perverse! Part of him was disgusted by how pathetic his son was acting; another part was impressed by the complete sexual transformation of this perceived wallflower of a girl; and yet a third part of him was turned on by watching the kinky cuckold act. And her naked ass was pretty nice, too.
Chris awkwardly began bobbing on the cock... tentatively at first... taking only a couple inches in his mouth.
"Oh yeah, cock sucker," Beth encouraged, calling him a name she knew he thought of as black and white, to further her campaign for his complete submission as her cuckold. "Suck that dick!"
Ben took his erect cock in hand and began slowly stroking it. He'd already dumped two loads today, so his third load would take a lot more work... he didn't reload as quickly as during his younger days. But he wasn't done yet with this insatiable teen!
Chris winced at the word, or maybe words, cock sucker, he wasn't sure if it was one word or two, but his cock also flinched at the term. Cock sucker. He hated it, but somehow being called one turned him on even while it humiliated him... as he took a little more cock into his mouth.
"Shit, maybe I should have named him Christina," Ben finally spoke, unable to resist taking the shot at his rather feminine son... recalling how his wife had hoped for a girl, and had been convinced she was having one, right up until a few moments after she'd delivered him and the doctor sang out, "It's a boy!"
"Fuck you," Chris said, now by rote, as he took the cock out of his mouth and glared at his Dad. Getting off by watching his own son sucking cock? The audacity of that jerk!
"Did I fucking give you permission to stop sucking me, cock sucker?" Beth growled, slapping his face again with her cock.
"Beth, I..." Chris began, his masculinity challenged over and over today, grinding him into a muddled mess of sexual confusion... but his protest, if that's where he'd been headed, was immediately silenced, when Beth slid her cock back into his mouth and began slowly face fucking him.
"I don't believe I asked for your opinion, cock sucker," Beth drawled, feeling such a rush of power from wearing a cock around her waist and dominating her boyfriend, while her Master stroked his cock and watched... his expression showing he was mightily impressed by her imaginative dominance.
Chris just knelt... shame and exultation at war with each other within his head and body... while he slowly got face fucked. He wished it didn't turn him on. He wished his Dad wasn't watching. But he was pretty damn certain neither wish would come true.
For a couple minutes Beth continued fucking Chris's face, loving the thrill of being the one doing the fucking... and the one with the power... as she gradually slid more and more of her cock into his mouth.
Chris focused on not gagging... and as dumb as it sounded... on being a good cock sucker. He wasn't gay or anything, but having this dick sliding in and out of his mouth was a surreal turn-on he couldn't ignore or explain away. His cock remained hard the entire time, which confused him. He'd never once considered another guy attractive, or thought about sucking his cock, yet this felt way too natural.
"Ready to get fucked?" Beth asked, pulling the cock out of his mouth while a long string of saliva dripped down his chin.
"Yes please," Chris said, so focused on this offer to have sex, he didn't decipher which way around she'd offered it.
"Good boy," she said, and she pulled him up to his feet and kissed him.
Chris kissed her back, surprised and even blown away by this sweet, romantic interlude during this day that had been anything but sweet or romantic.
But when Beth broke the kiss, that was over and she ordered, "Now get on the bed and onto all fours."
"But Beth, I thought you said...." Chris began, but he was interrupted yet again.
"Sorry Chris," Beth said, "I don't think my pussy or asshole would even feel your tiny dick after your Dad fucked the hell out of me."
"Beth, please," he repeated, his eyes pleading for her understanding.
"Look Chris," Beth said. "I still want to be your girlfriend, and it's probable I'll allow you to fuck me some other day when your Dad isn't available, but tonight, I'm the one fucking you."
"Beth..." he said yet again, sounding completely defeated.
"Don't pretend you don't want this dick in your ass," Beth cautioned, as she spun him around and playfully shoved him towards the bed.
Ben remained quiet, unsure about what he thought of this. Yes, it was going to be hot. And yes, his son was obviously a pathetic cuckold, but he was beginning to feel sorry for him again... this whole submissive cuckold downfall thing wouldn't even have happened if he hadn't seduced Beth and turned her into his submissive slut. No way he could have possibly predicted the turn of events that followed, but he could recognise the consequences of his actions when he saw them.
"Get on the bed and onto all fours, Chris," Beth repeated her order verbatim, while she firmly slapped his ass.
Chris silently climbed onto his bed and into the position as instructed... and also spread his legs without even realizing he was doing it.
"Good boy," Beth purred as she grabbed the lube, almost calling him a good girl, but resisting the temptation... for now. She didn't know why, but while she enjoyed being used and dominated by Ben without reservation, she equally enjoyed the polar opposite feeling of taking charge of Chris. (Not that the other way around would ever work!)
Chris remained on all fours... his head down... his cock hard... and although he wasn't remotely sure he wanted to lose one of his virginities this way... getting fucked instead of doing the fucking... he was horny as hell and willing to do almost anything Beth told him to. Through his obedience to her he was finding sexual fulfillment, even though he didn't understand how or why.
Beth poured lube on her fingers, and then brought them to his ass... she'd make sure his ass was ready for her cock before she fucked him... she didn't want to physically hurt him... no... just physically dominate him.
Chris felt her wet fingers touching his asshole, and he clenched up.
"Relax, Chris," Beth said, "this step is so I won't hurt you very much," her free hand rubbing his lower back gently, her tone soft and supportive.
I'm not sure I can relax," Chris admitted, the idea of getting his ass fucked terrifying him, even though Beth had seemed to love it when his Dad was banging her butt.
"Trust me, Chris," Beth said, continuing her softspoken tone and gentle back caressing, "once you get used to it, you're going to love it."
"I don't think so," Chris said unsurely, waiting for the inevitable push of her finger into his ass.
"Think again. I know that for men, a prostate orgasm can be amazing," Beth explained.
Ben wondered if that was true... he hadn't ever thought much about it... although a mid-sixties slut he'd once picked up at a bar and accompanied back to her place when he was in New Orleans, had slid a finger into his ass while she was sucking him and he busted a nut almost instantly, having one of his more intense orgasms. He'd assumed it was because he was drunk, but Beth now had him wondering what it would be like to have something up his ass. Not a dick... not a strap-on... but a finger again... while he was getting his dick sucked by Beth... was intriguing.
"Yeah, I bet you're going to moan like a sexy slut while I'm fucking you," Beth said soothingly as she pushed her finger forward and it easily slid inside him.
"Ooooooooh," Chris moaned, surprised by how easily her finger slid into his ass. And that there was literally no pain at all.
"Shit," Ben said, as he watched Beth going to work on his son.
"Not a word to anyone outside this room," Chris said, and he kept his head down while his girlfriend slowly moved her finger around inside his ass... which felt so weird... so wrong... yet with his cock continuing to throb... so right.
"You see, I need to gape your ass nice and wide for my cock, baby," Beth purred, loving the power she was exercising over him and the rush of adrenaline coursing through her body, even without any of her erogenous zones being touched.
"Oh fuck," Chris moaned, not so much from her words, but the way her finger was moving around inside his ass... creating some strange sensations inside him... not really any particular pain, nor any particular pleasure... but a slow build of... something or other... something impending?
"Slide a second finger in," Ben suggested, unbelievably turned on by watching her gaping his son. He didn't even know why. Was it from her ongoing humiliation of his submissive son? Was it from the dominance this formerly shy nerd girl was showing? Was it from this taboo role reversal? Was it simply from watching this perverse act? Or was it all the above?
"Fuck off, Dad," Chris said automatically, even though he'd just been thinking of asking for the same thing. The single finger felt really good now, and although he hated it feeling good, he kind of wanted more.
"Is your Daddy right? Would you like that?" Beth asked in a gentle voice, as she contemplated doing that exact same thing.
Chris moaned, hating that his Dad had suggested it, hating his Dad was watching, and hating that he'd suggesting something that would be an improvement. So he was stuck, and he answered in the affirmative, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Beth asked, as she pumped her finger in and out of Chris's ass... literally finger fucking him.
Chris didn't answer while the pleasure increased and while she rubbed his prostate.
Beth pulled her finger out and repeated, this time harshly, "Yes what, Chris?"
Chris suddenly felt empty, and he wanted Beth's finger back in his asshole. So now he responded with an embarrassing sense of urgency and desperation, "Yes, please shove a second finger in my ass."
"You're sure?" Beth asked as she traced the rim of the slightly gaped hole with her fingers.
"Yes, yes, please finger fuck my ass with more fingers," Chris pleaded, his voice breaking ever so slightly, thus sounding oddly feminine.
"Yes please, finger fuck my sissy son," Ben encouraged her, this scenario turning him on in ways he didn't understand. He knew this next idea was twisted, but a growing part of him wanted his to be the first actual dick to fuck his son's ass.
Beth pushed two fingers inside, which didn't go in as smoothly as the one finger had, but after a brief resistance they slid inside.
"Oh fuck," Chris whimpered rather femininely as his ass was spread unnaturally open, causing a sharp pain, yet inexplicably making his hard as a rock dick flinch even harder.
"Oh yeah, take my fingers, my slutty boyfriend," Beth purred as her two fingers disappeared into his ass... and she resumed gently caressing his lower back.
"Fuck," Chris responded, partly from his humiliation at being called slutty, which guys never were, only girls, and partly from the pain suddenly burning inside him, and partly from the pleasurable sensations zinging directly from his ass to his dick. He'd heard that the prostate gland could provide pleasure to a guy, but this was entirely different from the pleasure he could give his dick with his hand. It was more subdued, yet somehow more intense.
"Oh yeah, pretty boy, you just love the idea of getting your lovely asshole fucked, don't you?" Beth prompted, as she spread her fingers apart inside his ass... gaping him the best she could.
"Jesus," Chris said, feeling the fingers widening his ass in an unnatural way, so he felt a mixture of pleasure and pain. His ass burned. He felt a sort of fire. Yet his cock throbbed, and he wanted more.
"Gape that asshole, slut," Ben urged, considering doing something that would be so wrong.
"Dad, just don't talk," Chris moaned, trying ((but failing this time) to get angry at him.
"Daddy, do you like watching me finger fucking your son?" Beth asked, totally revelling in her power and once again ignoring what Chris said.
"Yeah, it's fucking hot," Ben nodded, coming right up next to her to watch more closely.
"Yes, it is. I think Chris will be a really good bottom bitch sometime soon," she said as she reached around and stroked his big dick with the hand that wasn't inside an asshole.
"Yeah, I bet real soon he'll start begging to get that ass of his pounded," Ben moaned softly, as Beth rolled her finger over Chris's cock head.
"Please stop doing that," Chris said, not meaning the fingers in his ass, but their terrifying conversation.
"You want me to stop?" Beth asked, pulling out and admiring the gaping hole she'd created.
"No, no. Please don't stop doing that," Chris pleaded.
Beth bent down and probed the open hole with her tongue... giving her very first rim job.
"Oh my," Chris moaned again, feeling the weird sensations of Beth's tongue probing into his ass... yet another strange, pleasurable and weird sensation.
"Oh, fuck you're a nasty slut! Eat my son's asshole," Ben cheered.
"Please shut up, Dad," Chris yelled, even though he enjoyed the ass eating.
"Son, just lie there and look pretty," Ben retorted as he watched the wicked act... with his cock throbbing.



"Fuck you," said Chris.
"Oh, I bet you'd love that the other way around," Ben taunted.
"Jesus, Dad," Chris groaned, shaking his head like it was being pestered by wasps, even as he enjoyed the tongue in his ass.
Beth leaned back upright and feeling wicked she asked Ben, "What do you think of your son's gaping asshole?"
"It's a nice start, but I'm not sure it's gaped well enough for a big, fat cock."
"Three fingers then?" she asked.
"At least," Ben judged. "But he'll probably scream like a bitch."
"Then we'd better stuff something in his mouth," Beth suggested, glancing down pointedly at Ben's dick.
"Please finger fuck me," Chris said, his cock throbbing with need.
"Three fingers?" Beth asked Christ this time.
"Whatever you want," Chris agreed.
"Interesting. Are you saying you'll do anything I order you to?" Beth asked as she wiggled the tips of three fingers around his gaping hole, but only slightly inside his rectum.
"Yes I will," Chris agreed, sorely wanting his ass filled.
"So it's okay if I fuck your ass?" Beth asked, sliding only two fingers back in his asshole for now.
"Yes! Please fuck my ass," Chris moaned, wanting the feel of something even deeper inside his ass.
Beth silently pointed to Ben's dick, and then at Chris's head.
Ben's eyes went wide.
"Go," she mouthed.
"Remember you've just promised to do whatever I say," Beth reiterated, pulling her fingers out again.
"Yes, yes, whatever you want!" Chris agreed desperately, his dick throbbing with need... and his ass dying to be filled right up.
Ben climbed onto the bed while Beth lubed up her strap-on dick.
"W-w-what are you d-d-doing?" Chris stammered, as suddenly his Dad's dick was only a few inches away from his face and rock hard.
"Suck his dick, Chris," Beth ordered. "And do a good job."
"What? No, not that!" Chris cried out as his Dad (and thus his dick too) came closer to his face.
"You promised me anything," Beth reminded him, "and that covers lots of ground," as she brought her lubed dick close to his gaping hole.
"But that would be incest!" Chris objected, staring at the dick before him... which looked big and inviting, but he'd never admit it.
"It's just a cock," Beth said. "It's not like he's gonna get you pregnant."
"But I'm not gay," Chris said, grasping at straws to get himself out of this 'predickament', even while he couldn't tear his hungry eyes away from his Dad's large dick.
"No, you're not. You're just my sissy fuck toy, "Beth sort of agreed, pushing forward and sliding her dick into his ass.
"Oooooooh, fuck," Chris moaned, suddenly full of dick.
"Oh yeah, fuck my son," Ben approved, finding this scenario wickedly hot.
"Daaaad," Chris whimpered as new pain coursed through him, causing new pleasure to pulse directly into his dick.
Beth pulled all the way out, admiring the wider hole she'd just created, and she ordered, "Now suck that nice big dick, and I'll give you the fucking you so badly want and need."
"Beth, please, anything but that!" Chris pleaded, even as he moved his ass around and back, trying to find that cock again.
"Suck it, Chris, suck your Dad's big, fat cock," Beth said, slamming into him hard, but immediately pulling back out.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" Chris screamed, the cock going deeper into his ass this time... reaching new depths... creating new pleasure... and new pain.
"Right now, slut," Beth ordered, slapping his ass.
"Fuck it, give me that dick, Dad," Chris caved, looking angrily up at his Dad's grinning face.
"As you wish, son," Ben said, pressing his hard cock against his son's closed lips.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," Chris complained as he opened his mouth and took his Dad's dick between his lips.
"Oh fuck," Ben moaned, as his dick slid into the soft mouth.
"Oh yeah," Beth said excitedly, and she slid back into Chris's asshole and began slowly fucking him, while she watched the wild incestuous act she'd puppet-mastered.
"Mmmmmmm," Chris moaned, since the cock in his ass felt so good... even along with the pain... which he decided was a good pain. Also, although sucking Beth's plastic cock had felt pretty natural, he was in complete awe of how natural it felt to have a real cock in his mouth. He hated it being his Dad's... really fucking hated that... but after just a few tentative bobs, he already loved the feeling of a cock in his mouth.
"Yeah, suck my cock, son," Ben moaned, turned on by this wild incestuous act he was taking part in... and thinking it'd be nice to have a cock sucker, and maybe even a bottom around the house to drop a load into whenever he felt like it.
"Yeah, suck your Daddy's cock," Beth cheered him on, with one hand on his back and the other on his hip, as she slowly pumped in and out.
Ben didn't respond... in part because he didn't know what to say... but mostly because he had a mouthful stuffed with cock. Shame... but also lust... coursed through his body.
"Yeah, he's a natural cock sucker," Ben groaned.
"Better than I am?" Beth asked with a playful pout.
"I didn't say that," Ben said.
"Good, because whenever I'm here, I'll always be the one you'll fuck," Beth asserted.
"That goes without saying," Ben agreed.
"Except..." Beth said as she started fucking Chris faster, "...you know, this time."
"Yeah," Ben said, as Chris took more and more of his cock into his mouth.
Then for a few minutes... four... perhaps five... Chris was spit-roasted.
He sucked.
He got fucked.
He became a cock hungry slut... bobbing faster... with more enthusiasm... even starting to bounce back to meet Beth's thrusts.
"Oh, yeah! Fuck yourself, you nasty cock slut," Beth taunted as she watched Chris doing just that.
Chris, having learned that being the target of all this name-calling was a weird turn-on, and wanting Beth's dick as deep as possible in his ass, rhythmically bounced back onto her dick and then leaned forward to take his Dad's dick... by now most of it... into his mouth.
"Oh yeah, son, you're a nasty cock slut," Ben said approvingly. If he couldn't have a stud for a son, this opposite kind now suited him just fine!
"A minute later Beth said thoughtfully, I think he wants a bigger, fatter dick."
"Ya think?" Ben asked rhetorically, reading her mind... or she may have been reading his, since the idea of fucking his son had been formulating in his mind for several minutes.
"How about it? Are you ready for a bigger cock, Chris?" Beth asked him.
Chris backed away from Ben's cock and said in a lustful daze, his balls on fire, so he was far from thinking straight, "Yes, yes, give me a bigger dick right away!"
"How about a big, fat one?" Beth proposed.
"Yes, yes, fuck my ass with a huge cock!" Chris exclaimed, like the nasty slut he'd been turned into.
"Come around here and fuck him, Ben," Beth invited as she pulled out.
"W-w-what?" Chris cried out, having not realized what he was agreeing to.
"Come on, cuck. You know you want your studly Dad to fuck your slutty ass," Beth said. "Don't pretend you don't."
"But that's so wrong!" he wailed as his Dad went around behind him.
"Oh come on, son. Wouldn't you like to get fucked by your dear old Dad?" Ben asked, stepping up behind his son and using his hand to explore the gaping hole Beth had left behind from her deep drilling.
"Dad, I honestly don't know," Chris said. He did want his Dad's bigger dick in his ass... the pain-pleasure principle was really turning him on... but this was his Dad... his asshole Dad.
Ben fingered his son's greedy hole, his thicker fingers spreading his son's ass and making him moan.
"Oh fuck," Chris moaned, learning quickly how much he liked it rough.
"Oh yeah, finger fuck that asshole," Beth encouraged the man, her pussy dying for some more attention.
"Dad," Chris moaned, although he didn't know what words should follow that opening... since all this rough treatment and finger fucking had gotten him on fire and wanting more.
"You like this, son?" Ben asked as his fingers roughly finger fucked him.
"Yes," Chris admitted.
"You heard what he said, so fuck him," Beth said impatiently while she watched.
"You want your Dad to fuck you, son?" Ben asked as he pulled his fingers out.
"Yes Daddy," Chris heard himself saying. He desperately needed some sort of dick back in his ass.
"Yes Daddy, what?" Beth pushed. "Remember? Your Mistress wishes you to say all the words."
"Sorry, Mistress. Yes Daddy, please fuck your sissy son's asshole," Chris said, knowing those nasty words would turn Beth on.
"Oh, fuck," Ben said... his son's words a surreal turn-on.
"So fuck him already," Beth demanded rather shrewishly. "Fuck our slut now!"
"All right then, I will," Ben agreed, and he grasped his hands around his son's feminine hips and slid his cock in his ass.
"Daaaaaaaaaaddy!!!" Chris screamed his lungs out, as his Dad's fatter cock... and longer cock... filled his asshole deeper and wider, creating new pain... but also new pleasure.
"Oh, that's so fucking hot," Beth said as she stuck a few fingers in her pussy, even with the strap-on still in place.
"Such a tight asshole," Ben said, watching his entire dick disappearing inside his son's ass.
"Tighter than mine?" Beth asked.
"Both of you sluts have tight fucking assholes," Ben adjudicated, now all the way inside his son.
"Oh, fuck Daddy, you're so big," Chris moaned weakly.
"And now you love Daddy's big dick, don't you?" Ben interrogated.
"I do," Chris admitted, his shame having vanished while his submissive slut side took over.
"You do what, slut?" Beth required. "Words! I want to hear the words!"
"Yes Mistress, I love Daddy's big dick deep inside my asshole, just like it is right now," Chris said, submissively looking into his girlfriend's face.
"Because you're a cock sucker?" Beth asked as Ben pulled out and slid back in.
"Yes ma'am, I'm a cock sucker," Chris agreed.
"And a bottom bitch?" Beth drilled down.
"Yes, I'm a bottom bitch for big cock," Chris declared.
"And also a cuckold who loves watching his Daddy pounding his girlfriend?" Beth finished with a satisfied sigh.
"Yes, I love watching my Daddy giving you the fuckings with his big dick I couldn't ever achieve," Chris said, fully accepting his new role. He was a cuckold. A cock sucker. A bottom bitch. "Now please, Daddy, fuck me. Fuck me with that big dick."
"How do you want it, slut? Hard?" Ben asked as he slowly began fucking him.
"Yes, give it to me just as hard as you gave it to Beth," Chris moaned, wanting to feel his Dad hammering him from behind... and thus vigorously rubbing his prostate as his dick throbbed, and he felt he could come any second now.
"All right, sissy," Ben agreed as he began fucking him hard, slamming into his son.
"Oh yeeeeeesss, Daddy," Chris quaked, as his Dad's big dick filled him completely... over and over.
"Oh yeah, pound his asshole," Beth cheered, wondering if there were any pom poms around the house, as she watched this wicked and thoroughly gay incestuous act.
"Give it to me, make me your sissy son, Daddy," Chris moaned, beginning to find enjoyment by degrading himself.
"Oh, fuck," Ben groaned.
"Oh, yes Daddy, yes Daddy," Chris moaned, sensing he was about to come without any shame for a change. "Don't stop! Fuck your sissy son slut!"
Ben continued deep drilling his son, and a few strokes later Chris groaned and spewed a load all over his bedsheets.
"Shit, he just came!" Beth gasped, shocked.
"Oh yeah, congrats! You're a real sissy now, my slut son," Ben said, as he kept pumping his dick deep into his son.
"Then Beth felt a sudden irresistible urge. I need some dick right fucking now!" she screamed as she watched her boyfriend come without having his dick touched.
"That's fair enough. Come over here and fuck Chris and I'll fuck your ass again while you do it," Ben suggested.
"Oh shit, that'll be hot," Beth agreed, and Ben pulled out of his son... the ass gaped hugely by now.
Beth slid her cock right into Chris, this time with no resistance at all, and Ben went behind Beth and slid into her ass, also easily, and the fuck sandwich machine began running.
"Oh fuck," Beth moaned as Ben's dick filled her ass... and as she leaned forward, her dick lodged deep inside Chris, she just allowed Ben in effect to fuck them both, since each forward thrust he made gave her a nudge, thus hammering her cock deeper into Chris.
Chris lay helplessly in the afterglow of the most intense orgasm of his life, even as his prostate still kept getting stimulated.
"My two lovely fuck sluts," Ben sighed fondly as he fucked Beth hard.
"Always," Beth agreed, her orgasm rising quickly while she shifted from dominant mode to submissive.
"Yes, Daddy," Chris added mindlessly, as he accepted his new position as bottom bitch to both Beth and his Dad.
Then Ben fucked Beth for a couple minutes, and Beth screamed when her orgasm struck, "Yes, Daddy!"
Ben kept fucking her throughout the orgasm until he was finally about to erupt. He asked, "Who wants my cum?"
"We both do," Beth spoke for them both.
Ben pulled out, Beth stood up, pulled Chris up and told him, "Get on your knees before our Master. Show him proper respect."
Chris obeyed, albeit weakly, and then found himself kneeling next to his girlfriend. Both of their mouths were open, waiting for his Dad's cum... which oddly, he wanted desperately, and he said, "Please come in my mouth, Daddy. I need to taste your cum."
"Yeah, give him that big, creamy load," Beth added.
"Beg for it, son," Ben ordered as he pumped his dick.
"Please Daddy, give me your big load," Chris begged, and then added, humiliating himself even more, which was its own rush, "so you'll make me into your cock-sucking, ass-taking, cum-craving faggot."
"I thought you said over and over that you never wanted to be gay," Beth pointed out.
"Yeah, but I was wrong."
"Fuuuuuck," Ben groaned, his new and improved son's nasty words sounding so hot, so opposite to the relationship they'd had before, and he erupted almost instantly, shooting his load into his son's open mouth, and then some on his face, before turning his gun towards Beth to gift her too with some of the load.
Chris swallowed the salty seed, which tasted delicious... which was so surreal, since until just now he'd never even pondered the idea... and now he wanted even more of it.
Beth took the same cock that had been inside both Chris's and her ass into her mouth, and she extracted any last remnants of cum.
Spent, Ben eventually pulled out and said, "That was amazing!"
"Remarkable," Beth agreed, looking worshipfully up at his dick, even though it was now dwindling. With her eyes raised towards heaven that way, she looked rather angelic. That is, if you've ever seen an angel dressed like a slut with no panties, a strap-on, and cum on her face.
Chris added, "Life changing."
"Yeah, today really was," Beth agreed, turning and kissing Chris. "For both of us."
"I'll leave you two lovebirds alone for now," Ben said, going off to have a shower.
"Bye, Mr. Jones," Beth said.
"Bye, top slut," Ben replied. "And bottom slut."
"Bye, Dad," Chris said, still on his knees... with his Dad's cum on his face.
Alone together, Beth asked, removing the strap-on, "Do you want to lose your actual virginity now?"
"Really?" Chris asked in surprise.
"Well, yeah. If you can last long enough," Beth smiled, pushing him onto his back on the floor and straddling him.
"I'll try to hold back," Chris said, thinking that after that most recent intense orgasm he should last a while at least.
"Try hard," Beth said. "Think about politics or something," as she dropped herself onto his dick, rested her hands on his chest and began riding him.
THE END



        Professor Parent Student Surprises

        College Professor blackmails Mom and daughter.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/professor-parent-student-surprises

Title: Professor Parent Student Surprises

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Lesbian Sex

Description: College Professor blackmails Mom and daughter.

Tags: lesbian, mom, daughter, coed, stockings, submissive, blackmail, strap-on, silkstockingslover, threesome




Summary: College Professor blackmails Mom and daughter.
Note 1: This is an April Fools Day Story Contest 2023 story so please vote. What makes the story suitable for this contest is a quirky Choose-Your-Favourite-Twisted-Ending, from three possible versions.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Note 3: Although it was greatly altered by the time I finished with it, this story is vaguely based on a hot lesbian scene called Parent Teacher Secrets.
Professor Parent Student Surprises
"You're still certain you don't know why Professor Adams summoned us to this meeting?" Penny asked her daughter.
"No idea," Karlee answered with a shrug.
"Well, it's odd to receive a call... or actually it was more of a summons... from your Psychology Professor, just because I'm your mother," Penny said. "It's as if you were still in high school, and you misbehaved in some fashion. What did you do?"
"I have no idea," Karlee said. "Maybe she just wants to catch up. She told me she used to work for you."
"Maybe," Penny pondered, since Professor Adams had been her teacher's assistant a decade ago at a nearby college. The same college where Penny was now the Dean. Deidre could have at any time attempted to catch up with her, instead of on the Friday just before finals started at both of their schools. She sensed something was up, she just didn't know what.
As they approached the Professor's classroom at six-thirty on a Friday night, the school seemed like a ghost town; but that was the earliest Dean Penny Lincoln could arrive. She'd finished out the day at her own school, driven for an hour to this one, met her daughter, and they'd made their way through the corridors to this classroom. Penny repeated the question she'd already asked a couple times already, "And you're sure there isn't anything you've done to upset her? You know how much I hate unpleasant surprises."
"No, nothing at all," Karlee denied, being a pretty good liar, and she was usually able to cover her tracks with her beauty, quick wit or sensual personality. But this time Professor Adams hadn't said anything, so she was clueless.
"Okay, we'll just have to see what she has in mind," Penny sighed as she opened the door and went in, turning on the usual charm and fake warmth she had mastered during her decade and a half in leadership roles. "Deidre, it's been a long time, it's so good to see you."
"You as well," Professor Adams smiled, her nefarious plan already beginning to unfold.
Penny walked the fair distance from the rear of the large classroom to the front, and gave her former teaching assistant a hug.
Once the hug was done, Professor Adams stepped in front of her desk and leaned back on it. She then said firmly, her tone conveying this wouldn't be a simple renewing old friendships visit, or even a friendly one, "Take a seat, you two."
"Um, okay," Penny said, sitting down in a student desk, giving another querying look to her daughter, who also sat down. She recognized that tone... shit, she was usually the bitch using it.
"Do you know why you're here tonight, Dean Lincoln?" The Professor asked.
"Please call me Penny," the Dean replied graciously, but automatically.
"Very well. Do you know why you're here tonight, Penny?" The Professor rephrased.
"I don't," Penny answered, crossing her legs, and once again giving her daughter that same look.
Karlee just shrugged, a look of complete innocence in her eyes and smile.
The Professor hopped up onto her desk, crossed her legs, and asked, "May I be blunt?"
"Please do," Penny said, wanting to find out the reason she'd been summoned here... yes, summoned was exactly the right word... on a Friday evening.
As the Professor dangled her heel on her toes and crossed her arms, she said, "Your daughter skips classes, when she does deign to attend, she often arrives late for them, but the tipping point was this week. I discovered that she'd cheated on her Finals Thesis ."
"No, you didn't!" Penny gasped, "you couldn't have," although she again looked at her daughter. She would have glared at her, but an accusation wasn't proof, so she'd have to wait and see.
Karlee's face remained stoic... not giving away any indication about whether this news was a surprise or not.
"Yes, I did. The graduate student she paid $500 to write it for her has already come clean, and she's donated the money to the Psychology Department," Professor Adams asserted.
"Karlee, did you pay someone all that money to write your Thesis for you?" Penny asked her daughter.
"Yes," Karlee whispered, since she was obviously busted.
"What?"
"Yes, Mom," Karlee said, now louder and with obvious frustration. "The classes, the practices, everything was just too much pressure for me!"
"Honey, it's okay," Penny said, standing up from her seat and going to her daughter.
"It's definitely not okay," Deidre said with icicles in her voice. "This means a failing grade in my class, automatic expulsion from this school, and most likely the termination of your daughter's college education in any schools."
"Oh my," the mother gasped. "This is serious... very serious! Deidre, she's already admitted her guilt, so I can't claim that you're wrong, but isn't there something you and I can do about this?" Penny asked. "I mean... I don't know... some sort of Professional Courtesy we can apply?"
"First, in a situation such as this one, you shall address me as Professor Adams," the Professor clarified.
"I'm sorry, Professor Adams," Penny corrected herself, recognising that this time her former assistant had her own power play going on, and she was holding all the cards.
"And you're requesting a Professional Courtesy from me?" Deidre asked.
"Yes please, Professor Adams," the Dean said. "From one Professor to another."
"I don't recall your granting me a Professional Courtesy ten years ago, when I asked you for a recommendation for my current position," Deidre said, "or at least not one without certain conditions attached," as she allowed her heel to drop to the floor with a loud clunk.
A chill went up the Dean's back upon this déjà vu from a decade ago. Back then, she'd been the one sitting on top of her desk, and she'd dropped her heel to the floor with a similar clunk, and then she'd required her assistant to lick her soles, suck on her toes, and even hump herself to an orgasm on her foot! It had been super hot at the time, and a complete rush to exercise such power over another human being... except that now it looked like the tables were reversed. "Deidre, please."
"It's Professor Adams," she reminded her.
"Sorry, sorry, Professor Adams," Penny corrected herself. Again.
"And please recount to me... what did you require from me for that recommendation?"
"Please... De-... Professor Adams... my daughter is sitting right here next to me."
Karlee gave her mother a confused look. She was looking sheepish, scared, and even slightly hysterical, a condition she'd never seen her in before in her life! Her mother was the consummate strong-willed woman. An intimidating feminist. An accomplished ball crusher. She reflected that this situation must be particularly humiliating for her mother, since although she was in her mid-forties, this woman putting her in her place was likely only in her mid-thirties, while Karlee herself had turned eighteen only a few weeks ago. She might be nearing the end of her freshman year in college, but she hadn't been seventeen for very long when she'd graduated from high school.
"Retrieve my heel for me, Penny," the Professor ordered coldly.
"Yes ma'am," Penny said, looking nervously at her daughter before getting up, bending down, picking up the heel, and offering it to the seated Professor, who placed it next to her on the desk.
"On your knees."
"Deidre... I mean Professor Adams," Penny caught herself. "Please, no."
"Knees now," the Professor demanded. "Unless you want me to phone the Dean of this college. If I tell him it's important, he'll rush right over. So you know what the consequences will be if I make that call."
Penny lowered herself to her knees.
"Good girl," Deidre smiled. "Now what... exactly... did you require me to do before you gave me that recommendation? Look at your daughter and tell her."
Penny didn't want to say the words. Her past was very wicked... very taboo. A sordid lesbian past, fraught with her own arrogance. A secret life she'd managed to hide from her daughter throughout the girl's entire life.
"Tell her," The Professor demanded, utilising a nylon-clad mocha-coloured foot to shove the Mom's face, until it was directed towards her daughter. "And Karlee, please notice I'm not coaching your mother in any way about what I want her to tell you. She knows exactly the way she used to treat me."
Penny looked at her daughter, "I'm sorry, honey."
"Tell her," the Professor repeated.
Karlee couldn't believe what she was witnessing... her indomitable mother groveling on her knees in front of her... until now... usually courteous and well-spoken Psychology Professor.
"I ordered you to lick my soles, suck on my toes, hump yourself to orgasm on my foot, and then eat my pussy," Penny whispered, having turned her face back to the Professor.
"Look at your daughter and tell her."
Penny... defeated and humiliated, turned to her daughter and said, "Honey, I forced Professor Adams to lick the soles of my feet, suck on my toes, hump herself to orgasm on my foot, and then eat my pussy before I gave her that recommendation."
"Mom, you didn't!" Karlee gasped.
"I'm so sorry, honey," Penny repeated.
"Karlee, did you not know until now that your Mom is a lesbian Mistress who loves to make her assistants, secretaries, and even her students eat her pussy?" the Professor asked.
"No," Karlee responded.
"Yes, your mother has misused her power for years to get whatever she wants," the Professor said. "Isn't that right, Dean Lincoln?"
"Well, I wouldn't say that," Penny denied. "Times have changed, and so have I."
"Have you made your unpaid interns sexually service you?"
"Yes," Penny whispered sheepishly.
"How many of them in the past three months? Individuals, not how many times each."
"Ummm... three."
"How many of your secretaries have you fucked with the strap-ons you keep in your desk?"
"Please, no more," Penny said, not looking at her daughter at all.
"How many, Dean Lincoln? If I go public with all of this, the least that will happen to you is a major scandal at your school, which may or may not eventually blow over. But the least that will happen to your daughter here, will be a permanent and irrevocable end to her academic aspirations, and for the rest of her life she'll consider herself fortunate if she can get jobs flipping burgers. So answer the question: How many of your secretaries have you fucked in the past three months?"
"Ummm... all of them."
"And how many mothers have you convinced to let you sit on their faces or fuck them, so you wouldn't expel their daughters?" Professor Adams continued her verbal assault.
"Please, enough," Penny begged.
"Of course. For Karlee's sake, I won't belabour my point any further. However, ten years ago, what did you do right after I ate your pussy?" Deidre asked.
"I fucked your ass," Penny admitted. She'd always loved the power of making people do things they'd never do willingly. She'd coerced many women into eating her pussy, sucking on her toes, and getting bent over her desk and taking her strap-on. She'd also forced threesomes, fist fucked women into orgasmic oblivion, and had even administered the odd sodomy. She got off on dominating girls and women.
"Karlee, how old were you ten years ago?" the Professor suddenly turned to her and asked.
"Eight, Professor Adams," the girl replied. At this point she had no reason to lie about anything.
"So I hope you're taking all of this in, young lady. Ten years ago, with an eight-year-old daughter at home, your mother required me to eat her pussy, and then she butt-fucked me. Are you getting the picture?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Which brings us to this meeting, and to your daughter's well-earned predicament,' the Professor continued, returning her attention to the mother. "What do you think I want you to do right now?" The Professor asked, as she moved her toes towards the Mom's mouth.
"Please, no," Penny pleaded, looking up at her former teaching assistant.
"Suck on my fucking toes, Penny," Professor Adams demanded, rubbing the sole of her foot up and down her face.
"Mom, what's going on here?" Karlee finally spoke up without being asked a question.
"You just sit there and watch, Karlee," the Professor ordered. "Your mother is beginning to pay for your sins, and for her sins. This will likely take a while, so make yourself as comfortable as you're able."
"It's okay, honey," Penny said, as she placed her hands on the Professor's ankle and brought her lips to her petite toes... the Professor's nylons silky sheer and expensive ones, just like hers.
"Yes, it's okay, honey," the Professor lightly mocked, as she watched her former boss sucking on her toes.
Karlee remained silent. She was couldn't believe her strong-willed Mom was performing a menial sexual task like sucking on this younger woman's nylon-clad toes!
"Make sure you lick and suck on every toe," the Professor ordered. "Just like you made me do."
Penny sucked on all five toes individually, surprised by the subtle salty, sweaty taste that tantalized her taste buds. This was humiliating, and doubly humiliating, since her daughter was only a few feet away, watching. Once she had all five toes done, she went to stand up and said, "Okay, I did it. Are we done now?"
"We've hardly begun. For starters, you have the other foot to do," the Professor pointed out, as her other heel dropped to the floor.
"Please no," Penny sighed.
"Now," Deidre ordered.
"Fine," she sighed, returning to her knees and replicating her attentions on these other perfectly manicured toes.
"Don't pretend you don't like watching this," the Professor grinned wickedly at the daughter.
"This is really awkward," Karlee said.
"I bet you're enjoying the sight of your mother on the receiving end, for a change," Deidre said.
Karlee didn't speak, although she supposed that was a little bit true. She'd never witnessed her mother doing anything at all sexual before, but she'd been present lots of times when she'd thoroughly intimidated both men and women. She'd also never before seen her mother unsure of herself. Not in command of a situation. It was a very strange look for her.
"You look so good on your knees for a change, Penny," the Professor taunted.
Penny noticed that while she was expected to address this younger woman as Professor, she wasn't receiving any reciprocal respect. Once she finished the last toe, she said, "There. Done."
"Not even close. It's my turn to require you to eat my pussy," Professor Adams said, as she hiked up her dress to reveal thigh high stockings, and a total lack of underwear.
"My daughter is sitting right here, and she's watching all of this," Penny stressed.
"I know. Which is why I required both of you to attend this meeting," Deidre said. "She needs to see who and what her mother really is."
"Then I'm not doing any such thing in front of her," Penny refused. She was always the one getting eaten, or who was fucking a student, parent, secretary or employee... although she also had a secret submissive side that only her current girlfriend knew about... a role reversal where she was 100% submissive to her younger Mistress. A woman who always knew how to turn her into a mindless, obedient, submissive plaything.
"So you'd prefer me to call the Dean?" The Professor asked, reaching for the cell phone on her desk.
"No, please don't," Penny said with a dramatic sigh. "I'll do it."
"Good, because it's high time you returned the favour," Professor Adams said, her fingers going to her pussy, even as she looked at Karlee.
"I don't know what's going on here, but I don't want any part of it," Karlee said, standing up and preparing to leave.
"Sit down," the Professor ordered. "All three of us are here, in large part because of your cheating. So you're going to sit there and watch while your mother begins paying some retribution on your behalf."
"This is so weird," Karlee said, obediently sitting back down.
"Look, I'll do whatever you require, but let my daughter go," Penny offered. "She doesn't need to see any of this."
"No, she's part of the problem, and she needs to see there are significant consequences to her actions," the Professor stressed. "Plus, it's time for her so see the real you. The one behind the pretentious exterior you exude so convincingly."
"You're serious?" Penny asked.
"Deadly," the Professor said. "You required certain sexual services from me ten years ago, so now it's time for you to take care of me in similar fashions."
"So if I eat your pussy, you won't call the Dean, and you'll give my daughter a passing grade?" Penny asked.
"I'm not saying that's all I'll require from you, but if you continue to meet all my expectations, I'll cut her some slack. The final exam is next week and she'll have pass it on her own, and I'll give her three weeks from tonight to submit an original Finals Thesis to me, but she won't be expelled."
"Is this really the only way we can resolve this?"
"Yes. Consider yourself going full circle."
Penny looked at her daughter. "I'm so sorry about this, honey."
Penny then leaned forward and began licking her former teaching assistant's pussy. Of course she'd eaten lots of pussy before, part of her climb to the top, although in this male-dominated society she'd sucked a lot more cocks than she'd eaten pussies to end up as a Dean... but she did enjoy dining on a sweet tasting pussy... which is what she was doing at the moment. Deidre's twat was among the best she'd ever tasted!
"Mom, what are you doing?"
"She's eating my pussy," the Professor said. "What does it look like she's doing?"
"This is so awkward," Karlee repeated, as she watched her Mom eating her Professor's pussy. She couldn't deny her discomfort, but watching this lesbian action occurring right before her eyes, was also somewhat stimulating. In part because her Mom was the active one of the two participants.
"Explain to your daughter how this works."
Penny looked at her daughter from between a pair of silk stocking-clad legs and said, "It's okay, honey. We'll just play her game and deal with your indiscretions."
"Yours too," the Professor added.
"Yes, mine too," Penny admitted. "Now just look away, honey."
As her Mom resumed licking the Professor's pussy, Karlee was definitely not looking away while she said, "I can't believe you're doing this, Mom."
"I'm doing this for us," Penny said, as she parted the wet pussy lips.
"Yes, Karlee, she's doing it in part for you," the Professor moaned, placing a controlling hand on the back of her former employer's head.
"It's just so weird," Karlee said, continuing to feel more odd feelings stirring inside her body. She wasn't a virgin, but this was the first girl-on-girl action she'd ever witnessed that she wasn't a part of, and she was finding it very intriguing.
After a minute, Penny stopped and said, "There. Happy now?"



"Did I come yet?"
"No, but...."
"Do you want your daughter to remain in college, or not?"
"Yes, but I didn't think it would ever come to this," Penny said, "and right in front of my daughter!"
"You told her to look away, which she hasn't done for even an instant. I think she's enjoying this little sex show," the Professor said, as she looked the sexy daughter up and down a bit hungrily.
"I am not," Karlee denied.
"Mmmmmmm," the Professor smirked, seeing right past her defensive denial. Returning her attention to the kneeling Dean, she asked, "And why shouldn't I use your tongue until I come all over your face? That's what you did with me, before you'd give me that recommendation."
The Professor grabbed the Dean's head, and pulled her back into her wetness.
"This is just so fucked up," Karlee said, watching helplessly.
"You're the cheater," the Professor said. "Your Mom is the manipulator."
"But this is so wrong!" Karlee said, unwilling to admit how horny she was getting.
Penny licked aggressively, trying to get her oppressor off as quickly as she could.
"It feels very right to me," the Professor moaned, before pushing Penny's head back a little and asking, "Which of us is in charge now?"
"You're in charge," Penny said, although her tone said that her answer was obligatory. "May I please stop now?"
"Did you allow me to stop?" Deidre asked rhetorically. "No, you made me keep licking until you squirted all over my face."
"You're so sick, Professor," Karlee accused, shaking her head in disapproval, even as her pussy was really beginning to tingle.
"Mmmmm, maybe so, but your Mom is a natural pussy muncher," the Professor moaned, arching her back, and beginning to grind slowly on the Mom's face.
"Gross," Karlee said, just because she thought she should.
Penny was actually getting a little horny herself, as she hungrily licked the pussy, shaking her head back and forth, and attacking the clit.
"Oh, yes slut, eat my pussy, don't stop, don't you dare fucking stop," the Professor moaned, before looking at the coed and saying, while she came, "Your Mom is making me come at this very moment."
"Gross," Karlee repeated with a grimace.
Penny licked up the sudden gush of pussy cum enthusiastically, briefly forgetting who was watching her submissive act, and just enjoying the sweet nectar of this woman's cum.
Once her orgasm was spent, Professor Adams pushed the older woman's head away.
"Okay, so we're done here now," Penny declared.
"No, we're not," The Professor shook her head, as she got off her desk. "We need to discuss how we'll get your daughter through this class."
"What does that even mean?" Karlee asked.
"I don't know, honey," Penny said, licking the nectar from her lips, without realizing she was doing it.
"Oh, I think that you do," Deidre disagreed, as she pulled the Dean from her knees to her feet.
"You've already totally disgraced me in front of my daughter. I think we're done," Penny said firmly, sounding more like her usual controlling self.
"Oh, Penny, Penny, Penny," the Professor said in a tone dripping with condescension. "You won't be done until I say that you're done."
"I did what you wanted me to," Penny pointed out.
"Yes, my Mom ate your pussy," Karlee chimed in. "She gave you an orgasm, and you bragged about it."
"Yes, she did," the Professor agreed, as she pulled the Dean's dress up and over her head. "And she did it pretty well."
"Whoah! I don't ever want to see my Mom naked," Karlee objected.
"What are you doing?" Penny said, suddenly wearing only her bra, garter-belt, and stockings, and just like the Professor no underwear, since she always made sure her pussy was easy access for whomever she decided to get between her legs that day... seldom being the day when at least one woman wasn't between her legs. She considered it one of the perks of her lofty position.
"I see you still dress like a sexy slut underneath your clothing," the Professor observed, as she reached around to unclasp the bra. "Isn't your Mom a sexy slut, Karlee?"
"Jesus!" Karlee gasped, astonished to see her mother wearing such sensual lingerie. It was undoubtedly sexy, and so contradictory to her outer business attire.
"This has gone far enough," Penny said, as her bra was removed and her firm tits were suddenly within view... although she failed to back up her decisive words with any action... she just stood there and allowed her former teaching assistant to stand behind her, reach around her, and feel her up.
"Don't pretend you don't want me to eat that sweet pussy of yours," the Professor said while she groped her. "You made me eat it pretty much every day when I was your assistant... or what did you call me?"
The Professor's left hand went around to the Dean's pussy as the Dean sheepishly admitted, very conscious of her daughter's attentive presence, "My pet submissive."
"Yeah, you loved having me between your legs eating your pussy, didn't you?"
"Please, not in front of my daughter," Penny moaned softly.
"Yes. Do I really have to watch this?" Karlee demanded, her pussy on a really slow burn... but still secretly... she hoped.
"Yes, you do," the Professor answered. "You got yourself into this mess, and you're going to watch every moment of your perverted mother getting you out of it."
"Whatever," Karlee replied, acting as if she was totally unmoved by everything she'd been... and still was... witnessing.
"So... did you enjoy me eating your pussy every day, Penny?" the Professor asked, slowly rubbing the Dean's clit.
"Yes, damn it! Is that what you want me to say?" Penny snapped, both annoyed and horny... a confusing mixture.
"Is all of this making you feel uncomfortable?"
"Yes."
"But you frequently made me feel very uncomfortable, when you made me eat you under the desk during your meetings, or you bent me over your desk and fucked my pussy while making me talk to my Mom on the phone, or when you made me wear a butt plug with a tail and beg to eat your pussy while your two college friends watched," the Professor wickedly outlined some of the humiliating treatment she'd endured in their past.
"I'm sorry I did that," Penny apologized. "But I didn't make you do any of it in front of your daughter."
The Professor moved around and dropped before the pussy she'd eaten so many times before... so frequently it'd almost been an official part of her daily diet a decade ago. "That's only because I never had a daughter. Did you miss me kneeling before you?" she asked.
"Please, you've made your point," Penny said, glancing over to her daughter's disapproving face.
"No, I'm just beginning to make my point," the Professor said, enjoying her newfound power... at least newfound in the Dean's vicinity. She then leaned forward and licked her pussy... the same one that had gotten her addicted to pussy... the one that had helped her to discover she was a lesbian.
"Do you really expect me just to sit here watching, while you lick my mother's pussy?" Karlee asked, inexplicably enjoying the show, but unwilling for anyone to know that she was.
The Professor responded between licks, "That's exactly what I expect you to do. Consider it a partial payback for all the humiliation your mother submitted me to over and over."
"I'm so sorry, honey," Penny apologized to her daughter, as she let out a moan.
"You still taste delicious," Deidre said forgivingly, loving the Dean's delicious taste.
"Just get this over with," Penny said, accepting her humiliating fate, but also enjoying the tongue lapping. No one had ever been as dedicated, eager... and eventually as effective, as Deidre still was.
"Don't pretend you're not enjoying my efforts," the experienced pussy-licking Professor purred, as she tasted the excessively wet pussy.
"Oooooooh," Penny moaned uncontrollably, which made her weak protests seem moot, and her wordless vocalisations an affirmative answer to the accusation.
"Do I really have to listen to my mother moaning like this?" the daughter asked, watching her mother's face undergo transformations that made it obvious she was totally enjoying that tongue in her pussy. It made her wonder what she looked like whenever a boy sent her into her own rapture.
"She's paying the universe back for your sins," the Professor said, as she swirled her tongue inside the wet pussy, like a tiny tornado of pleasure.
"I'm so sorry, honey," the horny mother moaned, but couldn't stop herself from also mindlessly mumbling. "so good!"
"She's always been easy to get off," the Professor reported, as she backed away and asked, knowing the Dean was getting close to coming, and thus was particularly vulnerable to temptation at the moment, "Are you certain sure you want me to keep eating your pussy, Penny? I could just fail your daughter, and get her expelled instead."
"What? No!" Penny barked, both at the annoyance of her pussy no longer being licked, and the threat of her daughter still receiving a failing grade... or worse, being kicked out of school forever.
"Give me your consent to eat you," the Professor demanded. "Tell me you want me to eat your pussy."
Penny sighed as she looked down along her own torso at the pretty Professor, "I consent. Just do it." She then added, looking at her daughter, "I'm so sorry, sweetie."
"You don't look the least bit sorry," the daughter rebuked.
"Be specific; what do you want me to do?" Professor Adams ordered, taking one lengthy, wide-tongued lick between the very wet pussy lips.
"I want you to eat my pussy, and I want to come on your face," Penny blurted out urgently, lust completely overriding the humiliation of her daughter watching.
"Don't mind me. Just go ahead and enjoy it, Mom," Karlee said disparagingly.
"I'm so sorry," Penny repeated, just before the Professor's tongue resumed working her pussy over.
"It is what it is," Karlee shrugged, inwardly finding this entire twisted situation overwhelmingly stimulating, but still managing not to look like she found it so.
"Oh God," Penny moaned, the tongue magic working over her pussy, while her daughter was right here watching, somehow making all this hotness even hotter.
"You want to come, slut?" the Professor asked, recalling all the times she'd been called a slut by the Dean.
"Ohhhhhh," Penny moaned, absently noticing the Professor had called her some name or other.
"Keeping in mind that your daughter is watching each and every nuance of everything you say and do..." the Professor began asking, looking up from her knees while bringing her left hand into play to rub the excessively wet pussy. "...do you want to come like a cheap slut?"
"Just go ahead and admit it," Karlee interjected, seeing her mother's desperation to come in her face.
"Oh God," Penny moaned, the fast frantic rubbing driving her wild, her body unable to control itself.
"It's obvious how much you want to come, Mom," the daughter said, "so it really doesn't matter if I'm here watching or not... you'll hardly notice, either way," which was blatantly untrue, since by now she was so turned on that she was pretty sure the sight of her Mom's cum face would make her explode with an orgasm of her own, even though nobody had even touched her... not even herself... but just because she'd been watching this hot lesbian act from start to finish!
"Say it, slut," the Professor ordered, loving the way she was playing this older woman, as she pumped her fingers in and out of the sopping wet cunt.
"Fuck! Fine! I want to come," Penny moaned loudly, "is that what you two bitches fucking want to hear?"
"Just fucking have one!" the daughter said, while the Professor leaned forward and attacked the clit in full force to get the bitch off.
"I'm almost there," Penny moaned, gazing at her daughter, who now seemed to be watching her cunt a lot more intently than shrinking into the embarrassed shy awkwardness she'd exhibited just a few minutes earlier.
"Come, Mom. Just come all over her face," Karlee said, by this time turned on by the sight of her mother's naked, heaving breasts and by all this blatant sexual activity, and she wanted to see that orgasm happen.
"Oh honey," Penny moaned, before she closed her mouth and eyes, and just let nature take its course.
A few more deep finger fuckings, along with a few more aggressive attacks on her clit, and Penny bellowed, "Ooooooooh fuck!"
The hungry Professor pulled her fingers out and eagerly lapped up the same woman's cum that had gotten her addicted to pussies in the first place... a taste she craved.
"Shit, Mom, you really just came on my Professor's face," Karlee said.
"I did, I really did," Penny agreed weakly, not taking her daughter's words as criticism... nor was Karlee certain she'd meant them as such... as she enjoyed the afterglow of an intense orgasm, and a tongue still working on her pussy. Penny seldom came just once during oral sex. And even while her first orgasm of the evening continued its journey throughout her body, a second wave was already beginning to rise.
Finally, the Professor backed away and asked the daughter, "Did you enjoy watching me eat out your Mom?"
"No," Karlee denied, although her answer wasn't at all truthful... 'enjoy' was such a shallow word, when in fact watching the event had almost given her a touchless orgasm of her own! But only almost, damn it.
"Sure, sure," the Professor smirked.
"Okay, you proved your point, Deidre. Now we really are done here," Penny said firmly, attempting to regain some composure after her intense orgasm, and the lingering knowledge that she'd done that in front of her daughter, and that she was completely naked, except for a few scraps of lingerie that covered none of her essentials.
The daughter, secretly hoping this encounter would never end, and that maybe she too might get directly involved, checked out her Professor on her knees, her face gleaning with her Mom's cum, and her nearly naked mother, who'd surprisingly turned out to have an amazing body, and she said, "It looks like my Professor wants some more from you, Mom."
The Professor stood up and agreed, "Your daughter is very perceptive."
"Be that as it may, I believe you have more than proved your point," Penny rebutted, as still standing, the Professor approached her daughter.
"Have I?" The sultry seductress asked, as she went behind the college student, who was still ensconced in the tiny students' desk.
"What are you doing now?" the mother demanded, watching helplessly as the Professor, who still held all the cards, reached down and cupped both of her daughter's small breasts from behind.
"What does it look like I'm doing?"
"Look. Our past is between you and me," Penny reasoned. "As badly as I treated you ten years ago, there's no reason to drag my daughter into any of this."
"Y-y-yeah, I was in the third grade back then, and I didn't have a clue about any of my Mom's sexual behaviour. I-I-I'm not a part of this at all." Karlee stammered, even though this soft caressing of her tits did feel awfully nice, as did the hot breath warming the back of her neck.
"I agree that back then you didn't, but today you most certainly are a part of this, and a very large part of this," the Professor disagreed. And then as an aside, "Your daughter has a nice pair of tits, Penny. They're not nearly as large as yours, but they're nice and firm, and her pointy little nipples are standing up nicely."
"Enough of this bullshit," Penny said firmly, finally stirring from her languid position and standing up, cum leaking down her leg from her recent orgasm, and beginning to head towards her daughter.
"Hold it right there, bitch!" Professor Adams barked sternly, a lot more strongly than Penny's tone of a moment earlier.
Penny immediately halted in her tracks.
"If your daughter wants a chance of passing my class and to avoid my alerting the Dean to her cheating, she too will have to eat... my... pussy," the Professor said, dramatically spacing out those final three words.
Karlee's eyes went wide as she stammered, "I-I-I thought you two were working this out."
"Yes, let's us two work this out." Penny agreed. "I can certainly eat you again, if that's what it will take."
"Maybe later," the Professor shrugged, "but right now your daughter needs to learn from experience, not just by watching us playing and saying a few words, that she has never taken responsibility for her actions, and that her decisions result in meaningful consequences."
"So to pass your class and to keep you from going to the Dean and deep sixing all my college aspirations, I have to eat your pussy?" Karlee asked, feigning reluctance.
"Yes. That's pretty simple, isn't it?" The Dean asked, as she went around to the front of the desk Karlee was sitting in, hopped onto it, impressively spread her legs, and presented her pussy to the eighteen-year-old.
"You don't have to do this, Karlee," Penny urged, even though she took no physical action to enforce her words, "you really don't."
"You already know the consequences if I call the Dean, Penny," the Professor reminded her. "Just one call is all it will take."
"So if I eat your pussy, you'll pass me?" Karlee asked.
"If you do it well," the Professor said.
"No, Deidre, don't do this," Penny pleaded.
"It's fucking Professor Adams to you! Is that fucking clear?" the Professor roared.
"Yes," Penny sheepishly and embarrassedly responded.
"Yes, who?" The Professor pushed threateningly.
"Yes, Professor Adams."
"Good. Now either stand there or take a seat as you please, while you watch your daughter start paying for her sins," the Professor smiled wickedly.
Karlee repeated, "So this is how I'm going to gain a passing grade to your class?"
"Again, if you're a good girl."
"And you won't say anything to the Dean if I eat your pussy?"
"Correct."
Turning to her mother, the entitled daughter accused, "I can't believe what you've gotten me into!"
Which got the mother angry. "What I've gotten you into? You're the one who's been skipping class and cheating!"
"But you're the one who turned my Professor into a vengeful lesbian," the daughter shot right back.
Penny had no response to that... unfortunately, that was all too true.
The Professor was enjoying the mother and daughter bickering with each other, but she wanted to push ahead with her elaborate plan, which still hadn't unfolded completely. "Have you eaten pussy before, Karlee."
"No," the coed answered.
"Never?" Penny asked, astonished. This was 2023, and she recalled her lesbian adventures with her teammates during her college sports days, in both sports she'd competed in: soccer and baseball.
"No, Mom," Karlee said. Then added in a vindictive tone, "I'm not a lesbian predator like you are."
"Nevertheless, it's time to change that answer from negative to positive," the Professor interjected.
"I can't believe you're making me eat your pussy so I can pass your class," Karlee said, turning back to her intimidating Professor and her pretty pink pussy. "You're being extremely unprofessional."
"With that I can agree," replied Deidre equably. "And I learned from the best," she added, looking directly at the Mom.
"There must be another way," Penny said. By this time she was sounding like a broken record, even to herself, but there weren't many ways of saying the same thing over and over, and it was all she had.
"Just shut up and watch," the Professor ordered. She then asked Karlee , as she brought her hands to her pussy and spread its lips, "Are you going to eat my pussy now, or what?"



"Do I have a choice?"
"Of course you do," the Professor said. "You can get up and leave, and thus choose to get expelled, or you can choose to bury your face in my pussy and eat my cunt just like your mother did, and return here for second semester as a student in good standing."
"Fine," the daughter said, glaring back at her mother. "This is your fault!"
Penny remained speechless, as she helplessly watched her daughter lean forward and bury her face between the Professor's legs.
"Mmmmmm, there you go, lick my pussy," the Professor moaned.
Penny looked away.
Unfortunately, Deidre noticed, and she barked. "No, do not avert your eyes! Get your ass over here and watch very closely, Penny."
Karlee slowly licked the pussy, and in contrast to her complaints, she found herself instantly in love with the taste of this pussy.
"Please, no," Penny begged.
"Now, slut," Deidre insisted.
"This is so disturbing," Penny wailed quietly, as she obeyed and went over to stand next to the desk, where her daughter was eating her very first pussy.
"Remember when you invited those other girls and women to watch me eating your pussy? Or the time you required me to sit under the table during your poker night and lick the pussy of whomever had won the most recent hand?"
"That was so wrong of me, Deidre, I'm so sorry I did that to you." Penny's apology tasted like ashes in her mouth. Even to her, they didn't come close to making up for all the humiliation she'd heaped upon this woman in the past.
"And are you sorry about the time you had me eat your friend... another Professor... while you ass fucked me with a strap-on?" The Professor demanded, continuing to reveal additional details the Mom's sordid past to her daughter.
"I'm sorry for everything I did to you," Penny apologized hopelessly. Given everything she'd done to Deidre ten years ago, added to everything she'd continued doing in the recent past... she didn't have a leg to stand on.
"I'm not certain that you are," the Professor said. "I think you're just sorry for yourself, and for the situation you've gotten yourself and your daughter into."
"No, I'm really sorry," Penny repeated. "I was a complete bitch to you."
"Yes, you were," she agreed, as she settled a hand on the back of Karlee's head. "On the bright side however, your daughter is a natural little cunt muncher. She's already very good at this!"
Karlee licked, really enjoying what she was doing, while listening intently to the litany of her mother's crimes. These were failings she too could hold over her Mom's head going forward, whenever she wanted something... like the trip to Europe she and her two best friends wanted to take this summer, and up until now, her mother had bluntly forbidden.
Penny watched for a minute, before deciding to counterattack, and she asked, "Have you been planning this confrontation all semester?"
The Professor not finding sitting on the hard, wide desk overly comfortable, wiggled away, climbed off the desk, and ordered, "Get on your knees Karlee, and get back to work."
"Yes, Professor," the student said, this time quite eagerly, obviously wanting to get back to that tantalizing twat she'd been thoroughly enjoying.
The Professor pulled her dress up and over her head, revealing a sexy lace bra, and the thigh high stockings she'd previously revealed, and of course her naked cunt, as Penny switched from questioning to accusing, encouraging herself to get angry, "I'll bet you were just waiting for her to fuck up somehow."
Karlee resumed licking as the Professor shrugged, "The idea of revenge did cross my mind, once I discovered she was your daughter."
"So this is about me?"
"Of course it's about you," the Professor moaned. (The moaning in response to Karlee's sexy efforts, not Penny's vitriolic words.)
Penny went over to the Professor, went behind her and unclasped her bra. "So this is what you wanted all along?. My daughter and me serving as your pets?"
"Yes, you're my very own mother and daughter fuck toys," the Professor moaned. "Now really get in there, Karlee! Eat that pussy like your future depends on it."
"Yes Professor," Karlee replied in a lustful daze. Feeling inventive, she turned around to face away from the Professor, sat firmly on her heels, leaned way back, and then lifted herself up a bit to eat the pussy from this better angle and really get in there... her competitive gymnastics past coming in handy.
"Oh my," Penny said, impressed by her daughter's flexibility.
"That's the spot," the Professor moaned.
"Do you like that?" Penny demanded. "Do you like using my daughter like some cheap coed tramp?" (Meanwhile, and counterintuitively, Penny reached around Deidre and started squeezing her tits.)
"You're a tramp, and I'll continue treating you like one. I'm learning that your daughter is more of an acrobatic cunnilingual specialist," Deidre replied, as the coed's tongue worked her magic, and Penny's hot breath on her neck and her soft hands on her tits were getting her pretty revved up.
"Am I doing well, Professor?" Karlee asked, her tongue really probing the pussy, hoping for some positive reinforcement. "Am I eating your pussy well enough to please you?"
"It's the best work you've done for me all semester," Professor Adams moaned .
"Get her off, honey! Get her off, so you can earn your grade," Penny encouraged, incredibly turned on from watching her daughter in such an erotic position, eating a pussy.
"Mmmmmm, I want an A for doing this," Karlee said, as she spun back around and buried her face back in the pussy, making sloppy licking sounds... and looking like a girl who really knew her away around a pussy.
Penny whispered in the Professor's ear, "I bet you have lain in your bed at night all semester imagining my sexy daughter between your legs, haven't you?"
"Oh fuck," she moaned.
"Her young ripe body, her tight ass, her athletic long legs, her firm little tits, and her pretty face," Penny listed, doing her best to push the Professor to the brink of ecstasy, while also turning herself on. She'd never realised it until tonight, but her daughter was a hot piece of ass, and she couldn't wait to see her with some of that damned clothing removed!
"I'd better pass this class," Karlee warned, sliding three fingers inside her Professor, while she kept her lips and tongue roaming magically and rapidly all over the Professor's pussy and clit.
"Yes, don't stop, slut," the Professor demanded.
"Finger bang her honey, really fuck her," Penny demanded, she herself feeling so turned on.
"Faster."
"Will you do anything to pass, honey?" Penny asked.
"Not for you, but I'll do anything for the Professor," Karlee replied, dying to make her hot Professor come, and her pussy feeling as if it were literally on fire.
"Hear that, Professor? She'll do anything for you!"
"I'll hold her to that," the Professor said, turning her head and kissing the Mom.
Penny reached her hand around and slapped the Professor's clit rapidly and ordered, "Come, Professor! Come from my eighteen-year-old daughter eating your soaking wet cunt!"
The fingering, the tongue on her pussy, and the slapping on her clit were all too much, and her second orgasm from this wicked encounter cascaded through Diedre, while she screamed, "Oh fuck, you nasty sluts! You've made me come again!"
Karlee pulled her fingers out, and she planted her lips right against the openly flooding hole, drinking down the sweet-tasting artesian wine.
"Swallow it all, honey," Penny cheered her on.
"So good," the Professor groaned weakly.
After a minute, Karlee, her lips glistening with pussy cum, stood up and said, "There. I ate your pussy. Now I get to pass your class, right?"
"She does, right?" Penny demanded.
"Well," the Professor said, "You know, you seldom allowed me to stop after I'd given you only a single orgasm."
"And you've already had two of them," Penny pointed out, having gotten her off first, before Karlee had now done it again.
The Professor kissed the daughter and asked, "You said you were willing to do anything to pass my class, right Karlee?"
"Yes, Professor," Karlee agreed, feeling hornier than she ever had in her life, and willing to do almost anything.
"And even though your mother is correct in saying I've already come twice, are you still willing?"
"Yes indeed!"
"Then get undressed."
"Yes Professor," Karlee agreed without hesitation, hoping her own pussy would soon receive some attention.
"Haven't we done enough already?" Penny complained, obviously distracted when her daughter discarded her t-shirt.
"I'll decide when we're done," the Professor dictated. "I recall you requiring me to give you multiple orgasms, anytime. Sometimes I was on my knees eating you for hours."
"It's okay, Mom," Karlee said, her bra now off and pulling down her jeans, getting her Mom even more distracted. "Let's just do as she says, and get this over with," pretending she wasn't really looking forward to what was about to happen.
"You're sure, honey?" the mother asked.
"Yes, she's sure," the Professor answered for the almost naked coed.
"Fine," Penny sighed, once again reluctantly accepting the situation for what it was. And apparently what it was, was whatever Deidre decided it was at any given moment.
Karlee surprised her Mom when she got out of her panties and said, "Mom, stop pretending you hate this. It's obvious you're turned on like crazy... especially from seeing me naked for the first time in years!"
"I am not," Penny denied.
"Right, you're totally uninterested in my hot little gymnast's body and my shaved cunt," Karlee smirked, as she knelt back down before her Professor. "Then Professor, I guess I'll just keeping eating your pussy until you tell me I've passed."
"Good girl," the Professor smiled, as the coed's tongue was back on her pussy. After a moment, she turned around and ordered, "Eat my asshole, Karlee."
"What?" Karlee asked, surprised.
"You heard me, get your tongue probing my asshole," the Professor instructed.
"Is that necessary?" Penny asked.
"Was you insisting on me eating your asshole while two of your friends double penetrated me necessary? Was making me wear a butt plug to school necessary? Was strapping a dildo to my face at your friend's bachelorette party necessary?"
"Mom, you're so twisted," Karlee said," as she pulled her Professor's ass cheeks apart.
"I was a different woman back then," Penny muttered.
"So we haven't already established that you still use your secretaries, other colleagues, coeds and parents for your personal enjoyment?" the Professor asked.
Penny had nothing to say.
"Mom, I heard you admit to doing all of that," Karlee pointed out.
"Okay, I'm still a terrible person," Penny shrugged. "But Professor, you're no better."
"Agreed. I learned from the best," Deidre countered. "Now tell your daughter to eat my asshole."
"This is so twisted," Penny sighed, but she then instructed her daughter, "Now be a good girl and eat the Professor's sweaty asshole."
"Okay, Mom," the daughter said. "But you two are sickos." Not that that's a bad thing, she added, but only inside her head.
"I know, honey," Penny said, as she watched her daughter extend her tongue and start giving her Professor a rim job.
"I'm eating her ass, Mom," Karlee said.
"Do you like this, Professor? Are you enjoying my daughter eating your asshole?"
The Professor just moaned.
After a couple minutes, Penny's pussy was on fire too, and she was beginning to touch herself. "Is Karlee doing well enough for a passing grade?"
"She's getting closer," the Professor responded, as she lifted her knee all the way up to rest it on the seat of a student desk to spread her pussy wide open. "Why don't you get on your knees down here, and help your daughter to earn it?"
"Really? You're just full of wicked ideas, aren't you?" Penny asked, but she only hesitated for a moment before dropping to her knees, and she was suddenly on the opposite side of the Professor's bottom half from her daughter... hungry for eating more pussy, while her daughter cared for the asshole... her submissive side taking her over in full force. "So this is really happening," she said, more to herself than to anyone else.
"This is just like when you made me eat your asshole, while you also made my friend eat your pussy, in a bathroom at the 2012 Christmas party," Professor Adams reminisced.
"I'd forgotten about that," Penny mused, having almost gotten caught that night.
"Now start eating my pussy," the Professor demanded.
"Yeah Mom, let's double team her," Karlee urged, loving the wicked, twisted idea of eating an asshole, while she got even more turned on by the idea of she and her mother pleasuring the Professor together.
"Okay honey, let's be her pet sluts together," the mother agreed, and she leaned forward and began licking the Professor's pussy, while her daughter resumed eating the asshole.
After a couple of minutes, while the Professor's moans increased, Penny began rubbing the Professor's pussy, and she encouraged her daughter, "Eat that asshole, honey. Really probe that shit hole."
"Yes Mom," Karlee agreed, really enjoying both the wicked task, and hearing her mother use nasty expressions like shit hole.
"Call her Mommy from now on," Professor Adams suggested.
"Let's make her come, honey," Penny encouraged, as she frantically rubbed the wet pussy.
"Yes let's, Mommy," Karlee agreed, the word 'Mommy' flowing off her tongue so smoothly, and making her pussy wet... God, but she also needed to get her pussy licked, fingered or fucked, and soon!
"Yes, yes, oh God," the Professor moaned, the double-team pleasuring making her orgasm number three rise quickly.
"Eat that ass, honey! There you go, just like that, just like that," Penny encouraged her daughter, as they double-teamed the arrogant bitch's pussy and ass.
"Yes, Mommy," Karlee agreed, licking and probing the asshole as best she could. While she was by no means an innocent girl, her mother might have been shocked at some of the things she'd already done in the few weeks since turning eighteen... until now all with guys... but eating anyone's ass was new. "I won't stop until we make her come, Mommy."
"Oh yes! Fuck! Don't you dare stop, sluts," the Professor moaned, her legs twitching as she was about to erupt.
They didn't stop, and soon Penny was being doused with her second pussy facial of the evening.
"I want some of that cum," Karlee said, shoving her Mom back and throwing her off balance, and she dove in to get the heavenly cum she now loved.
"All of a sudden you're such an insatiable slut," the Professor moaned.
"I'll do anything to pass, Professor," Karlee claimed, although that wasn't the true reason for her eagerness as she lapped up the cum from the sweet pussy.
After another minute, after the Professor had gently pushed the coed's face away, Karlee asked, "Do I finally pass the class now?"
"Yes, we must have satisfied you by now," Penny added.
"Well, yes and no. First, your daughter hasn't had an orgasm yet," the Professor said, standing up for a good stretch. "That hardly seems fair."
"I guess that's true," Penny said.
"Yes please! I need to come so badly, Mommy," Karlee said desperately.
"And second, since she needs to come so badly, and in tonight's spirit of payback for a certain Dean's past wrongs, I think you should be the one to get her off," the Professor added.
"I don't think I heard that right," Karlee said. "Did you just say something about incest?"
"Yes indeed, incest. I want your Mom to eat your pussy, and for you to come all over her face," the Professor clarified bluntly.
"My Mom?"
"My daughter? You're not serious?"
"Yes and yes," the Professor smiled wickedly. "Penny, you do remember when you made Janet Wood and her Mom 69 each other while we both fucked them with strap-ons, don't you?"
"I did do that, didn't I?" Penny said, indeed remembering the incident. It had given her such a rush of adrenaline to be making a real mother and daughter eat each other out, while she and her reluctant assistant fucked the shit out of them. And later on, since she'd become the college's Dean, she'd had threesomes with at least a couple dozen other mother-daughter teams... since like tonight was proving, a mother... even an arrogant and selfish bitch like herself... would do almost anything to protect her child. She'd also watched a couple dozen sons get blown by their mothers, to fuck them, or first one and then the other, while she'd watched, and eventually joined in.
"Mom, you didn't?" Karlee gasped.
"Your mother is a sick and twisted slut, Karlee," the Professor said, as she pushed the coed back down onto the floor. "She is, however, excellent at giving head."
"Jesus, Deidre," Penny objected.
"Don't pretend that an unprincipled bitch like you doesn't want to eat out your daughter," the Professor accused. "I can see the lust in your eyes."
"Do you, Mommy?" Karlee looked up from the floor, her legs slightly spread apart, looking so innocent and sweet... and completely delicious. "Do you want to eat your baby girl's pussy? It is awfully wet and juicy right now. So if you're into that kinda thing..."
"Honey, that would be so wrong and inappropriate," Penny said, sidestepping the question, because she desperately did want to eat her. "It's just too disturbing even to think about!"
"What's disturbing about it?" the Professor asked. "You've been demonstrating for your entire adult life that you don't have any scruples! So yet again, you'll just be following your carnal lust, and you'll also be protecting your daughter from a vile sexual predator... me... at the same time."
"If Mom eats me, will you pass me?" Karlee asked, not at all concerned about the incest card, except for the idea of her Mom eating her being so fucking hot... but she didn't want it to be too obvious that she wanted it.
"Yes, once you both eat from each other's forbidden fruit, you'll pass," The Professor promised.
"I have to eat her, too?" Karlee asked, once again trying to conceal her eagerness.
"This is way crossing the line!" Penny objected.
"You and I crossed every line there is long ago, Penny," Deidre said. "Now just get down on your hands and knees, crawl between your daughter's athletic legs, and eat her pussy."
"Please, Mommy! I want to pass this course and stay in college," Karlee begged.
"I know, honey," Penny said, now obediently crawling towards her daughter.
"I also need to come so bad," she whined, her pussy dying for some attention.
"But I'm your Mom," Penny objected, while still crawling towards her daughter's very wet pussy.
"Just do it, Mommy," Karlee pleaded, needing her pussy pleasured so badly.
"I can't believe you're making us do this," Penny said, as she leaned down to her daughter's pussy.
"Oh Mommy," Karlee moaned, the moment her Mom's tongue made contact with her pussy, sending pleasure sparks throughout her entire core.
"Oh yes, that's really hot," Professor Adams said, moving her hand to her pussy... apparently three orgasms not enough.
"This is what you want, Professor?" Karlee asked, looking up at her Professor with a slightly perverse smile on her face. "To watch my mother and me committing incest?"
"It's pretty hot," the Professor admitted.
"Oh dear, this is so awkward," Penny said, as she licked her daughter's pussy, her daughter's taste tantalizing her tongue. "I'm so sorry, honey."



"Just eat me Mom, just eat your daughter's cunt," Karlee said, using the taboo 'C' word.
"I can't believe you like this," Penny said, although neither the Professor nor her daughter was sure which of them the statement was directed to.
"Your tongue feels really good on my pussy, Mommy," Karlee moaned, looking down at her Mom between her legs, which was without a doubt the hottest thing she'd ever experienced in her life!
"You taste amazing too," Penny complimented, knowing the insecurities a girl can have about her smell and her taste.
"Oh yes, Mommy, just keep doing that, just like that, oooooooh," Karlee moaned, sensing her orgasm was going to come soon, and intensely.
"Like this, honey?" Penny asked, wiggling her tongue between the flooded pussy lips.
"Oh yes, Mommy, yes," Karlee moaned. "I can't believe my Mom is licking my pussy!"
"Don't talk, honey, just let Mommy get you off," Penny said. "I want you to come all over Mommy's face, like a good girl."
"Oh yes, Mommy, keeping doing that, Mommy," Karlee moaned, arching her back... so her Mom's face and tongue could go deeper inside her.
"Come for Mommy," Penny repeated, as she attacked the clit.
"Oh yes, Mommy, right there, don't stop, don't stop, oh God, oh God, yes, yes, yes!" Karlee babbled, about to come.
Penny began rubbing her daughter's pussy furiously, and the dam burst!
"Oooooooooh, Mommy!" Was all Karlee could muster, as she collapsed onto the floor and rolled sideways back and forth, her body pulsating with sexual energy, as her long-awaited orgasm ripped through her entire body, sending wave after wave of ecstasy through her.
Penny lapped up the sweet nectar of her daughter's cum... a taste she knew she'd want to devour again and again in the days and nights to come at home.
"Oh, Mommy," Karlee said weakly, her entire body usurped of energy following this orgasm of a lifetime.
"Kiss her! Allow her to taste her own pussy cum on her mother's lips," the Professor instructed, still rubbing herself, and savouring this wicked incestuous act she'd orchestrated.
Penny didn't hesitate as she lunged up from between her daughter's legs and kissed her.
Karlee kissed her Mom back.
After a moment, the Professor ordered, "Now straddle your daughter's pretty face, and press your twat against her mouth."
"We don't have to do that," Penny said, although she definitely did want to do it.
"Come and sit on my face Mommy, I want to pass the class," Karlee begged, she too wanting this to happen.
"Okay, but I still can't believe how twisted you are," Penny growled at the Professor.
"You're both obviously enjoying all these excesses just fine," the Professor observed, as she got off the student desk and went around to sit behind her own desk, as the mother lowered her pussy onto her daughter's face without saying a word, since she indeed was enjoying the hell out of all this incest, especially since Karlee was so into it as well.
"Oh, my! You're so wet, Mommy," Karlee said, just before her Mom planted her dripping wet pussy down on her face.
The Professor pulled a coral-coloured strap-on out from her desk and began putting it on, as Penny moaned, "Oh yes! Oh my God Karlee, that feels really good!"
Karlee lapped her mother's pussy with utter eagerness. Its taste so overwhelming... its scent enveloping her completely!
"That's it sweetie, don't stop licking Mommy," Penny moaned, just as she noticed the Professor was now wearing a dick around her waist. "You're not going to fuck us with that, are you?" she gasped.
"Don't look so surprised. You've fucked me with dicks lots bigger than this one, it's only nine inches long. But don't worry about yourself this time, I'm going to fuck your sexy daughter with it," the Professor explained, as she advanced upon the coed, who was still lying on her back, with her Mom sitting on her face. "Consider it an assignment for extra credit."
"You're so nasty." Penny said with a moan, as she watched the Professor positioning herself between her daughter's legs.
"I learned from the best nasty slut," the Professor said, as she slid her long dong into the coed.
"Oh fuuuuuck," Karlee moaned into her Mom's pussy, startled by the dick suddenly sliding deep inside her.
"Sorry honey, but the Professor wants to fuck you," the Mom apologized.
"So big," Karlee moaned, pausing from licking her mother for a moment, as she enjoyed the dick suddenly dicking her.
The Professor, soon realizing this position wasn't ideal, ordered, "Penny, go sit in the chair over there." (Occasionally someone from Administration monitored the Professor's class, and there was a chair sitting next to her desk for their use whenever they did.)
Penny stood up as the Professor pulled out. Penny went where instructed and sat down, completely in a mode of utter obedience, as the mastermind of this lesbian orgy ordered, "Crawl to your mother, and resume licking that dirty cunt you once squeezed out of."
"Yes Professor," Karlee hurriedly obeyed, wanting more of her Mom's pussy, and also hoping that dick would be soon back inside her, even as she pondered the wicked truth that she actually did once squeeze her entire body out of that same little hole.
"I have possession of two such obedient sluts," the Professor gloated, as she sauntered with an air of dominance over to the daughter, who was already licking away at her Mom.
"Please fuck me, Professor," Karlee begged, turning her head to plead her case when she felt hands on her hips.
"You want me to pound this wet pussy?" The Professor asked, as she stroked the end of her cock up and down between the coed's pussy lips.
"Yes, anything to pass your class," Karlee answered, before turning her head back forward and resuming her licking of her Mom's pussy.
"If you're going to fuck her, then go ahead and do it! Fuck my daughter," Penny ordered.
"While she eats your pussy," the Professor added.
"Yes, fuck my daughter while she eats my pussy."
"As you wish," the Professor said with a wicked grin, sliding her dick back into the coed's pussy.
"Oh yes, yes, yes!" Karlee moaned, as the dick once again began sliding in and out of her hole.
"Make her happy, Professor; fuck her good," Penny encouraged, as her daughter's tongue licked her pussy, but just then only haphazardly.
"Yes, keep going, keep fucking me," Karlee moaned, sensing her second orgasm on the horizon.
"Oh yeah, that's it, honey, lick Mommy's pussy." Penny moaned,
"You two are such nasty sluts," the Professor purred, as she began fucking the coed harder.
"Then fuck me like I'm your personal fuck toy," Karlee invited her wickedly.
"Yeah, pound my daughter," Penny added.
And for a few minutes, there was a whole lot of licking and fucking going on.
Penny moaned, her orgasm rising, "Yes, keep your tongue on my clit, it feels so good honey, so fucking good!"
"Come on your daughter's face," the Professor ordered, as she slammed into the coed from behind.
"Oh, fuck yes! Fuck my slut daughter harder," Penny demanded, as the thrusts from behind had her daughter's face bouncing roughly against her own pussy, driving her wild.
"Come now, you dumb incestuous slut," the Professor demanded, fucking the coed as hard and fast as she could.
"Oh fuuuuck," Penny screamed, as her orgasm batted a home run!
Karlee tried to lap up the cum flowing from her mother's pussy, but she was also about to come herself, as she begged, lifting her head up for air, "Yes, fuck me, fuck me, make me your slut."
"So you want to pass this class?" The Professor asked, reaching forward and grabbing the coed's long hair.
"Yes, I need to come and to pass the class," Karlee moaned.
"Then fuck yourself on my dick, while you tell me what kind of slut you are," the Professor ordered.
The mother watched and listened intently, as her daughter began really bouncing back on the fake dick while she listed off a few wicked descriptions, "I'm a slut, your submissive pet, a Mommy-licking incestuous whore, a hungry cunt-munching slave, a Mommy's girl, and a cum slut!"
"Oh honey," the Mom said softly, "that was lovely!" as she grasped her daughter's chin and lifted her head, so she could gaze into her bleary eyes.
The Professor moved a finger to the coed's butt and slid it inside, so the daughter moaned,
"Oh Mommy, the Professor just slid her finger into my butt."
"Then double fuck my daughter's holes, Professor," Penny encouraged. "Get her off."
"Oh, yes Mommy, oh fuck, it feels so good," The daughter moaned, as she bounced back on the cock and the finger, taking them both deep in her holes.
"Come for Mommy, honey," Penny encouraged, "become my baby-girl slut!"
"Oh Mommy, oh, fuck Mommy! Fuck-fuck-fuck!" the daughter babbled, and then she screamed when her orgasm hit, and she collapsed to the floor and rolled onto her back in complete euphoria.
The Professor, a cum hungry slut herself, dove between the coed's legs while she was still coming, and she hungrily lapped up her creamy cum.
"Oh yes, keep licking! Please, please, please," the orgasming coed moaned, the mouth suddenly on her pussy enhancing the intensity of her second orgasm. And then to her astonishment, the sudden intensity of the aggressive tongue made her squirt uncontrollably, and she gasped, "Professor! I just came all over your pretty face, and lots of it's dripping off of your chin!"
"We're all such shameless sluts," the Professor purred, licking even more wetness from her student, and indeed feeling her face dripping with cum.
"Did I pass the class?" Karlee asked, a minute later.
"I can't promise that, you still have a final to take and a Thesis that's actually yours to write," the Professor smiled, helping the coed to her feet, "but I won't be contacting the Dean."
"I think she's done enough to get the credit," Penny said.
"Yeah, you even made me eat my Mommy," Karlee said.
"And you both really enjoyed it," The Professor said.
"We did what we had to do," Penny said, sidestepping any acknowledgement of how much she really had enjoyed it.
"Right," the Professor smiled knowingly. "So I just have one more surprise for you both."
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ENDING 1: DAUGHTER TWIST
Penny, who couldn't fathom what other surprises there could possibly be, groaned, "I'm not sure I can face any more surprises."
"Oh, I think you'll like this one, Penny," the Professor smiled, glancing at Karlee. "Isn't that right, my pet?"
"Oh yes, Professor," Karlee agreed gleefully.
"What's going on her?" Penny asked, her daughter's buoyancy seeming very odd.
"I may have misrepresented your daughter's behaviour and status to you."
"Oh?"
"I'm actually on the Dean's List," Karlee said.
"What?" Penny asked, this actually being great news.
"Yeah, my score in Professor Adams' Psychology 101 class is 97%," Karlee said.
"If the next few minutes go the way I think they will, I'll be changing it to 100%," the Professor interjected.
"Really?" Karlee asked, looking surprised.
"You're about to prove the validity of your Thesis," the Professor explained.
"What are you two talking about?" Penny asked, their conversation completely baffling.
"Mom, Professor Adams and I have been fucking each other for almost a month... since the day I turned eighteen," Karlee explained bluntly.
"What?" Penny asked, having heard what her daughter just said, but unable to process it. If that was true, then why the fuck had they just spent the past hour plus doing everything they'd been doing?
"Yes, the moment I learned Karlee was your daughter, I knew exactly what I wanted to do," Professor Adams said.
"And you then seduced my daughter?" Penny asked.
"Not till she was eighteen, but once she became legal, it didn't take much effort," Deidre said. "Your daughter is one wild slut! Isn't that right, my pet?"
"Yes, Professor. But you've really helped me to explore my submissive lesbian side," Karlee agreed. "Can you believe I thought I was straight?"
"Yes, that was a hoot! Now tell your Mom about your Thesis," Professor Adams instructed.
"Mom, don't get angry," Karlee cautioned, taking her Mom's hands in hers.
"Since I don't have a clue what's going on, I can't predict whether I will or not," Penny said. "But it sounds like you didn't cheat on your Thesis?"
"No, I didn't."
"And you're not failing her class?"
"Nope," Karlee confirmed.
"So, what the fuck was tonight all about?" Penny asked.
"Professor Adams told me all about the time she spent as your sex slave, and all the kinky things you made her do, and that you both did to other women," Karlee said.
"I'm sorry you had to learn about that," Penny said sorrowfully. "I'm now realizing I've abused my power for years."
"No, don't apologize, Mom! I think it's hot," Karlee urged.
"You do?" Penny asked, confused.
"Yes, I mean making girls and women fulfill your every sexual whim is wicked!"
"So you planned this?" Penny asked, the puzzle pieces finally beginning to fall into place.
The Professor handed Karlee a second strap-on, this one purple, as her daughter admitted, "Yes. After she told me all those hot stories, I wanted to see if we could get you to become our submissive slut."
"You just said 'our'?" she asked, as her daughter strapped on the strap-on.
"Yes, we're a couple," Karlee explained.
"You and Deidre?" Penny asked.
"Yes, and together we've seduced lots of coeds, a few Professors, plus three Moms and daughters," Karlee bragged.
"Jesus!" Penny said, both women now wearing only their strap-ons and stockings.
"My Thesis was that given the right situation, we could turn my mother into my submissive slut," she said. "There's a lot more to it than that, since it's a five-thousand-word Thesis with lots of wording like 'given that' and 'therefore'. I've printed a copy for you, so you can read it at your leisure."
"So, you've written a formal Psychological Thesis about all the ins and outs of making me into your submissive slut?" the mother asked, marinating on her daughter's revelation. After a pause, she said, the line already crossed and she would be lying if she pretended the incestuous play time wasn't utterly sexually enthralling, "Yes, I'd love to read it."
"I thought you would. So now you have a choice, Mommy. You can either get angry and throw the biggest hissy fit ever, or you can begin your permanent servitude to me, by getting down on your knees and sucking both of our dicks. And if you choose the latter, everything in our house will start being very different. Which is it going to be, Mommy? Have we awakened your inner submissive slut forever?"
Penny examined her feelings, and she asked, "Will I need to stop doing what I've been doing with all my sluts at my own school? she asked.
"No, Mommy. You can keep doing whatever you want to do at the school where you're the queen, but when you come home at night your my peasant, my play thing, you'll have to start doing everything I want you to do. And whenever I invite Professor Adams over for a visit, which will be often, you'll always be her slut, too."
"Do I get a safe word?"
"Nope. You'll have to trust us unconditionally."
Penny pondered the offer. It was precarious to say the least... yet also equally intriguing... her submissive side today bringing a new sexual sensation through her body... a new kinky twist to break the rather repetitive reality if her domming other women. In the end, she through caution to the wind as she couldn't resist the offer... she would take a break from always being in charge, so she agreed. "Very well, Mistress. Going forward, I'll always be your pet Mommy. Sound good?"
"It sounds very good, Mommy-slut," Karlee said, as she followed her silicon erection over to her new slave. "Now get down on your knees, and suck my cock."
Penny was in a euphoric daze by now, and when her daughter placed her hands lightly on her shoulders, she obediently... and happily... fell to her knees.
"Good Mommy," Karlee said, as she slid her cock into her Mom's mouth... her mother instantly beginning to bob on it. "Please join us, Professor," she said, and Deidre came up beside her.
After a couple minutes of Penny going back and forth between the two cocks, her head spinning with the way she'd been played so expertly by the two... Karlee really deserved an Academy Award for her portrayal of disgust and shock at first... she was ordered to straddle the Professor's cock, which she did without hesitation... having no resistance to the reality she was now her daughter's slut. As she dropped onto the cock, she leaned forward, knowing what was about to happen... she was about to be double penetrated... something she herself had never experienced before. She had been ass fucked many times... but never double penetrated.
Karlee moved behind her Mom and asked, "Ready to be my complete Mommy pet?"
"Yes, honey," Penny agreed, looking back at her daughter. "Now slam that dick into Mommy's asshole, and pound the shit out of me."
"Good Mommy," Karlee smiled, as she slid her lubed dick into her Mom's ass, and fulfilled her fondest fantasy... owning her very own Mommy pet.
Penny had orgasms three and four from the intense ass double penetration, before she rounded off her night by going down on both her daughter and the Professor one more time... and then to make sure all three women received the same number of orgasms... the Professor and Karlee enjoyed a lengthy 69 while their slut watched, and she read her daughter's learned Thesis, and took some time to process the astonishing turn of events... and her new role as an incestuous mother who mindlessly submitted to her dominant daughter.
The end of Ending 1: Daughter Twist.
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
ENDING 2: MOMMY TWIST
"Do you think I should tell her, or do you want to?" Penny asked.
"Oh, I think you should," the Professor smiled, as she walked over and kissed Penny passionately for a while.
Karlee watched the Professor and her Mom making out, then she asked, "Tell me what?"
"Honey, I don't know how to tell you this," the mother lied to her daughter. Because actually she could hardly contain herself!
"Just tell me," Karlee said, looking worried.
"I've been waiting for this for a long time," Penny said, taking her daughter's hands in hers.
"Waiting for what?" Karlee asked, confused.
"Turning you into my submissive daughter pet," Penny answered.
"You planned everything that happened tonight?" Karlee asked, beginning to unravel her Mom's words.
"Your mother has been my submissive fuck toy for a couple of years," Deidre interjected.
"What?" Karlee asked, hearing what sounded upside down to her, and unable to believe it, after all that had transpired tonight.
"Yes honey, your Professor is my Mistress," the mother revealed.
"What? This makes no sense," Karlee said.
"And during our many roleplaying sessions, your mother's biggest fantasy had been fucking her daughter," the Professor added, as she extracted a second strap-on from her desk, an orange one... available since she was always prepared for spur-of-the-moment decisions.



"Meaning both of you planned everything that happened tonight?" Karlee asked, bewildered.
"Yes, honey," Penny answered, "you've already been eighteen for a few weeks, a few people are getting impatient, so it's high time you learned the truth."
"The truth?" Karlee asked, as her Professor began to attach the orange strap-on to her Mom.
"Yes, the truth about our family secret," Penny said.
"Okay Mom, enough with the long, drawn-out explanations that don't explain anything," Karlee objected, getting frustrated, although she was still horny, and was hoping the cock being tightened onto her Mom's hips was for her pussy. "Cut to the chase. Where is this going?"
"Where it's going, is that within our family, lesbian incest goes back for generations," Penny revealed.
"No way!" Karlee gasped, that not at all what she thought would come out of her mother's mouth.
"Yes, and your grandmother has been nagging me for three weeks to bring you into the fold," Penny continued, feeling the harness being tightened around her waist.
"Grandma?" Karlee gasped again. "Are you implying you've had sex with my Grandma?"
"Well, now I'm actually telling you that we fuck each other at least once a week, and we've been doing it for years. And also with your Aunt Daisy, your Aunt June, and your cousin Mary," Penny listed off.
"You're shitting me!" Karlee asked, all of this sounding impossible! It was way too much!
"I'm not shitting you," Penny said. "Your grandma is dying to fuck you, Daisy is dying to get you between her legs, June wants to sit on your face, and Mary wants to do everything with you."
"This is too crazy to believe," Karlee said, stunned by the revelations.
"Are you totally against the idea?"
"Well no, all of you are hot as fuck, but..."
"Then it's time for our fuck sandwich," the Professor interjected.
"What?" Karlee said, in a daze... attempting to process this surreal information she'd just been given.
"Place your hands on my desk and bend over," the Professor instructed.
"Yes ma'am," Karlee said, walking over to the desk, but still looking at her mother. "But you're telling me that you and grandma have sex?" She rested her elbows on the desk, thus offering up her ass to... to... whomever?
"Ever since my eighteenth birthday," Penny said, admiring her daughter's amazing ass, and picturing herself waking up tomorrow morning in bed with Karlee between her legs. "Which is why she's getting impatient. You've been eighteen for almost a month, but I've had a very full schedule recently."
"Wow!" Karlee said, in a daze.
"Would you like your Mommy to fuck you right now?" the Professor asked.
"Yes, my pet daughter," Penny said, stepping behind her. "Are you ready to become my submissive little slut officially?"
"Yes, Mommy," Karlee moaned, feeling the cock touching her pussy lips, and feeling totally turned on by the shocking truth... this sudden promise of getting this chance to have lesbian incest with all the hot women in her family, was suddenly a real turn-on.
"You're sure you want this?" Penny asked, sliding all the way into her daughter, and then pulling back out. "Once you agree, you'll be committed to obeying your Mommy Mistress forever."
"Shove it back inside me Mommy," Karlee whined. "I need it bad."
"Then say it, slut," Penny ordered, slapping her ass with the dick.
"Yes, Mommy, I'll be your daughter slut, your submissive pet, your cunt munching slave, and whatever else you want me to be! Just pound me hard," Karlee offered up her blanket approval through her lustful, craving need.
"That was hot to listen to," the Professor said, as she moved behind Penny.
"Agreed," Penny said, as she began fucking her daughter doggie style.
"Oh yes, Mommy, fuck me, fuck me hard," Karlee moaned, just giving in to the pleasure.
"I think she already loves being your pet, slut," the Professor said, caressing the Dean's ass.
"Yes Mistress, I think she does," Penny agreed.
"So you and the Professor are a thing?" Karlee asked.
"Yes, we're a couple," Penny answered.
"A couple in public, and a Mistress-submissive in private," Deidre clarified.
"Wild," Karlee said.
"Get ready for the fuck sandwich," the Professor said, as she positioned her cock at Penny's pussy. "Bend forward a bit more, slut."
"Yes, Mistress."
"What's a fuck sandwich?" Karlee asked, turning her head just in time to see the Professor slamming her cock into her Mom.
"Ohhhh," Penny moaned, "this is," getting filled with cock while she continued filling her daughter with cock.
"I see," Karlee smiled.
"It'd be fun to fuck men this way, too," the Professor added wickedly.
"Really?" Karlee asked, as the three-way fucking started.
"Yeah, boys will do a lot to stay in college, or to pass a class, too," Professor Adams said, having sodomized a few boys during this school year, and quite few more over her entire tenure... as well as a number of them when she'd worked under Penny.
"Oh my, that is hot," Karlee moaned, as the two older women worked in smooth unison to fuck her.
"Do you like being Mommy's slut?" the mother asked, fucking her daughter while getting fucked... a position she'd only been in the middle of once before... and she was really enjoying it.
"Oh yes, Mommy, I love being a slut for you," Karlee responded.
"You're still my slut too," the Professor reminded her.
"True, and I will be in another one of your classes next semester," Karlee said.
"I expect you to try a lot harder in that one," the Professor stressed.
"I'll be your perfect teacher's pet," Karlee promised.
"I bet you will," Penny said, before the three stopped talking, and they focused on the kinky threesome sandwich they were all taking part in.
Three or four more minutes of hard double fucking, and both the mother and the daughter were near orgasmic eruption.
"Oh Mommy, I'm going to come," the daughter moaned.
"So am I, honey."
"Then come, both of my sluts," the Professor ordered. She shoved Penny roughly against her daughter and fucked both of them simultaneously... since each hard thrust she made into Penny pounded Penny's cock deeper inside her daughter.
"Oh fuck, fuck," Penny moaned.
"Harder, Professor," Karlee begged.
"Come, my nasty incestuous... nasty lesbian... fuck toys," the Professor listed wickedly.
"Oh yes, yes, fuck me, Mistress," Penny mumbled, "building... building..." before she screamed, "Fuuuuuuuck!"
Her mother's primal scream and the wicked fucking also got Karlee off, and a couple seconds later, she screamed too. "Yeeeeeeeeeees!"
The Professor kept fucking her sluts throughout their respective orgasms before she pulled out, shed her harness, and ordered, as she hopped onto her desk next to the still orgasming teenager, "Both of you come and eat your Mistress's pussy."
"Yes, Mistress," the mother and daughter chorused together, and then they worked together to get the Professor off one more time.
A couple days later, Karlee discovered the joys of family fun during a massive lesbian orgy, where she ate five of her family members' pussies, was fucked to three orgasms, and took a cock in her ass (her grandmother's) for the first time.
The other good news: Karlee passed her Psychology class with a B (the Professor promised that if she was a completely obedient Professor's Pet during the next semester, she'd earn an A).
The end of Ending 2: Mommy Twist.
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
ENDING 3: PROFESSOR TWIST
"What more could there possibly be?" Penny asked exasperatedly, having been royally humiliated ever since she'd arrived. She'd even technically become a criminal by having incest with her daughter! (Although that was arguable, since Karlee was now eighteen and thus an adult, and she'd most certainly been a consenting one.)
Karlee however, was still enraptured. Wishing this kinkiest night of her life would never end, but not wanting to make that too obvious, she offered somewhat blandly, "I'm ready for whatever else you want me to do so I can pass, Professor."
"You've been very good tonight, Karlee," the Professor said, going so far as to pat her on the head like a good puppy. "You've been the perfect pet."
"Thank you, Professor," Karlee responded.
"Don't you think you've tortured us enough?" Penny demanded, hoping for an end to this night that had required her to do things she couldn't ever have imagined herself doing.
"You didn't look very tortured when you ate out your daughter, or when you sat on her face," the Professor pointed out.
"You blackmailed us into doing that," Penny retorted, sidestepping the issue of whether or not she'd enjoyed those activities.
"Mom, stop complaining. You're only making things worse," Karlee said.
"So what is this one last surprise you have for us?" Penny asked, crossing her arms, but realizing her daughter was probably right... she needn't antagonize this formerly submissive bitch any further.
"First," the Professor said, as she handed Karlee a second strap-on, this one neon blue, "put this on, Karlee."
"Really?" Karlee asked, immediately excited.
"Yes, really. I want you to fuck your Mommy," the Professor said.
"That's so wicked," Karlee said, excitedly pulling the harness up her athletic legs.
"Seriously, this is getting out of hand," Penny said.
"Just come straddle my dick, Penny," the Professor ordered, as she lay down face up on the floor.
"I hope this isn't going where I think it's going," Penny expressed, as she watched her daughter tightening the strap-on around her hips.
"If you think you're going to be double penetrated, then yes, this is going exactly where you think it is," the Professor responded. "Now get the fuck over here and ride my dick."
"No, I'm done," Penny said. "Call the fucking Dean if you want. I'll tell him how you blackmailed me."
"I could do that," the Professor acknowledged. "He might even believe your word over mine, since you're also the Dean of a college. But do you want the video of your incest going public?"
"Video? What do you mean?"
The Professor pointed to the camera mounted in an upper corner of the room. To Penny, it appeared that its little red light was winking at her!
"You've been filming this?" Penny gasped angrily.
"I have," the Professor admitted placidly. "With audio."
"But if you show it to anyone, you'll get busted too," Penny pointed out.
"Yes, if people saw the entire video. But there's a very lengthy Mommy and daughter segment that's just the two of you," the Professor drilled down. "And if that part... somehow... just happened... to get into the wrong hands, and went online... well... I think you get the picture."
"You're a fucking bitch!" Penny roared, fire in her eyes.
"Mom, stop," Karlee said. "Just stop. She won, you lost."
"Karlee, if we keep giving in to her, then she'll never stop," Penny argued.
"And that's a bad thing why?"
And hearing that astonishing question did shut Penny up; at least for the moment.
"Look," the Professor said. "I said one more surprise, which means I have only one more scenario in mind. So if you two will obey my last few orders, I promise I won't out you, even though you Penny, looked like you thoroughly enjoyed eating your daughter and sitting on her face."
"She did," Karlee agreed. "She loved eating my pussy just as much as I loved eating hers, didn't you Mom?"
"Karlee!" the Mom gasped.
"Stop lying, Mom," Karlee said, feeling a rush of adrenaline and power, perhaps because she was wearing a cock. "You ate my pussy pretty willingly, talked nasty while I got fucked, and you came all over my face. No way you didn't enjoy doing all of that."
"You're right honey, I did," Penny admitted, sensing her daughter was feeling rejected by her denials. "But what we did was wrong."
"Maybe so, but I plan on getting you to eat my pussy all the time from now on," Karlee asserted. "And from now on, we'll be sleeping in your bed together," she added.
"Karlee!" Penny gasped, astonished by her daughter's audacity.
"But don't worry, I'll be eating your pussy all the time, too," she added.
"To get back on track," Deidre interjected loudly... before continuing in a normal voice, "Penny, regardless of whatever you girls do or don't do once you return home, for the next while, I want you to do everything your daughter tells you to," the Professor said. "If you do, the video under discussion will remain with me for my personal enjoyment."
"Oo! Oo! Can I get a copy too, please?" Karlee begged, hopping around and waving a hand in the air, as if she was in class and she had the best possible answer to a question. Meanwhile, Penny just stood where she was, stunned.
"Okay, only your daughter and I will have copies," she conceded. "Now come straddle my cock."
"Now, Mommy," Karlee said eagerly. "It's time for me to fuck that sexy ass of yours!"
"But Karlee, I...." Penny began.
"NOW, slut," Karlee demanded, her loud voice filling the room, while she slapped her mother's ass... hard!
Penny, defeated yet again, went to Deidre, lowered her pussy onto the cock, and looked down into her eyes.
The Professor just looked back up and smiled.
"Have you ever been ass fucked, Mommy?" Karlee asked, as she got behind her Mom. In the three weeks plus a few days since her eighteenth birthday, Karlee had been a busy girl, and she had used a strap-on before... she'd fucked a couple of nerds at a frat party, some bitch from a competing team at a basketball game after party, and even, all of this unknown to her mother, one of her Mom's best friends. But... with that said, she'd never fucked anyone in the ass.
"Yes I have," Penny admitted in a dull, defeated voice.
"So you really are a slut," Karlee declared gleefully, slapping her Mom's ass again, this time with her neon-blue dick.
"Yes I am," Penny again admitted, still using that dull tone, shame coursing through her, both because Karlee's humiliating accusation was true, and because secretly... at least she hoped it was a secret... her daughter was really turning her on.
"I think your Mom gets off on being treated like a dirty slut," the Professor observed, as she bucked her hips up, making Penny moan.
"I donnnnnn't," Penny moaned.
"I think you do. Tell me you want me to fuck your ass, Mommy," Karlee ordered, kneeling and leaning forward onto her, pulling her Mom's hair and tugging on an earlobe.
"Oh, Karlee," Penny whimpered, the rough treatment driving her wild.
"Say it, Mommy slut. Tell me what you want," Karlee demanded, swirling her tongue around in her Mom's ear, while holding onto her hair tightly with one hand.
"Please," Penny answered weakly, begging for who knew what, as all this domination broke her spirit and proved the other two women's assertion correct by making her pussy burn.
"Fucking say it," Karlee growled, yanking hard on her Mom's hair, while the Professor bucked her ass up again.
"Please fuck Mommy's ass, honey, shove that dick up my shit hole, make Mommy your fucking bimbo fuck toy," Penny rambled, giving in completely to the lust her body was feeling, and the mind games that had broken her.
"There! That wasn't so hard, was it?" Karlee said, moving pressing her cock against her Mom's anal entrance. "I have already fucked a few women, Mommy, but never their asses."
"So this will be a first," the Professor said, very admiring of the way Karlee had flowered so quickly into being a dominant... while also loving her role as Deidre's submissive. It was fucking hot, and a special bonus of the night.
"Yeah, it will be," Karlee said, as she slid the dick into her Mom's ass. "Or rather it is," she then added.
"Ooooooooh, fuck," Penny whimpered, feeling some pain... since she hadn't had a dick in her ass for quite some time... and that prior time she'd been fucking plastered.
"Relax, slut," the Professor reminded her gently, knowing the sooner you relaxed your body, the sooner the pain shifted to pleasure. Actually, ten years ago, Penny had taught her that.
"Trying," Penny said, as she tried just to breathe, while focussing on the pleasure.
"Shit, I'm all the way inside your shit hole, Mommy," Karlee said enthusiastically, once she looked down and couldn't see any of her bright blue shaft anymore.
"I hope so," Penny said, feeling totally filled up.
"Now fuck her ass Karlee, make your mother your personal ass slut," the Professor ordered.
"Oh, God," Penny said.
"I'm sure you'll be screaming Her name soon," Karlee said, as she began slowly fucking her Mom.
"Ooohh," Penny moaned downwards, into her former teacher's assistant's face. "I bet you're really fucking loving this."
"Yes, I really am," the Professor agreed. "But don't pretend you're not. I just gave you your very own daughter as a sexual playmate. All I left out was the red ribbon and a bow."
"Not exactly. She's the one who's my pet now," Karlee said.
"Of course she is," the Professor agreed. "And in case it needs saying, that's pretty obvious by now. You two will need to watch yourselves in public, so you don't say or do anything that might out you."
"Say it, Mom. Who's in charge from now on in our house?" Karlee asked, starting to fuck her Mom faster.
"You are, honey," Penny moaned in agreement.
"And who's the pet?"
"I am."
"Who's a cunt-munching Mommy?"
"I am."
"And just to be fair, who's a cunt-munching daughter?"
"You are, sweetheart. And a very good one, too."
"But who's a cock-taking fuck toy for her daughter?"
"I am."
"Who's going to obey every order her daughter gives her... not just tonight, but from now on?"
"I am."
"Good girl," Karlee said, riding on such a sexual power trip. "Now take my cock, Mommy slut." She then began really slamming into her mother... their bodies audibly slapping against each other's.
"Oh fuck, honey," Penny moaned, the hard fucking and the nasty talk driving her wild.
"You on board with getting ass fucked by your daughter, slut?"
"Yes, Mommy loves getting ass fucked by her daughter," Penny agreed.
"Fuck her too, Professor," Karlee ordered, since for a while, Deidre had simply been lying still while she enjoyed the show.
"Can do," the Professor agreed, and she started bucking her hips up and down to fuck the slut.
"Oh my God, oh my fucking God," Penny moaned loudly, as her body began bouncing around, the double fucking doubling the intensity of all her sensations in a heartbeat.
It took only a few strokes for them to find their stride, and soon the Professor and the daughter were double-teaming the slut in perfect precision.
In a couple of minutes, Penny was about to come, as she was bounced around like a Raggedy Ann doll. "Oh fuck, honey, you're going to make Mommy cum! Don't stop!"
"Then come, you nasty ass slut," Karlee ordered, fucking her hard, and ferociously yanking on her Mom's hair again.
"Oh yes, fuck! Oh shit, Mommy is... oh, oh, Mommy is... fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuuck..." Penny couldn't construct a sentence, just nonsensical babble, before she erupted with the most intense orgasm of her three of them tonight. Then, having all but passed out, she fell sideways, both women's dicks slipping out of her holes.
"Shit, that was really hot," the Professor said, as she watched the Mom shaking and squirting all over the classroom floor.
"Yeah, it really was," Karlee agreed, admiring the way her Mom looked in the afterglow of her orgasm... all sweet and innocent and shit.



"Now before I let you go, I have some parting instructions for you, Karlee. First, you'll come and service me whenever I request you to, for the remainder of the school year," the Professor said, as she stood up.
"Yes, I certainly will, Professor," Karlee agreed, fascinated by the way she felt the need to be submissive to her Professor, and yet she also felt an opposing need to dominate her mother... both urges very different, though equally satisfying sexually.
"And you'll try harder in my class."
"Yes, and I am in one of your classes again in semester."
"I know," the Professor said, removing her strap-on.
"And also beginning next semester, we'll have private meetings in my office at least weekly," she said, hopping onto her desk once more.
"I look forward to them," Karlee said. The Professor then spread her legs apart slightly... only an inch or two... and with no further prompting, the teen coed dove into her pussy one last time, for now.
Following her orgasm, the Professor said, "Karlee, you may go."
"What about my Mom?"
"She's not dismissed quite yet. I have one final task for her to complete tonight, before I'll call things square between us," she said.
"What else could there possibly be?" Penny demanded, very much like before.
"I've offered your services to the sorority house Pi Kappa Pi for the rest of the night... which you will perform until they decide you may leave," the Professor said.
"You didn't!" Penny objected, her eyes going wide. "And besides, you told me that submitting to Karlee was my final task!"
"I lied. I'm now requiring you to eat every pussy offered to you during their party tonight."
"I can't."
"Mom, do as you're fucking told," Karlee ordered.
"But honey, I...."
"You will always eat every fucking pussy Professor Adams or I order you to! Is that clear?"
"Yes ma'am," Penny whispered, knowing she'd lose this fight, so why put off the inevitable?
"Good. Have fun, Mom," Karlee said, kissing her Mom possessively.
"I'll try," she said, shaking her head as her daughter got dressed.
"All right, we're done here," the Professor said. "Next, we need to go and get you into your outfit for tonight."
"What outfit?"
"Don't worry, you'll love it," the Professor smiled wickedly.
That night, dressed in a cheerleader's costume with no underwear, Penny ate the pussies of over forty coeds, got fisted to an orgasm, fucked to another one, and ended the night in the women's shower, where she discovered the kinky but questionable pleasure of golden showers, when over a dozen girls pissed all over her, requiring her to swallow much of it.
Back at home, Karlee took pity on her Mom, allowing her to sleep in undisturbed until mid-afternoon the next day, which fortunately was a Saturday. She reflected that ironically, today was April Fool's Day. Fate should have arranged things better, since they'd obviously celebrated that holiday the previous night, although it was arguable which of them had been the Fool. Perhaps all of them? In any case, it had certainly been fun!
Then the sleeping Penny was awakened by her daughter's pussy in her face, immediately followed by a series of sexual demands that lasted for several hours.
Thereafter Penny served as her daughter's personal sex toy... eating her out daily, getting eaten at least once daily, and sometimes fucked. However, having developed a taste for pussy cum, Karlee ate her Mom's pussy to orgasm once a day as well.
At school, Karlee became a much better student in class, and especially within the privacy of her Professor's office.
And... Penny... through it all... became a better, more understanding, and even kinder Dean.
The end of Ending 3: Professor Twist.
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
So in the Comments, please let me know which ending you prefer. And... can you guess which ending was my original one?
Best wishes,
Jasmine, March 2023.



        BNWO: Jasmine's Discovery

        Teacher Jasmine is forced to service a whole black family.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/bnwo-jasmines-discovery

Title: BNWO: Jasmine's Discovery

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Illustrated

Description: Teacher Jasmine is forced to service a whole black family.

Tags: bbc, interracial, blackmail, lesbian, orgy, stockings, nonconsent, teacher, anal, gangbang




Editor's note: this fictional work contains scenes of fictional rough, reluctant, dubiously consensual, consensually non-consensual (CNC), or non-consensual sex or scenarios.

Summary: Teacher Jasmine is forced to service a whole black family.
Long Summary: Jasmine is forced to service a black family of three before embarking upon her exciting new duties as a teacher.
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I accepted a job teaching at an elite private boarding school in the southern United States for twelfth graders only. It wasn't an easy choice for me to leave Canada and move to the United States (although the decided lack of overly harsh winters and snow was definitely a plus, and that change may have factored in), but it also provided me with a total break from a divorce I hadn't seen coming. My son was away at college, and my daughter was entering her senior year of high school, so I figured why not? All that was set in stone was a one-year contract, with the opportunity for continuing, if the school and I both agreed it was a good fit. A major plus was that my daughter, to my surprise, loved the idea.
So... there I was in the States... teaching at a private school that was very different from the Canadian public school systems I'd previously worked for.
For one thing, the school had an abundance of money. (I was paid more than double what I'd gotten in Canada, plus my housing was included... so I only needed to pay my monthly cell phone bill... which was a huge savings from needing to pay rent or a mortgage, plus utilities... and although I was required to live on campus, I was fine with it.)
For two, it was a school for the financially elite, and although they tended to be entitled like the rich kids back home were... and even more so... almost all of them were also academically gifted. For the first time in years, I didn't have to deal with modified students, apathetic students, or students who were levels below their assigned grade level in reading, writing or math. All of these students wanted to be... and expected to become... successful.
For three, the school was in a beautiful and secluded location, where it was almost ninety degrees every day. Which would have been very uncomfortable if was also humid, but it wasn't.
For four, although the students at the school where I'd taught back home were mostly from white farming or oil families... with very little diversity... here there were students from just about every race, and they came from a variety of countries as well. No doubt, although my social and financial status had improved greatly with my new job, I was likely considered very poor compared to my students.
For five, this was an amazing opportunity for my daughter, since it would open many doors for her, which was probably one reason why she'd so giddily agreed to tag along with her Mom. Truth was, she had the grades to compete with the best students here, but financially we would never be able to afford it. For students not fortunate enough to have a parent teaching at the school, the annual tuition was $40,000 American, which in Canadian dollars is like a billion smackeroos. (I'm exaggerating, but only a little, given how poor our dollar is... so being paid in American dollars also really enhanced my good fortune (pun intended)).
But there was one drawback that was a major difference in both teaching and living at a private school, where the kids lived in the same complex as I did... I was always on. There was very little privacy for me as a teacher, but that was also true for the girls and boys... they had very little privacy from me.
I, of course, lived in the girl's dormitory, and at least I had a private room of my own, but not my own bathroom.
On day two I walked into the girls' locker and shower room, which was connected to the girls' gym, doing my nightly rounds for the eleven o'clock curfew on school nights, when I walked in on Maja. Well, first I heard the sounds of some lesbian activity, before I actually saw anything. Maja was a student from Norway, and it sounded like she was licking Shay's pussy, Shay being one of our black students. I heard Shay saying, "Oh, you sexy blonde, I bet you didn't get many opportunities to pleasure black pussies in those frozen wastes of Norway."
"So good," Maja moaned.
"Nothing is better than black pussy, which you'll learn around here pretty quickly," Shay said.
My eyes went wide. As you may know, besides being Mrs. Walker, a teacher (even following the divorce I'd kept the name, because it suits me), I'm also silkstockingslover... a writer of erotica who's quite popular online. While I write in a plethora of story genres, including a lot of fantasies I've never been able to fulfill in real life, one of my favourite fantasies is to be seduced and turned into a submissive slave to black dick and/or pussy. So needless to say (except that I'm saying it), some of my secret sympathies were with Shay, and I felt more than a little envious of Maja's plight.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," Maja said, as I listened from around a corner in stunned silence... my own pussy already tingling from my forbidden thoughts.
"All you blonde girls are the same," Shay moaned. "One taste of black pussy or dick, and you become submissive cum-hungry sluts for every black dick or pussy."
As I eavesdropped, I recalled employing such a philosophy a few times in my stories, where white woman or white men submitted to their carnal and lustful desires to become submissive to black men or women.
"I've never once even thought about licking anyone's pussy before you shoved my face into yours," Maja admitted with a soft moan.
"Yep, one taste, and you white girls become addicted pussy sluts," Shay gloated, as my own pussy burned, and I just had to see what was happening.
I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself down before I walked in and spoke up, trying to sound authoritative, "What's going on here?" Sure enough, Shay was seated with her legs spread wide open, and Maja was kneeling between them, avidly licking away.

"Good evening, Ms. Walker," Shay greeted, apparently not at all embarrassed to be caught with her legs spread open and another girl between them.
Maja, however, was mortified. She leapt to her feet and groveled, "I'm sorry, Ms. Walker. I'm so sorry."
"Go to your room," I said, trying to act stern, even as I glanced at the black student's completely shaved, and obviously wet pussy.
"Yes, Ms. Walker," Maja said. She was close to tears, her face and lips were glistening with wetness as she rushed out, wearing only a towel.
"You too, Shay," I said. Shay's legs were still parted.
"Yes, Ms. Walker," she answered, as she closed her legs.
"In the future, perhaps you should keep your rendezvous to your room," I said, for some reason not issuing her a demerit... which in this school we were supposed to do whenever a student misbehaved. Three demerits resulted in an hour's detention, five a visit with the principal, and ten an uncomfortable meeting with the student and his or her parents.
"I like just to let what happens, happen," she shrugged, as she strolled past me and out of the locker room, the scent of her perfume drifting into my nostrils as she passed.
I shook my head and finished my rounds before going to my room, where I flipped open my laptop and worked on a story I'd been writing. When I was feeling horny, I wrote some of my best stories. Yet this time after just a couple of paragraphs, I couldn't focus, so I went to my video files and selected one of my favourite black dominates white videos, Major Trust Issues (where a white masseuse engages in a hot lesbian threesome with two black women) and rubbed myself.
As I closed my eyes, I imagined that I was the one between Shay's legs while she sat on my face, the only difference being that in my fantasy, Shay was wearing nylons.

I came quickly and hard. Once I'd recovered from the orgasm, I shook my head at how quickly I'd allowed my libido and dirty fantasies to consume me. Unlike back in Canada, where there were very few black students, fewer than one percent of them, at this school they counted for about 20%... so for me, the temptation to do something sexual with them grew stronger every day. Yet I'd always prided myself on being able to separate my fantasies from reality.
Over the next few days, I busted Darnell, a very smart young man, in a few sexual situations. First: getting head from a Japanese student, whose father was the governor of one of the country's prefectures (which is what they called their states), in a storage room for the cafeteria.

I gave them each a demerit, but I wrote it up as just making out, instead of oral sex. I did get a look at his dick, and I had to admit (only to myself) it was very impressive... just like I'd thought years ago when I saw a BBC for the first time. I was looking forward to when I got a week off in November, so I could go to into the nearest major city and maybe make my BBC fantasies into a reality, now that I was a single woman and was free to explore some of my taboo fantasies that until now I'd only written about.
Unlike Shay, Darnell was very embarrassed to be caught in the act... it was the shy Japanese student Okana who was left overly embarrassed when he hurried out, and she remained on her knees. Not unsympathetically, I helped her to her feet and cautioned her... not about the act itself, but about the location.
A couple days later, I caught Darnell again, this time getting a hand job in the workout area by a Belgian sweetheart named Mila, who was also playing with his balls.

I sternly ordered, as I slyly stole a ridiculously good look at his massive dick, "Enough!"
Bethany looked up startled, his dick in her hand. "Ms. Walker!"
"For God's sake don't stop," Darnell begged, obviously close to coming.
"Out, Mila," I instructed. "Put that thing away, Darnell."
"But I'm so close, Ms. Walker," he said, looking desperate.
"Then go jerk off in a bathroom stall or your room," I said, as Mila scurried away all red-faced, and I couldn't stop myself from taking a second lengthy look at his amazing BBC. It was everything I looked for in porn, everything I fantasized about, everything I wrote about. My pussy was on fire!
He sighed, pulled his shorts up and left, and I too hurried out, knowing I needed to escape, before my lust took over and made me finish what Mila had started... my mouth literally watering.
That night, I fucked myself with a black dildo I'd bought for myself a month ago. It wasn't as big as Darnell's flesh and blood monster, but it filled my pussy fairly well, while I imagined sucking his huge dick... giving myself a real workout with that huge dick... and getting a massive facial with that huge dick. Dick. Dick. Dick. God, did I need a dick! I hadn't gotten laid since a few weeks before my divorce. Nine months ago! My only orgasms had been from toys and my own fingers.

It was a few days later, when I went into my classroom during my prep period after doing some photocopying for the next few classes, and I walked in on him sitting on the floor jerking himself off.

"Darnell, Jesus! Why are you doing that here?" I gasped, once again unable to stop staring at his huge BBC.
"Sorry, Ms. Walker, I'm just always horny," he said, his hand still on his dick.
"I can see that," I said, both angry at him, and yet turned on as well. What I wouldn't do for the chance just to drop my pussy onto that amazing big black dick!
"All the girls want it," he explained. "They beg to see it, to stroke it, to suck it, and ...."
"I get the picture. Please just put it away," I said, as I noticed his phone was displaying a picture.
"Yes, ma'am," he said, looking up at me resentfully. This was the third time I'd stopped him before he could get off.
"Is that me?" I asked, as he put his dick away, and the picture on his phone was definitely me... earlier today during class, with my legs crossed. It wasn't overtly sexy, but nevertheless, he'd been masturbating while he looked at it.

"Yes, ma'am," he admitted. "You're just so hot!"
"Darnell, I'm flattered," I said. "But I'm your teacher, and things like this can't keep happening."
"Yes, ma'am," he said sheepishly.
"Good, now go to class," I instructed, since now I needed to rub one out myself before my next class.
"Yes, ma'am, I'm sorry ma'am," he said, closing up shop so to speak, and hurrying out of my classroom.
I went and sat down at my desk, his huge dick firmly implanted in my head, and rubbed my pussy... coming just a few minutes before class began... again imagining his dick... this time fucking me right in this classroom.

Once I had some free time, I emailed Darnell's parents, requesting a time for us to get together in a google meet to discuss a concern I had about their son. His mother emailed me back, saying they'd be visiting the school in person in a couple of days, and asking what it was about... my having forgotten this weekend was a parental visitation one. I didn't tell them about the first two situations where I'd caught him with someone else, but I did say I found him exposing himself in my classroom. His mother said they'd be arriving at the school at 4 PM, and we agreed to meet in my classroom.
That night, against my better judgement, I fucked myself with a suction cup black dildo I'd bought a few months ago, and I really bounced on that big fat dick, imagining it was Darnell giving me back shots.
Darnell behaved for the next two days, and it wasn't until right before the meeting with his parents, when two situations, ones that didn't include him, rattled me completely.
First, I needed to go to the washroom, so I went into one near my office, and once again I walked in on Shay getting her pussy licked... and this time by my own daughter! "Kimberly, what are you doing?" I cried out in astonishment.
"She's eating my pussy, Ms. Walker," Shay said, "I would have thought that was obvious," actually placing her hand on the back of my daughter's head so she wouldn't back away.

"Well, stop doing it right now," I ordered.
"Not until she finishes what she started," Shay said. "I'm not getting left all revved up like the last time you interrupted me."
"Shay, that's enough," I demanded.
"I think you're wrong, it isn't enough. Do you want to stop eating me, slut?" Shay asked, letting go of my daughter's head.
"No, Shay," my daughter responded, "I really don't," utterly shocking me. I noticed that except for a very sheer pair of stockings, she was naked from the waist down.
"Kimberly!" I wailed.
"Look at your mother, and tell her to her face what you are," Shay ordered.
Kimberly turned her head and looked up at me with guilt in her eyes, but her forthright words didn't match the look in her face. "Mom, I'm a submissive slut for black pussy and dick."
"What?" I gasped.
"You heard her," Shay said, snapping her fingers.
"Sorry, Mom, but I need to obey my black Mistress," my daughter said, before she turned her head back around and resumed licking Shay.
This situation felt like I'd stumbled into one of my own stories, and although I'd written ones where I'd found my daughter in situations like this one, now that I was facing it in reality, I was in shock.
Glancing at my phone and seeing that I had only a few minutes before my meeting with Darnell and his parents, I was trapped into saying, "I'll need to deal with this later."
"BNWO," Shay said with a grin.
"What?" I asked. "What does that even mean?"
"BNWO," she repeated smugly. "I'm sure you'll learn exactly what it means very soon."
"I'm not done with you," I warned.
"True. And I'm just getting started with you, Ms. Walker," she smiled knowingly.
In my stories, hearing words like those would make my pussy wet, and I'd surrender... probably immediately... and I'd join my daughter in submissive servitude. But in real life, it really pissed me off.
However, I didn't say anything else, I just turned and stalked out, just as Shay moaned, taking one more shot at me, "Eat my asshole too, Ms. Walker's slut daughter."
Fuming, I stormed into the office to talk to Principal Hamilton.
"I need to see Mrs. Hamilton," I said to her secretary Janice.
"I'm sorry, but that's impossible. She's in a meeting," Janice put me off.
"I don't care! This can't wait," I said, barging walking right into her office, only to be astonished again. Principal Hamilton was on her knees, and she was getting fucked by two black guys... one of them another of my students, named Jamal.

Jamal, who was obviously fucking her asshole, smiled up at me and asked, "Are you here to assist Principal Hamilton in serving us, Ms. Walker?"
"What on earth is going on at this school?" I gasped, completely stunned... encountering such a scene in a porn clip or a story I was writing was one thing, but walking into it in real life was unbelievable. And in a school, no less!
"What the hell are you doing storming into my office?" the Principal demanded, glaring at me furiously, while both her pussy and ass were filled.
"I just found my daughter in a bathroom being forced to eat Shay's pussy," I snapped back. The guys didn't stop fucking her while we argued, nor did she ask them to.
"And how does something that petty justify your storming into my office like this?" she asked... while neither man stopped fucking her.



"Yeah, it wouldn't take much forcing; your daughter loves eating black pussy," Jamal said, as he kept fucking the Principal.
"Have you fucked her yet, son?" the man on the bottom asked... my eyes going wide, since the Principal was apparently being double penetrated by a father and his son.
"Yeah Kimberly loves BBC," Jamal replied, "Henry and I spit-roasted her just last night."
"You're not serious?" I said, but I sensed he was.
"Don't you have a meeting with an important family right away?" she asked. I trust you know that the Jacksons are major benefactors to this school."
"Yes, I do, but...."
"Then go and meet with them, they're also major donors to the program," she said. "You and I will have a chat later about your barging into my office uninvited, is that clear?"
"Yes, Principal Hamilton," I said, now deflated and completely bewildered by what was happening. "But donors to the program? What program?"
"To the BNWO program, of course. Don't you know anything? Now go," she ordered.
I turned and left, as Jamal asked, "So is Ms. Up Tight Hottie still off limits?"
"Nope. She just made herself fair game," Principal Hamilton said, as I closed the door behind me.
"Sorry, Janice," I said, as I walked out of the office and realized my pussy was soaking wet while I processed the words, 'She just made herself fair game.'
"Have a good day, Jasmine," she responded warmly, just like she always did.
"You too," I said, as I headed out of her office and wondered if she knew what was happening inside the Principal's private sanctum... there was no way she couldn't.
Checking the time on my phone, I realized I was running late. I hurried towards my classroom, which was at the opposite end of the school, and took a shortcut through the library, where the surrealness of the day just kept increasing, as another Japanese student, Oka, walked past me, wearing an 'Enjoy Cum' t-shirt, and a massive load of it was plastered all over her face.


She smiled at me, but I just kept walking... my anger and confusion all mixed up together.
I entered my classroom to see that Mr. and Mrs. Jackson and Darnell were already seated and waiting for me.
I composed myself the best I could as I greeted, "Good afternoon, Mr. and Mrs. Jackson. It's a pleasure to meet you." I shook Mr. Jackson's hand, and then went to shake the mother's hand, but she just waved me off.
I was surprised, but I sat down at behind my desk and said, "Thanks for meeting with me. I'm sure you know Darnell has amazing grades; he's a highly intelligent young man, and he's a pleasure to have in my classroom."
"I'll bet he's a real pleasure," the Mom agreed in a manner that confused me. Did she mean that the way it had sounded? Certainly not!
"Yes, he's a real pleasure to have in my classroom," I repeated, hoping I was saying something vanilla, "but I have one growing concern."
"A big one I bet?" The Mom said again, her confusing words not correlating at all with the point I wanted to make.
"Yes, it's becoming a big problem," I agreed, trying to get us back on track.
"And what do you plan to do about this big problem?" she asked, and since she kept stressing the word big, I began to wonder if she was hinting at what it sounded like she was implying. Certainly not!
"Excuse me?" I asked.
"Just tell us about our son," she sighed dramatically. She was very pretty, but she had a resting bitch face that conveyed she wasn't someone to be fucked with. I realised I'd have to play this potential minefield of a conversation very carefully.
"Yes please, let's get to why we're here," the Dad said, appearing annoyed by the need to be here in the first place.
"I assume you both read my email about him exposing himself in my class," I began.
"Which was an obvious understatement... no son of mine would take out his dick and not do anything with it. So why do you think he was jerking off in your classroom?" she asked.
"Excuse me?" I asked.
"He's a young man, so he has needs," the Mom stated.
"I'm sure he does, but that doesn't make a classroom an appropriate place to satisfy them," I said, shocked by how quickly this conversation was unravelling.
"And so he took his dick out one time, it was big and hard, and you saw him stroking it," the Mom continued. "I understand you have a daughter attending this school, Ms. Walker, so I'm sure you've seen a dick before, and no doubt even a hard one with cum squirting out of it."
Frazzled by what was happening, I focused on the conversation I'd originally planned on leading. "Look, Mr. and Mrs. Jackson, I'd rather not be the one telling you this, but this is your son's third strike."
"Third strike?" The mother asked, not acknowledging the importance of anything I was saying. "He's masturbated in your classroom three times?"
"No, ma'am," I said, "the other two times were, um, different situations."
"And what were those?" the well-dressed father asked. He was wearing a very expensive looking suit.
"And why were we not informed?" The mother asked archly. Suddenly it felt like I was on trial.
"Well, I tried to keep those incidents discreet," I said.
"Tell me what the fuck my son allegedly did," she said, her tone on allegedly making it clear she wasn't giving much importance to anything I was saying.
"Mom," Darnell said, speaking up for the first time, and looking very embarrassed.
"I'll do the talking, son," the mother said. "So what horrible things are you accusing my straight A student of doing?"
I glanced to him, and he gave me a look of 'I'm so sorry,' and I said, "Well, I caught him in a storage closet getting a blow job, and then I caught him a few days later in the gym getting a hand job."
"Good job, son," the father said. "I knew you'd come out of your shell while you were here!"
"Um, sir, having any sort of sex in a public place isn't something to celebrate," I objected, astonished by the father's response.
"First, bitch," the Mom said, leaping to her feet and glaring at me.
"Excuse me?" I asked. I was stunned she'd just called me a bitch.
"First, bitch," she repeated, "If my son is getting his dick drained by a few white sluts, that's just fine with me."
"But Mrs. Jackson...." I started to speak.
"Shut up, bitch," she snapped. "Second, if these were serious enough transgressions that you thought he should get in trouble, you should have contacted us immediately. Not after some third strike buuuuuullshit!"
"Yes, ma'am, you're right," I admitted, completely overwhelmed. "I should have informed you immediately."
"After you caught some slut sucking his big black dick," she summarised.
"Um, yes," I said, then realized I may have agreed that he had a big black dick. "I mean..."
"Oh I know what you mean," she gave a smirk, her arms crossed, "you obviously saw the huge dick my son is packing."
"Ma'am, please let's keep ourselves focussed on why we're all here," I stressed.
"That's exactly what I'm doing," she said. "For example, do you realise that you're the one to blame for him jerking off in your classroom?"
"I am?" I asked Incredulously.
"Yes. Since you didn't give him any trouble for using white sluts for his cum buckets," she continued, "he quite naturally assumed that you wanted his dick too."
"Seems logical," the father muttered.
"Ma'am, this is going completely off the rails," I said, even as my pussy betrayed me... this situation getting even wilder than the stories I wrote. If I was making this up, I'd include a comment about how over the top the plot was getting.
"Did she stare at your dick, son?"
"Um, I don't know," he said sheepishly.
"You do know, son, don't lie to me," the Mom said.
"I think she did," he admitted.
"I did not," I said, although I'm not sure my denial came across as strongly as I would have liked.
"Bi-ya-itch," she said, in the way that only a black woman could disparage someone. "Don't pretend you're not a BBC lover."
"Excuse me?" I asked. I'd never been with a BBC for real, I'd only written about lots of them in my stories, so technically I didn't fit in that category.
"Did you know I was part of your hiring process?" the mother asked.
"No, I did not."
"And that I researched you very thoroughly before recommending you as the perfect candidate for a teacher in this school?"
"Then I'm flattered you approved of me," I said politely but suspiciously, wondering what kind of trap she was leading me into.
"I approved of you because I knew you're a nasty white slut, and you'll eventually do anything for BBC and black pussy," she accused, as she joined me behind my desk and raised her dress, revealing she wasn't wearing any panties, but she was wearing thigh high stockings, "I'll bet this is what you like seeing."
"Mrs. Jackson, I...." I began saying, as I stared at her pussy, and then I was suddenly face planted against it, when she pulled my head roughly into it.
"There you go, eat my chocolate pussy," Mrs. Jackson said, with my face plastered against her pussy.
"Mom, what are you doing?" her son gasped.
"It's okay, son," the father reassured him, "your Momma knows exactly what she's doing."
The Mom then pushed my face away. "No? You don't like eating black pussy? Then are all your stories just a pack of lies?"
"W-w-what?" I stammered, feeling a little of her wetness on my lips. "I don't know what you're talking about."
"First, you dirty, slutty queen of erotica, you know exactly what I'm talking about. Second, I know who you truly are. Third, that's why we hired you. To be a fuck toy for the BNWO," she said.
"You're the third person who's used that acronym today," I said, "or more accurately, it's an initialism," trying to understand why she thought I'd be willing to be anyone's fuck toy. "What do the letters BNWO stand for?"
"Black New World Order, you dumb bitch," she said. "Just like you write about in some of your stories, like what you describe happening at The Pit."
My eyes went wide... unfortunately thus revealing my guilt. The Pit was a fictitious black bar I'd created, where white women could go to be used by all the black dick they could ever want. I tried to look stoic as I said, "I have no idea what you're talking about."
"No?" she smiled wickedly, her pussy still on display less than a foot away from my nose... which I was unable to stop myself from checking out over and over.
"No," I said.
"No, of course you don't, silk... stockings... lover," she teasingly revealed knowing my secret erotica writing identity. She then said, "So I know... and you now know that I know... that at least in your heart of hearts, you'll do almost anything for a delicious black pussy or a big, mouth-watering black dick."
"Mrs. Jackson," I began, attempting desperately to control this quickly unraveling situation, even as I caught myself staring at her pussy again. "I don't know who you think I am, but...."
"Get up," she ordered, roughly pulling me from my chair and to my feet.
"What are you doing?" I asked, as she pushed me back against the chalkboard.

She stared at me just like I'd always imagined a dominant black woman staring at me in my stories... a chill going up my spine.

She reached a hand under my dress and felt my very wet pussy. "I knew this slut would be soaking wet," she laughed. "And look, boys... this fucking pretentious wannabe whore isn't even wearing any drawers. I bet she was hoping to get some nigger dick today."
"Oooooh," I unwillingly moaned as her fingers rubbed me.
"Shit," the Dad said, standing up as I moaned upon hearing that taboo word.
"Please sir, control your wife," I begged.
"Control? I'll show you control! Come over her here, baby," the wife said, as she roughly shoved me down to the floor in front of my desk, while Mr. Jackson stepped out of his pants.
"Jesus Christ, what's wrong with you people?" I whined.
"You people? You people?" she taunted, slapping my ass hard three times.
"Mom, what the fuck are you doing?" Darnell asked, demonstrating that profanity was acceptable in his family.
"I'm teaching this uppity white bitch that she is owned by the BWNO now, and her primary purpose in life is to service black men and women," she explained.
"Darnell, please stop your mother," I pleaded, as I glanced over and saw his father had another huge dick, very much like his son's. It was already hard, and he was bringing it towards me... with intent!
"I took the entire day off work for this shit, so I may as well get my share," the father said, now standing directly in front of me.
"Don't you dare," I threatened pathetically from my precarious state. "I'm your son's teacher, so don't you fucking daaaaaaaaaaaare," I repeated, as he grabbed my head with both hands.

"Shut the bitch's mouth up, Denzel baby," Mrs. Jackson urged, "plug it right up!" and then I felt him tugging my mouth towards his monster of a dick.
Maybe it was the man's dominant behaviour... or maybe it was his huge dick... maybe it was even my naturally submissive nature... but I didn't resist at all as his dick slid into my mouth, and he shoved it all the way into my throat mouth and held me there.

"Look at her taking all of your black dick," Mrs. Jackson laughed. "She's just another white slut for the BNWO."
"Oh yeah, she'll be a great addition to our stable here," Denzel said, as he began face fucking me... while I just held onto my heels and allowed it to happen.
"Dad, you're face fucking my math teacher," Darnell objected, clearly as shocked by recent developments as I was.
"Yeah. And her white lips were made to be wrapped around our black dicks, son."
"And her mouth needs to be completely full right now, so she doesn't fucking talk back," Mrs. Jackson added.
"You see, son," the father said, as his big, fat black dick slid in and out of my mouth. I was completely intimidated by now, so I just allowed it to happen. "With just a bit of encouragement, any white bitch will become a three-hole fuck toy for any black dick. You just have to step up and take it."
"And I hear you've already begun taking advantage of that, son," the Mom added. "Good boy!"
"I, um, not really/ All the girls here keep asking to suck my dick," Darnell said. "So all I do is let them do it."
"That's a decent start, but all of them will do much more than that for you, son," Mrs. Jackson said.
"You haven't fucked any of the sexy ripe white sluts here yet, son?" the father asked, sounding surprised.
"No, Dad. I've just let them suck me and give me hand jobs," he admitted.

"Shit, son, blow jobs are great," the father said, but you've really got to start taking advantage of the unlimited mouths, pussies and assholes these white women will eagerly give up for a big black dick. Isn't that right, Ms. Walker?"
He pulled his dick out of me and I looked him in the eye defiantly, trying to conceal my lust, "Fuck you."

Ignoring my tone, he shrugged, "Okay, if that's what you want."
"What? No, that's not what I want," I objected, while he lifted me up in the air and flipped me over like I was a feather.
"Oh, but we Literotica fans know that's definitely what you want, silk... stockings... lover," Mrs. Jackson said. "Consider this school your very own The Pit."
"But that's just fictional," I objected, as I suddenly found myself upside down with my hands on the floor, while he spread my legs and slid his huge mother fucking dick into my pussy.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, overwhelmed with pleasure, since all those years of fantasizing about black dick, watching porn about black dick, and writing about black dick, had me completely messed ... ands so did his big black dick inside me.
"Look at that! The bitch loves it," the Mom said to her son.
"Such a tight white pussy," he said, as he fucked me in a position I don't think I'd ever even written about in more than 600 erotic stories.

"She's probably never had an actual big dick in that white box until now," the mother said. "Just hundreds of imaginary ones."
"Holy shit, Dad, you're fucking my teacher," my student said, "you're fucking my teacher!"
"Yeah, son, and you can too, if you man up," Mr. Jackson said.
I heard his words, and I moaned, "Nooooooo."
"Yeah, that sounds really convincing, slut," Mrs. Jackson laughed, as she sat on my desk, her legs crossed, and clearly enjoying my humiliation.
"Oh Jesus, I can't believe this is happening," I moaned, unable to do anything but allow Denzel to fuck me while his wife and their son... my student... watched it happening. It was utterly humiliating which, just like in my stories, paradoxically enhanced the pleasure coursing through my body.
"Imagine that my husband is Daddy, and I'm Babygirl," the Mom said, referring to my lengthy Best of Both Worlds interracial series, a fantasy about ourselves I'd collaborated in writing with a real life black couple, where we pretended I sucked and got fucked by a lot of BBC and ate a lot of black dick and pussy, including theirs. "Except that unlike Breezy, that sweet submissive slut, I'm a dominant bitch who seizes exactly what she wants."
"This has gone on way too far," I moaned, trying to pretend I didn't love having this huge black dick in my pussy.
"Oh, you poor dumb slut," she laughed. "We're just getting started turning you into a proper bimbo fuck puppet for the BNWO."
"We're going to make every fucking fantasy you have come true," Denzel added, as he pounded me hard.
"Oh, God," I said, his dick bigger than anything I'd ever had in my pussy. No matter how much or how often I'd written about the glory of big dick, no words could possibly have done justice to the real thing.
"There you go, the slut wants it harder," the Mom pointed out.
"Oh, fuck yes, harder," I moaned, lust consuming me while I about faced and surrendered completely to this dominant black couple... all my rationality shutting down as I allowed myself to be dominated and humiliated without any further objections... at least none for now.
"And she owes you, Darnell," the mother said, "for teasing you so cruelly. Get over there and let your teacher finally suck you off! I bet she's been fantasizing about doing that ever since she saw some other whore sucking your big dick."



"But Mom, I...."
"Now, son," the mother said firmly.
"Get your dick out, son, your teacher needs some more black dick, don't you, slut?" Dad ordered the son and questioned me.
"Noooo-oooooooooh" I moaned, recapturing some of my rationality, even as Denzel filled me up to the brim with his dick.
He laughed as he kept fucking me, "There you go, son, she wants to see your big dick again."
He was right, but that wasn't what I was trying to convey. "Noooo," I whispered, the dick reducing me to a muddled mess, and I was weak as hell.
A few more rough strokes, and he lifted me up, his dick remaining inside me, and he carried me to my desk.
"Oh my God," I said, as his dick moved inside me, stimulating every portion of my insides.
He then set me on my feet, bent me over my desk, and he kept fucking me without losing a beat.

"Your son is a student in one of my classes," I pointed out the obvious, as the father's dick kept sliding in and out of my wanton pussy.
"And in how many stories have you written about how badly you want to get fucked by one of your students, especially by a black one?" the Mom asked.
"That's just erotica," I said, as I felt him lift one of my legs onto my desk, spreading my pussy wider.
"Just erotica is just a person's safe and inconsequential manifestation of what they wish would really happen," Mrs. Jackson said, as her husband shoved his fingers into my mouth, which I mindlessly sucked... indeed becoming a white slut for his black dick.

I looked over, and Darnell had now taken his dick out, and he was stroking it, right in front of his mother. Needless to say, she didn't object at all.
When Denzel pulled his fingers out of my mouth, I stressed, "But those were just some fantasies I wrote," I responded, unintentionally confirming that I really was silkstockingslover.
"Then it's time for some of your fantasies to become realities," the Mom said.
"I can't," I said, "I mustn't," even while I stared at Darnell's huge dick, which was literally making my mouth water while I hungered for it.
Mr. Jackson lifted both of my feet up and cast aside my heels, asking, "Son, doesn't she have sexy legs and feet?"
"Yeah Dad, she has amazing legs and feet," my student agreed.
"My son has a thing for feet," Mr. Jackson explained, as he bent me like a pretzel and kept fucking me.

And God, did it feel good!
"Yeah, see son? She loves black dick," Mrs. Jackson said.
"Say it, slut, say you love black dick," Mr. Jackson ordered.
"Please, not in front of my student," I pleaded.
"It's much too late for that, slut," Mrs. Jackson said. "Bring her over here, honey."
"Sure thing, Shanice honey," he said, pulling out of me.
I moaned, "Nooooo," not only because I didn't want to be stared at by my student while I was this horny, but also because I didn't want that big dick to stop fucking me.
Suddenly I was being presented with two big, black dicks.
Two huge black dicks!.
I'm not sure how many women could have resisted this temptation.
"Suck it, slut, suck it," Shanice Jackson ordered.
"Suck my son's dick," the father ordered.
"Please, no," I said.
"I'm not asking," the Dad said.
"If you want Denzel's black dick back inside your wet white slut pussy ever again, you're going to suck my son's dick, is that fucking clear?" Shanice ordered sternly, slapping my ass.
"Oh God," I moaned, since I really did want that dick back inside me, and secretly I also wanting Darnell's dick in my mouth. It was so fucking big! So beautiful!
Denzel slapped my face with his dick and ordered, Open your mouth, slut."
I mindlessly did, and his dick, wet with my pussy juice, slid right inside. (I've always loved the taste of my pussy on a dick.)
"Oh yeah, you nasty fucking slut, suck my husband's big black dick."
Hoping they might let me get away with sucking just the Dad, which likely wouldn't get me fired... although after seeing the Principal getting double teamed by a student and his Dad, perhaps my job was safe no matter what happened.
After a few bobs, he pulled out, my saliva dripping down his dick, and ordered, "Now suck my son's dick."
"I can't," I said, even as I admired Darnell's dick, which was even larger than Denzel's.
"Do it now, you dumb fucking bitch," Shanice insisted, shoving my head towards her son's dick, and so I instinctively opened my mouth and took it in. "There you go, bitch, there you go!"
So now I had my student's dick in my mouth. All of it, since I couldn't breathe, and I could feel his balls resting against my chin. Now what should I do?
"There you go," Shanice said yet again. "The white slut can deep throat all ten inches of your dick."
"Now suck it, bitch," Denzel said, slapping my ass hard. "And stroke my dick too, while you're at it."
As I began to bob on Darnell's dick, lust consuming me, my abject obedience guiding the way, I blindly waved my other hand around until I found his father's dick, and I began sucking one while stroking the other.

"Yeah, suck my son's dick, you dumb bitch," Shanice encouraged me left-handedly.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned mindlessly, as I sucked on the teen's big black dick.
"Oh, shit," Darnell moaned as I bobbed on his dick. Perhaps it was the many dick sucking adventures in my life, or my research on how to perfect the perfect blow job (most recently in OnlyFamily Ch. 02: First Blow Job) or my plethora of fantasies about sucking whomever's big black dick... but I'd always been a great dick sucker.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned on his dick, like I always did when I was enjoying and getting ever hornier from sucking a dick... which I often did... the fact that I hadn't had a real dick in any of my holes in over half a year enhanced my burning pussy, as did the fact that I was checking off two long-held fantasies from my fuck-it list: hosting a BBC in my pussy and sucking a student (while I was also stroking a bonus black dick with my right hand, which just enhanced my pleasure... literally).
"She loves your dick, honey," Shanice said. "Don't you, slut?"
I took his dick out of my mouth, but brought my left hand into play to stroke Darnell's thick, fat monster, "Yes ma'am, I'm tired of lying you. So yes, I do love your son's black dick."
"Because you're a dirty fucking teacher whore for nigger dick," she added wickedly, her using the 'N' word totally shocking me.
"Yes, I'm a dirty dick slut for big black fat fucking dicks," I admitted, avoiding uttering the 'N' word, before taking the teen's dick back into my mouth. I supposed that black folks could call each other anything they wanted, if the other one didn't object to it, but I'd be damned if I was going to join in on that can of worms! Given my white skin, no way was I entitled!
"Let's really give her your black dick, son," Shanice urged, and she went behind me, grabbed my wrists, and pulled on them both until my arms were fully extended behind me, then she pressed her feet against my upper back and ordered, "Now throat fuck her, son."
"What are you doing?" I asked, bewildered, just before my mouth was once again stuffed with dick.
"Yeah, shut her up with your fat dick, son," Shanice encouraged... and in my stretched out and helpless position, I was certain his dick was going deeper into me than would otherwise ever be possible!

I truly hadn't known my body could stretch like this, while he throat fucked me, and somehow he even managed to finger me at the same time!
He was inside me so deeply, his balls were resting against my chin while he fingered me.
"Get those pants off, son," Shanice ordered.
He quickly dropped his pants, but just like his father, kept his shoes and socks on, and then he slid right back into my mouth... roughly face fucking me some more!

After just a couple minutes of this treatment, thank God, since although it was exhilarating in its kink, it was really uncomfortable, Shanice ordered, "Get naked, son."
He pulled out, and quickly began discarding all his clothes.
"And slut, lose that blouse and skirt," she ordered. "I'm sure my men would like to see what their new white fuck toy looks like, behind her uppity teacher attire.
"I think this has gone far enough," I objected, standing up.
"Bitch," she said, ripping my blouse open... buttons flying everywhere. "I wasn't fucking asking for your opinion, and I never will!"
"Please, I...."
"Shut the fuck up, and do as you're fucking told!" she shouted in my face, before yanking my skirt down to the floor.
Mindlessly, I lifted up my feet one at a time to allow her to remove my skirt.
Denzel removed the tattered remnants of my blouse, and then I was standing there wearing only my bra, garter-belt and stockings.
Shanice stepped up and unclasped my bra. "Nice tits, for a white bitch."
"Yeah, very nice," Denzel agreed, cupping them from behind.
"Mr. and Mrs. Jackson," I began, trembling in my sudden nakedness.
"Go sit on that student desk," Shanice pointed.
"Please, we need to take a moment to think about all of this," I attempted to reason with them.
She grabbed me by the hair and used it to lead me to the desk. "No thinking, just obeying! Sit the fuck down."
I did.
"Now lean back, and allow my darling son to use your stocking-clad feet," Shanice instructed. "You've described this scene in many of your stories."
Defeated and horny, I did as I was told.
"Go ahead son, fuck her feet," Denzel offered me up, as if I was no more than a party favour.
Darnell grasped one of my feet, brought it to his lips, and began licking my sole.
"Oh, you kinky pervert," Shanice said approvingly.
"I'll bet her feet are all sweaty from being in those heels all day," Denzel observed.
"That's right, and they taste good," Darnell agreed.
"Use your other foot to massage his balls, white trash," Shanice ordered.
Being called white trash was even worse than slut or bitch, but enjoying the sensual licking of my foot, I just did as I was told without making any objection.

"Ohhhhh," he moaned, as my silky sheer toes caressed his big black balls.
"You like that, you chocolate stud?" I asked, being drawn into the sexual situation I found myself captivated by, in more than one sense of the expression. I'd already been fucked by the Dad and sucked his son's dick... so pretty much all the lines had been crossed. If they decided to get me fired... I was fired. So... if that was the case, why shouldn't I just let any consequences be damned, and allow myself to enjoy all of this excessive chocolate surrounding me?
"Yes, Ms. Walker," he moaned.
"Call her slut," Shanice suggested.
"I don't know if I want to," he said, as I smoothly massaged his balls.
"From now on, you can call me anything you want, Darnell," I offered.
"Really?" he asked, as I moved my foot... the one he wasn't licking... up to his hard dick and began rubbing it.
"Yes, Darnell. No matter what I might have said in the past, your parents are absolutely right," I said, as he began sucking on my toes. "When you have a dick as big as yours, you can say or do pretty much anything you want, to just about any woman you like."
"Really?" he said, still in awe of his situation... still cute in his sweet naivety... which I was sure would eventually fade away with the more sluts he got.

"Yes, suck on your slut teacher's toes," I moaned.
"Mmmmm," he moaned back, and for a good two or three minutes, he sucked each and every one of my toes into his mouth, while I stoked his dick with whichever foot he wasn't worshipping at the time.
Then I was startled when Shanice announced, "My turn,"
"Huh?" I said, looking behind me. "Oh my," I said next, since she was now naked as well, except for her black thigh high stockings, but also with an additional item of attire... a black strap-on dick.
"I know you enjoy many lesbian fantasies," she said, "and they're generally your best written ones."
"Mom, what are you wearing?"
"A dick for your new teacher pet," she smiled. "Now get over here, teach."
Denzel added, "It doesn't get really fun until Mama Shanice is having fun too."
I got off the desk, and now in full subservient mode, I went over to her. I considered crawling, but I didn't... I'd already been pushed far past my comfort zone, and I'd even done some of the pushing.
Reaching her, I dropped to my knees, and went to suck her dick.
"No, my pussy first, bitch," she corrected me.
I didn't say anything, and I only thought to myself while I extended my tongue and began licking my first black pussy that wasn't imaginary, that here was yet another lifetime goal being checked off of my fuck-it list.
"Oh yeah! How long have you wanted to lap up some sweet dark chocolate?" she asked.
"Years," I answered mindlessly and with total honesty, as I lapped away at her wet, sweet pussy.
"Yeah, all white girls enjoy a fresh chocolate box," she said, as her hand went to the back of my head.
"Mmmmmmm, I moaned, as I happily licked her pussy.

"You see, son," Denzel explained in a fatherly way, as I licked his wife's pussy, "no matter how prim and proper a white bitch appears to be, if you give her the opportunity to become a dick-sucking, pussy-munching slut for black dick or pussy, she'll almost without fail succumb unconditionally."
"Oh yeah, eat that pussy, slut," Shanice moaned, as she began grinding on my face, thus making her dick rub against my forehead... which felt a little weird.
"I still can't believe all of this is happening," Darnell said.
"Well, it is," Mr. Jackson said, "you can likely fuck any girl who's a student here, and definitely every teacher. Whether they realise it up front or not, they've all been hired in part, because of their affinity for offering themselves up as fuck toys for the students they'll be teaching."
"We're what?" I asked, overhearing their conversation.
"Jasmine, you dumb cunt," Shanice said, pulling me up, spinning me around and pushing me against the chalkboard again, "you're a decent teacher. But you were hired primarily because you're a nasty white slut erotica writer, whose stories have been a constant and desperate plea for help for over a decade."
"No, that's not true," I denied, as she slid her dick into me.
"Oh my God," Darnell gasped, "my Mom is fucking my teacher!"
"Yeah, I am," she said, as she lifted up one of my legs and began fucking me.
"Oooooooh," I moaned.

"You see, teacher fuck toy, you were hired to be a dick-sucking, dick-fucking, ass-taking, cum slut for all the black boys here, as well as a pussy-munching, strap-on-taking submissive for all the black girls here," she explained, as she fucked me.
"That can't be true," I said, even though it looked very feasible at the moment.
"During the school day you'll still be a teacher, and you'll usually be treated with the respect your position entails," she continued, "but after hours and on weekends, your job is to make yourself available as any student's fuck toy."
"You're saying I can fuck her any time I want?" Darnell asked.
"You can fuck any of the teachers anytime you want, honey," she clarified, "although please try to limit those activities to when you're not attending class. Your education is still very important."
"'Okay, Mama," he agreed happily.
"You're also welcome to fuck the Principal, her secretary, the guidance councillor, and even any of the janitors," she added, as she pulled out and posed me in a new position, as if I was her Barbie fuck toy... which I guess I was. "However," she went on to say, "for reasons I've never understood, you're not allowed to take any liberties at all with the women who prepare the meals, not even if they ask you to. Maybe it's some FDA regulation, I don't know."
"Wait a minute," I interjected. "I can't deny that at least in my case, you've recruited a teacher who'd love to be a sex slave to my students, especially to the black ones, but I don't want to go to jail for it! With all the sex going on in... I don't know... the classrooms, the hallways, and wherever else... what about the underage students? They must be witnessing all sorts of things they shouldn't!"
"Which is why this school is for twelfth graders only, you dumb cunt," Shanice explained crudely. Nobody is ever allowed on campus unless they're at least eighteen, so there aren't any underage students. And just like the teachers and the rest of the staff, the students are all screened for the ones who want an active sex life."
"So you're saying that my daughter...?"
"Kimberly has already become notorious for always wanting more sex. She's a slut you can be proud of!" Shanice informed me with a chuckle.
And then with my left hand pressed against the chalkboard, my right leg raised high in the air, and my right hand resting on her shoulder, she resumed fucking me, while Darnell and his Dad watched us and stroked their dicks.
The pleasure taking over, my new status and duties now clarified to me in black and white terms, I just closed my eyes and enjoyed getting fucked. I wasn't sure if getting fucked by a strap-on was on my fuck-it list as its own item... but if it wasn't, I'd add it on just to check it off.

"Yes honey, fuck our slut good," Denzel encouraged his wife.
"Do you like this, teacher slut?" she asked.
"Yes," I moaned.
"Look at me when I'm fucking talking to you," she ordered.
I did.
"Are you enjoying this experience?" she asked. "Getting fucked like some cheap whore in front of my husband and one of your students?"
"Yes ma'am," I admitted, ashamed of my answer, but too far gone even to begin hiding behind some façade of propriety.
"And do you want to be stuffed by black dick?"
"Yes, you've convinced me. I now know that even in the real world, I want all the black dick I can get," I answered, looking hungrily at both Denzel and Darnell.
"Shit," Darnell said.



"Do you like watching your Mom fucking your teacher, Darnell?" I asked.
"Shit yeah," he said, staring at me lustfully while he stroked his dick. Now that we both knew the ground rules at this school, I was comfortable about staring at it, and he was comfortable about showing it to me. Win-win!
"Denzel honey, come over here and show your son how to really fuck a white whore," Shanice ordered, as she pulled out of me.
"Watch this, son," he said, coming over to me. "A white bitch doesn't want to be made love to, she wants to be fucked hard. Isn't that right, Ms. Walker?"
As he lifted me up and slid his dick into me, pressing me against the chalkboard, I answered with a load moan, "Yes, Mr. Jackson."
"Yes, what?" he asked, as I wrapped my arms under his arms and onto his shoulders for support. "Explain."
"Yes, I want to be fucked hard by big black dicks like I'm a cheap slut," I answered, as he fucked me.
"You're a wordsmith; you can do much better than that," Shanice complained, as I wrapped my legs around her husband and enjoyed his big dick fucking me.

"Oh fuck, I want to be your entire family's white pet to use however and whenever you please," I said. "Fuck my face, pound my pussy, hammer my asshole, and whatever else... just allow me to be your submissive white fuck toy!"
"Sheer poetry!" she approved.
"Yes, give me that superior black dick," I moaned, in complete rapture... my own words working against me while they enhanced the utter euphoria coursing through me.
"Are you ready to fuck your teacher, son?" Shanice asked.
"May I?" he asked, still lacking his parents' confidence.
"You're the man, you should take whatever you want," she reminded him.
"Yes, Darnell, please come here and fuck your pet teacher," I offered, trying to encourage him and give him the confidence he still lacked. "Your dick was made to fuck white teachers like me into submission."
"Go ahead, son," Denzel said, setting me back on my feet and pulling out of me... wetness leaking down my leg. "Come and fuck your new toy."
"Lose your virginity to your new cum rag cum teacher," the mother added wickedly, as he approached me.
"How do you want me?" I asked.
"I don't know," he said, still struggling to become the man who just took whatever he wanted.
"I'm all yours, Darnell," I said, placing my hand on his dick and stroking it teasingly, "just use me however you feel like it; there aren't any wrong choices."
"Shit," he said.
"How about just turning her around and fucking her, son?" his father suggested. "Then once you've done it once or twice, you can begin experimenting with her various holes, so you can learn the various things you like the best."
"Okay," he said, putting his hands on my hips and spinning me around.
"Mmmmmm, I like a man who knows what he wants," I moaned.
"I-I-I want to lose my virginity to you," he said.
"Then slide that big dick in my pussy and just fuck me," I said, feeling his hard dick between my legs.
"Okay, here goes," he said, pressing his dick against my pussy and sliding it in.
"Oh my God, Darnell, you're so fucking big," I moaned.
"Yeah, show her what you can do," his Dad said.
"Fuck her good, son," his mother encouraged.
"Yeah, be a Jackson man and really fuck her."
"Oh, fuck," he groaned, as he fucked me slowly.
"Yeah, fuck me," I moaned.
"So good," he groaned.
"Yours is the biggest dick I've ever had inside me," I told him honestly, my orgasm rising.
"Oh shit," he moaned, "I-I-I ain't gonna last."
"Breed her, son," Denzel urged.
"Yes, fill her pussy with your load," Shanice encouraged.
And before I had time to agree or disagree with their suggestions, I felt his dick pulse, and then I felt his huge load filling my pussy.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, not having felt the sweet sensations of receiving a load deep inside me for almost a year.
"Yeah, give her all that cum," Denzel said approvingly.

"Yes, keep filling my pussy, don't stop," I moaned, about to come.
"Give it to her," Shanice encouraged.
"Oh fuck," he groaned.
"Give it to me, give it, oh fuck, don't stop, stud, don't stop, ohhhh fuck!" I screamed, as my orgasm ripped through me.
"You made the slut cum, son," Denzel said proudly.
"Yeah, you did," Shanice also approved.
"So good," I agreed mindlessly, quaking from the intensity of my orgasm.
"My turn," Denzel said.
"Let's all get down on the floor and work this bitch over," Shanice suggested, and they led me to the centre of the classroom, and then she guided me down to my knees and onto all fours.
"Such a perfect tableau," Denzel said, as he got behind me and slid into my very wet cunt, now filled with his son's cum.

"Do you like fucking my son and taking my husband's dick, schoolteacher?" she asked, and the way she called me that didn't imply any respect for the office... it was more like a schoolteacher was no different from a slut or a whore.
"Yes," I moaned.
"That's all you can say is yes?" she asked.
"Yes, I love being a cum deposit for your son, and a white whore for your husband," I said wickedly.

"I think she needs to be spit-roasted, honey," Mrs. Jackson suggested.
"You're always thinking good thoughts," the father said. "Son, feed our slut that dick that was just inside her sloppy pussy."
"Yes, Dad," he said, and he slid his dick into my mouth, and I tasted myself on his dick... happy to receive this evidence that I tasted fucking delicious... as I suddenly had two black dicks inside me, and I could check off yet another item on my fuck-it list... getting spit-roasted.
As soon as I had black dick in both ends, I really began owning my role as an insatiable slut. I hungrily sucked Darnell's dick, while Denzel slammed into me from behind... moaning wildly as I sucked.
"There ya go," Shanice said.
"Mmmmmmmm...ooooh," I moaned, as I slobbered all over Darnell's big teen black dick, while getting railed by his father's big dick in my pussy.
"Yeah, give it to her, baby," his Mama encouraged, "blacken our newest BNWO recruit!"
"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned again, the idea of my being no more than a complete cum slut for black dick suddenly looking very appealing... the pleasure inside me unlike any I'd ever experienced... until today, my writer's persona had been a lot more exciting than my much more boring real life persona.
"Really swallow that dick, cum slut," Denzel ordered me, slapping my ass.
"Oh yeah, that's how you do it, son; give her all of that big dick," the Dad encouraged, while I was taking almost twenty inches of black dick simultaneously... and loving it!
"There you go son," Shanice encouraged him. "Give your white teacher slut all that dick."
"Mmmmmmm, I moaned my agreement, indeed wanting all that dick.

Coming up for air, I said, "Darnell, your Dad has his dick so far up inside me!"
"No talking! Just keep your mouth on my son's dick, you dumb fucking bitch," Denzel ordered, really pounding me from behind.
"Shit, she really can take dick," Shanice approved.
"I didn't take the entire day off to expect anything less," Denzel said.
"Oh God, your Dad is destroying me with his dick," I moaned wildly, this fucking much more intense than any of the previous ones.
"That's right, bitch," Shanice said, "this is how we do it. We fuck the living shit out of our whores."
"I said no talking! Suck his dick, just suck his dick!" the father reprimanded me, slapping my ass twice. And it hurt!
"Sorry," I apologized, taking his son's big dick back in my mouth.
"There you go," Shanice said, "Take it, take it, take my husband's black dick in that white slut box."
And as I got spit roasted good, Shanice kept assaulting me verbally, "Experience your new reality... take that dick... suck my son... take those dicks in both ends... show my guys how much you love nigger dick!"
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as my second orgasm was rising, and her use of the 'N' word for some reason added an extra kick to my growing rapture.
"Open her up, babe," Shanice encouraged her husband.
"Oh fuck, don't stop, don't stop," I moaned, about to erupt.
"Come on my dick, slut, come on your black master's dick," Denzel ordered.
The word 'master', one I employed in many of my blackened stories, was enough to explode me, as I came for a second time, crying out, "Yes, Masssssssster!"
"Shit, she really is just like her characters," Shanice chuckled.
"It's my turn to fuck her again," Darnell said.
"There you go, take the initiative," his Mama approved.
His Dad pulled out, Darnell flipped me onto my back even while I kept coming, and he slid into me.
"That's it son, take whatever you want from the bitch," his Dad said approvingly.
"Oh fuck," I moaned.
"God, she is an insatiable slut," Denzel said.
"But to be a good slut, she's got to multitask," the Mom said. "Stroke our dicks, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, completely drawn into the realisation of this fantasy I'd written about so many times.
"That's right, bitch, I am your Mistress," she said. "And all black girls and women are your Mistresses."
"I understand and agree, Mistress," I responded, as I stroked her plastic dick and her husband's flesh and blood throbbing one... his wet with my pussy juice.

"Tell us how much you love black dick," she ordered.
"I fucking love black dick," I responded.
"Oh yeah, son, get yourself some of that white pussy," she said.
"Your dick is so big, Darnell," I moaned.
"Show us how well you can take his dick, slut," Shanice ordered a minute later. "Ride my son's dick."
"Yes, Mistress." I obeyed mindlessly.
A moment later, I was straddling my student's huge dick, and taking it all the way inside of me. "Oh fuck, so fucking big," I moaned, as I sat on ten inches of perfect dick.
"Son, there are these kinds of sluts all over the world," his father said.
"Yes, they're everywhere," his mother agreed.
"There will always be one willing and able to take your dick anywhere, anytime," Denzel continued. "Always at least one."
"Please don't forget that I'm one too," I moaned, as I rode his dick and stroked the other two dicks within my reach.

"Yes, you are," Shanice agreed.
I rode his dick for a couple minutes before his Mom suggested, "You need to fuck her on top of her own desk."
"Yeah, dominate her on her desk," his father agreed. "Then every time she sits down at it, she'll think of you."
So before I knew it, I was on top of my desk, once again riding Darnell, while I sucked his Dad.

"God, what an amazing ass," Darnell said, staring right at it as I rode him, while keeping his Dad's dick in my mouth.
"If you like it, then feel free to fuck it," Shanice suggested.
"Really?" he asked.
"Yeah, white women are called three-hole fuck sluts for a reason, aren't you, whore?" the mother asked.
"Yes we are, Mistress," I agreed. I didn't usually love getting ass fucked, only enjoying it when I was quite intoxicated... but at the moment I was completely intoxicated from all the black dick I'd been pleasured with, and I was willing to do anything to keep this marathon fuck session going... with any unforeseen consequences coming back to bite me at some other later time.
Darnell, following his mother's instructions, laid down on his back with his knees raised, and after she'd liberally lubed both his dick and my ass, she ordered me, "Now look up towards the ceiling with your tits in the air, and slowly lower your asshole onto my son's dick."
"Yes, Mistress." I obeyed, excited and yet a bit fearful about what was about to happen.
I slowly lowered my ass onto his dick... the initial pain a distinct burn, while his dick slid slowly into my long neglected asshole... it easily being more than a couple of years since I'd last had a dick in my ass: the New Years Eve before COVID, to be exact.
"Oh fuck!" I whimpered, as my ass swallowed his dick.
"Shit, she really is a submissive slut," Denzel said.
"Yes, and now she'll be a BBC lover for the rest of her life," Shanice added.
"Yeah, son, no white girl ever goes back to white men after they've experienced the thrill of BBC," Mr. Jackson told him.
"Cool," he said, as he stared at my ass and at his dick disappearing into it.
"Now ride it, slut," Mrs. Jackson ordered.
And I did, at first taking only three or four inches of his massive hammer in my ass.
"Suck me too, bitch," Mr. Jackson said from behind me.
I turned my head, but he said, "No, not that way. Son, hold onto her hips."
"Okay, Dad," he said, and he did just that.
"Now slut, bend your head way backwards," Denzel instructed me.
I did, he slid his dick into my mouth, and I found myself in a sex position I could never properly even try to explain in words. It was kinda sorta an anal spit-roast position, but it really wasn't.

After a couple minutes of some very difficult anal riding and above-my-head dick sucking, Darnell's Dad pulled out, stepped over me to the other end of the desk, and laid down on top of me in a missionary position, except his son was still lying underneath me with his dick in my ass. Denzel slid his dick into my pussy.
"Oh yes," I moaned, suddenly able to check yet another experience off of my fuck-it list... DP, aka double penetration.
But then after only a couple dozen strokes into me both fore and aft, my anal pain made me flinch and wobble, Darnell fumbled his grip on me, and I almost fell off the desk, taking Denzel with me. Almost.
"Here, let me take your place lying on the desk," he said to his son.
"Okay Dad," Darnell agreed.
So the next thing I knew, I had Mr. Jackson's dick rammed up my ass and Darnell was lying on the top of our sex sandwich, pounding my pussy.
"Oh fuck, yes," I moaned, pleasure now replacing my prior pain, Denzel's slightly smaller dick making all the difference.

Within a couple minutes, I was coming again!

"Fuck!" I screamed.
Amused, "Only real sluts come from getting double penetrated," Shanice taunted me.
"Which only proves that I am a real slut," I bantered weakly, as the guys kept fucking me through my orgasm number three.
Then while I recovered, I was relocated down to the floor, where after a short break, I was double... and sometimes triple penetrated in a variety of positions... with Shanice and her strap-on now included in the mix... leading to my fourth orgasm of the afternoon!



Eventually I was pulled onto my knees, then cheered on by his mother, my student Darnell readied himself to drop his second load of this afternoon's wild encounter. He'd begun the afternoon as a virgin, but thanks to his favourite teacher, he wasn't one any longer!

"Get ready for my son's load all over your face, slut," Shanice warned me.
"Yes, Mistress," I said, then I turned to her son's big dick and begged him, "Give me that big load, Darnell. Come all over your teacher's face."
"Oh fuck, Ms. Walker," he grunted, shooting his warm cum all over my face a few seconds later.

Then, with cum dripping from my face, Denzel ordered, "Lie on your desk again, slut. It's time for me to breed you."
"Yes Master," I hurried to obey him, looking forward to feeling his dick inside me again, and to another load filling my pussy.
It took just over a minute before he busted his nut inside me.



As cum leaked out of me once he was finished, I reached down to scoop some of it up. I did it extremely slowly.
   

And then I fed it to myself.

"Wow, you're such a slut," Shanice said.
"Yeah, she's one of the best, "Denzel agreed, as he climbed off the desk.
I too got down, went halfway across my classroom, retrieved the remnants of my blouse, and used them as a rag to wipe the cum off my face.
"Now it's Momma's turn," Shanice announced.



Startled, I asked, "We're not done yet?"
"Not until Momma gets off," she said, sitting on top of the same student desk where I'd done that foot playing with her son earlier. Which now seemed like an eternity ago! She ordered, "Onto all fours."
"But I don't...."
"Now, bitch," she snapped.
I dropped down to my knees, and then leaned forward onto all fours.

"Crawl to me," she ordered.
I obeyed, a rush of adrenaline coursing through me while I performed the task. This was another scene I'd written about many times during my career.

When I reached her, she ordered me to kiss her feet. "That's it, white bitch. Bow down to your Mistress," she said, "and kiss my heels."
I did... which wasn't as exciting as licking her nylon-clad toes or soles would have been, but those were still possibilities.
"Now come and eat the chocolate you're craving."
That was more like it! "Yes, Mistress," I agreed.
I licked her pussy hungrily... tasting and feeling it getting wetter and wetter... in part from my saliva dripping into it... but only in part.

I really got into that pussy... burying my face as deeply as I could.

"Shit, she's really in there," she moaned. "I think this slut really loves her work!"
"Get off on her desk," Denzel suggested.
"Yeah, that's a good idea," she agreed, pushing my head away, and going over to my desk. She hopped onto it, and I silently crawled over to her again.
Reaching my desk, I resumed diving in for my chocolate fix.

I ate her pussy for several more minutes, her moans continually soft, as I explored all the folds of her pussy.

    
Then, her orgasm close, she got off of my desk and stood up, shoved my head deep into her pussy, and ground on my face until she coated me with her cum.

"Fuck, you nasty pussy munching sluuuuuuut!" she screamed.
A few minutes later, everyone but me once again clothed, Mrs. Jackson began quizzing me about a few things. "So, slut... do you now understand why you're here at our exclusive school?"
"Yes, Mistress. I'm here to teach, but primarily to serve the BNWO."
"And you will willingly obey every black boy and girl here... no matter what they require you to do, where they require you to do it, and who's watching?"
"Do you mean including my daughter?"
"I was thinking of her, yes."
"Yes, Mistress. She's already eaten some pussy in front of me, so we've crossed that line."
"Glad to hear it. And what if one of your black students requires you to teach class in the nude?"
"I believe that's a trick question Mistress, since that would disrupt his schooling and thus be against the rules. However, the moment the final bell rings to finish a day's classwork, I become fair game, even if I haven't had a chance to leave the classroom yet. So at that point, I'll happily do whatever anyone wants me to, even if the entire class is watching... or if they take part."
"And will there be any further nonsense about my son Darnell satisfying his sexual needs?"
"No Mistress, I now understand your son is at liberty to do whatever he pleases, with whomever he pleases, and whenever he pleases, with the only limitation being he shouldn't disrupt any classes."
"Good," she said. "I'm happy we could clear up our misunderstandings so amicably."
"As am I, Mistress."
Then the three of them left.
Once I was alone, and before I had time to put anything on, Shay came in. She looked me up and down and said, "Judging by your lack of clothing, I take it you now understand your position here. Knees."
"Yes I do, Mistress," I replied. I went over to her and dropped to my knees. "How may I serve you?"
"Mmmmmm, like mother, like daughter," she smiled wickedly, looking down at me. "I'm glad you asked."
She kept me busy for about twenty minutes, while I ate her pussy and finger fucked her among other things, and then she turned the tables by fist fucking me on my desk.

Followed by a hard anal fucking... with a strap-on even fatter than (but not as long as) Denzel or Darnell's, making me scream!


She then sat on my face to get herself off.

Once she'd climaxed, she advised, "You should probably go out to the pool and check on your daughter."
"Oh?" I said.
"Yeah, that's usually where the Saturday afternoon orgy happens," she said, slapping my ass and walking out.
I considered getting dressed, but figured fuck it... if my principal purpose around here was to be a submissive slut for black dick and pussy, I wanted to make it immediately obvious to anyone who saw me that I was open for monkey business. I also needed to check on my daughter, and make sure she was a willing participant... that she, just like her mother, was happy to be a submissive slut for black dick and pussy. Judging by what Jamal had mentioned about her while he and his Dad were fucking Principal Hamilton, she didn't seem to have any complaints.
As I went to leave, Shay stuck her head back in the doorway and added, "And I expect to see the story of your fall from grace released on Literotica very soon. Just change everyone's names, and don't mention our school by name, or even reveal which state it's in... I'm sure you know the drill."
"You will, I will, I won't, and I do," I agreed.
"And I want it illustrated," she added.
"Yes ma'am," I agreed, again without any hesitation. This would be a great story to tell! I then headed out towards the pool... which was nicer than the few in Vegas I'd visited.
While I was passing through the change room on my way to the pool, I encountered one of my black students named Angela, who was commando, and was wearing a skirt short enough that her lack of panties was obvious. With total lack of any ceremony, she bent me over and rubbed my pussy. She asked, "Are you finally accepting your role at this school, slut?"

"
Yes, I most certainly am, Mistress," I moaned, as she slid her fist into my pussy.

After she made me scream like a cheap slut, she pulled me by the hair, pushed me down to my knees, and made me eat her cunt. Not that I was unwilling!

After a couple minutes, she greeted another black student. "Hey, Jamie."
"I see that our final teacher has fallen," Jamie laughed. I felt her hand on the back of my head.

"They always do," Angela said, while I got her off.
I then got Jamie off too... while she sat on my face on the cold tiled floor.

I finally reached poolside, where I saw the chemistry teacher Jessica Smythe getting spit roasted, Coach Gisele Truffaut sucking a dick in the water, and then on the far side of the pool, my daughter with dicks in all three of her holes.
One orgasm (not mine) and two cunts munched later, I finally made it to the far side of the pool, to see my daughter getting totally fucked.

I was shocked!
I was also jealous!
The young slut was only eighteen years and four months old, but she'd managed to get herself fucked airtight by three BBC's before I had... ever! Which I would have to rectify, and soon.
I watched my hot little sexpot of a daughter in action for a few minutes, feeling more than a little proud and horny as her men took turns in all three of her holes, before they pushed her onto her back, and deposited three massive loads all over her pretty face and tight body.
I then strolled over, looked down at her and said, "I see you're enjoying some fun poolside activities."

She smiled up at me and said, "Hi Mom! Nice tits! They tell me you've been getting your share of chocolate today as well."
"We Walker sluts can't ever get too much chocolate," I smiled, dropping to my knees and taking Derek's BBC into my mouth... after it was most recently inside my daughter Kimberly's asshole.
"You look so good with that black dick in your mouth, Mom," she said, sitting up. "Welcome to the BNWO!"
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned my agreement, adding, "Ymlmkpmtuhgmdlfkthttmf," which in mouth-stuffed-full-of-BBC-speak translates as, "You look pretty good that way too!"
I didn't know what the rest of today might bring, although I was going to do my best to address the airtight thing, and hopefully I'd dine on some more black pussy. I also wasn't sure what the weekend and the future held... but as long as there'd be chocolate to enjoy, I figured I'd love it here... and obviously so would Kimberly, who was now licking a black woman's pussy near the pool, without a trace of reluctance! I didn't recognise the woman, which puzzled me, until I remembered this was a parental visitation weekend. Apparently the parents didn't only come to visit on these weekends so they could pull certain noob teachers' heads out of their asses and set them straight... the school gave them other perks as well.. such as my daughter Kimberly, who appeared to be delighted to play her part... not that I blamed her.

Derek led me a short distance away from the pool, where he face fucked me good.

He made me beg for his dick, which I did desperately, pleading, "Please let me suck that dick that was just buried deep in my daughter's asshole."

I then rode him in the water, while his buddy watched:

Before he busted a nut in my pussy.
The wild orgy wasn't over however... not by a long shot. I shared a huge black dick with two Moms who were visiting their girls. It seemed that I wasn't the only white woman on board with the BNWO!



Then... things got really wild.
My daughter came over and began licking the cum off of my face and my boobs.
"Honey!" I gasped, feeling her warm, wet mouth on my tits.
"We mustn't ever waste cum, Mommy, you should know better than that," she said, licking all the cum off of me.
"Honey, we shouldn't be doing this," I objected, "you're my daughter!" although my pussy was on fire... not having gotten dicked by the last stud... just most of his load.
"Hush, Mommy" she reasoned with me. "Lots of the black students and parents around here like watching or fucking Moms and their children with each other, so we bottom feeders only get two choices: either we can play with each other and feel all guilty and miserable about it, or we can enjoy fucking each other. As for me, I think you're really hot, and I want to eat your pussy... and do whatever with you... any chance I can get. And you don't have much time to decide, because two Daddies want to fuck us together right now, Mommy."
"But honey, I'm..."
"Ssshhhh, Mommy, you've been totally outed, and I know you love black dick," she said. "I've been reading your stories for a couple of days, and you're one nasty Mommy. I especially like the one where a girl named Hannah comes home on Valentine's Day and finds her Mommy all depressed, so she cheers her up by seducing her. I thought it was really hot when I imagined that was you and me together!"
I realised she was describing the Comforting Mom story I'd written back in 2018.
"Honey, I...." I began to speak, not knowing how I'd finish the sentence, when she silenced me by kissing me.
I was stunned, but after a moment, I kissed her back... melting into her. "When did my daughter become so wise?"
"Only since the day we moved here Mom, when Shay started ordering me to do stuff."
"Get over here, Mom and daughter sluts," a deep voice called out.
"Let's go have some fun together, Mom," she said, taking my hand. "We have a couple of Daddies who want to use our white pussies."
"This is totally surreal," I said.
"So was reading all your porn about black dick and pussy, plus..." she said, squeezing my hand, "...all those hot Mom and daughter stories."
I didn't respond, not knowing what to say. I certainly couldn't deny writing all those stories. And I hadn't pictured the daughter being Kimberly when I'd written Comforting Mom, since back then Kimberly had only been thirteen, but I had much more recently, when I'd written OnlyFamily, a short series of stories about a mother not only fucking her daughter and son, but doing it in front of a large internet audience.
Then my daughter and I were fucked together by two older black men.

My daughter shocked me a few minutes into our marathon fuck session, when she licked my pussy for about a minute before guiding a fat, black dick into me.


My daughter then suggested they spit roast me... which they heartily did.


Then we both got ass fucked... my daughter for the first time ever by a real dick... although she'd been getting anally trained all week by the other girls using strap-ons. Although I still wasn't totally sure how I felt about it, I couldn't resist licking her inviting peach, when it was literally right in front of my face.

We finished them off, right after we both came from being sodomized.

Then... as the men left us... my daughter pushed me to the grass, and we shared a family 69. By this time I'd left all my doubts behind, and since my daughter was an adult, and she was so enthusiastically consenting, I thoroughly enjoyed having incest with her!
I was lapping away, when Shanice Jackson happened by and observed, "Wow, slut! You really are checking off lots of items on that fuck-it list you mentioned."
"Mmmmmmm," I responded, "and you're the one who started the ball rolling for me, Mistress. Thank you so much!" as I hungrily lapped away at my daughter's pussy. At this rate, I'd soon need to dream up an entirely new fuck-it list.

"Fucking white bitches," she laughed... as the wild day of revelation continued.

Deleted Scenes/Pictures
Although I created a lot of shots for this story, as usual, I didn't use them all.
Mr. Jackson Alternate Fuck Scene
This one I liked, where I was trying to make it look like he was pulling my hair; but alas, it just didn't fit into the flow of the story.




Darnell's first time with Ms. Walker alternate pics.
As often happens, this story evolved greatly while I was writing it. So in my original non-illustrated version I sucked his dick his Dad fucked me, but eventually I went a very different way.
The second and third pic were created, but I never seriously considered using them, truth be told.


dddd
Deleted Scene Sucking Darnell (while Mama watches)
I planned to use this shot until I realized my blouse was already missing in the picture, but it wasn't in the text of the story. Alas, it had to go.

Deleted Foursome pics
I created quite a few images for the foursome fucking... some that just didn't flow. Here they are... and these positions may show up in some future story.




Alternate Mr. Jackson creampie.
I decided to go with the multiple on my desk pics... I really loved them... but this one was kind of fun too.

Alternate Lesbian Pics
Like the foursome, I created quite a few lesbian pics (you probably know how much I love lesbian sex scenes), but there were too many them, and I didn't use quite a few (originally I'd imagined two full lesbian sex scenes, but later on, I decided that was just too much).
So here are some of the ones I didn't use.





DELETED LESBIAN CLOSE-UPS
I had a lot of fun trying to get some close-ups of me eating pussy, and here are some I didn't use.




DELETED POOL POSE
A really hot image that just didn't flow well or look quite believable... but it was still hot.

DELETED: PERFECT POSES
There was a perfect pose of Mrs. Jackson, and another one of me crawling on the floor with a great close-up (I considered both of them for the story's front cover, but then went with the one I did use).
I think you'll agree these are pretty delicious.

OKAY...
FINALLY...
IT'S OVER... although perhaps later on, I'll come up with some more BNWO stories to tell. Any suggestions?
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Coed's BBC Discovery
Summary: Coed fucks black guy to pay off boyfriend's debt and....
Note 1: This is an April Fool's Day story, because of the multiple ending choices. Feel free to share which one you like the best.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
I was a senior in college, and I'd just returned home from classes, when I learned some very alarming news.
Ben, my boyfriend of just over two years, and the only guy I'd ever had intercourse with, was in the kitchen, a bottle of whiskey on the table... no glass... which was very unlike him... and he was clearly rattled.
Concerned, I asked, "Ben, what's wrong?"
"I don't even know where to begin," he said with a heavy sigh. Ben was ordinarily an outgoing, vibrant young man, and he was very well off, having made a lot of money by developing a gaming app back when he was twenty.
"How about from the start?" I suggested, trying to lighten the mood, pulling out a chair beside him and sitting down. "What's going on?"
"Honey, I really fucked up," he said, looking like he was about to cry. One thing I loved about him was he didn't hide his feelings like most men did. He wasn't some crybaby or Mommy's boy, but he showed emotion. He cried during sad movies, when his father had passed a few months ago, and when we found a dog on the side of the road that some asshole had left for dead. He tried to save him, and although he wasn't successful, it showed me what kind of man he really was.
"Honey, what did you do?" I asked, a little frightened by his behaviour. "Whatever it is, we can get past it." Having been cheated on in both of the semi-serious relationships I'd been in before Ben (because I wouldn't give up my virginity), I was immediately worried that he too had cheated on me, which I likely couldn't get past.
"For the past few months..." he began, and my heart sank, because instantly I knew... he had cheated. I'd given him my virginity and became an insatiable slut for him... I discovered I loved sex... loved sucking dick (which I had done with my first two boyfriends, but for them only reluctantly)... and I'd come to love being a little slutty: talking dirty, being called names, taking facials, doing a couple cum walks while we were in New Orleans for Mardi Gras, and even several wild public sex encounters during the week we'd spent at one of the Hedonism Resorts in Jamaica. And I'd done all of that with Ben.
Now I should note that I come from a very religious family. My dad was a church minister, my brother was going into the same field... the wrath of God had always been threatened at me and my siblings for every little thing... which actually made me resent God, instead of drawing me to him... especially because the double gender standard was never more prominent than in our church. (You probably know the drill: the short version is that the only good girls and women are the ones who go along with whatever bullshit their men subject them to.)
So I was a good girl.
And until Ben... I was convinced I would remain virginal until marriage... but after a year of being together, and he'd never pressured me to have sex (by then I was giving him daily blow jobs, often multiple times a day), I decided to give him my virginity.
It was amazing!
Romantic!
Intense!
And it taught me that when my church told me sex is sinful, it was all lies.
No way would God call something so pleasurable a sin.
No way.
"Are you about to confess you cheated on me?" I asked, needing to know right away.
"No, no, no!" he shook his head franticly, and looked into my eyes for the first time since I'd gotten home.
I gave a huge sigh of relief. If it wasn't cheating, then we could get past it. "Thank goodness! That's the one thing I couldn't forgive you for."
He sighed.
Oddly, my words didn't comfort him. "I'm serious," I said, putting my hand on his leg, "whatever it is, we can get through it together."
"I'm broke," he said.
"Broke?" I repeated. That was astonishing news, since we'd lived rather lavishly since I moved in with him. He had a condo on the ocean. He was very well off. I didn't know that when I met him, I'm no good digger, but it had been awfully nice not to be stressed about money, like I'd been all through my freshman year, when I'd worked almost full time while carrying a full load of classes.
So he really had been my knight in shining armour, since I'd been really burning out and thinking seriously about going back home after my freshman year. I couldn't keep up with the rigours of schooling and working to survive.
"Well, it's worse than broke, actually. I'm twenty thousand dollars in debt," he said, again avoiding eye contact.
"That isn't the end of the world," I said. Twenty grand was a lot, don't get me wrong, but with his assets, he could easily get a loan for that much.
"No, it kind of is," he said, exhaling another heavy sigh. I was pretty sure he'd sighed more during the past three minutes than he had during the entire time we'd been together.
"Then sell some of your assets," I suggested. He had at least a few hundred thousand worth of collectables.
"They won't accept money," he said.
"What?" I asked, that not making sense. And who was 'they'?
"I've been gambling lately," he said, looking me in the eye again. "A lot."
"Okay," I said tentatively. He wasn't really addressing the question in my head.
"And these men are very ruthless," he continued.
"And they won't accept your money?" I asked. Usually, no matter how bad people were, they always took money.
"No," he said, as tears began to flow down his face. "I really fucked up."
"Worse than losing lots of money gambling?" I asked, thinking this was really stupid of him, and it explained a few times he'd been out late recently, but money was just money.
"It was a poker game, and I had a perfect hand, a can't lose hand," he said.
"But you still lost?"
"I didn't have enough money to match the raise, and Mr. Big suggested something nefarious," he said, looking so guilty.
I thought to myself, Mr. Big, really? Do some people call themselves things like that? You couldn't make this shit up. "What did he suggest?"
Ben sighed.
He looked away from me.
He whispered a single word that shocked me to the core, and at first, I hoped I hadn't heard it right, "You."
"Did you say me?" I asked, after a few seconds.
"I had a can't lose hand," he repeated, looking up at me. "It was a no risk gamble."
"But you lost?"
"Yeah," he sighed.
"How?" I asked, needing to know. We sometimes played penny ante poker with friends, I knew the game. "What was your can't lose hand you bet me on?"
"I had four jacks," he said.
That was a good hand. Not unbeatable, but it had a ridiculously high win percentage.
He sighed. Again.
"What did he have?" I asked.
"A straight flush," he said, sighing yet again.
"Fuck," I sighed; that was some really bad luck. Although it didn't excuse him putting me up as collateral, even though I wasn't completely sure what that even entailed.
"Yeah," he sighed.
There was a long silence. He obviously didn't want to say any more, so somehow it had to be even worse than what he'd already revealed.
Finally, I asked, "if they won't take money, then what exactly does it mean that Mr. Big won me?"
"You don't want to know," he said, his voice sounding totally defeated.
"No, I do. I want to know exactly what situation you've landed me in," I said, getting a little annoyed. "I understand slavery is still legal in India, Pakistan, and various other countries. Will I have to move to one of them and be his indentured servant for the rest of my life?"
"No! It's nothing anywhere nearly that bad! But it's still bad, and you don't have to do it," he said, again looking into my eyes.
"And if I don't comply with something I never agreed to, then what happens to you?" I asked, still unsure of what this would entail, but I'm not stupid. I was likely going to have to do something sexual with Mr. Big... whoever he was.
"Don't worry about it," he said, again looking away.
"You got me into this, so tell me what's at stake," I demanded. "What will happen to my boyfriend if I refuse to go along with whatever I'm supposed to do." I was finally getting pissed off... the shock and disbelief of his getting me into this whatever-it-was now fading.
"Likely a broken leg or something," he said, "these guys don't play by the rules."
"Then why the fuck were you gambling with them?" I asked, although that no longer mattered.
"I don't know," he sighed. "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry."
"It doesn't matter," I was the one who sighed now. "So what exactly do I have to do to get you out of this?"
"I don't want you to do it," he said.
"Too fucking late for that, isn't it," I said with some spite, standing up. "What do I have to do so they won't maim you?"
"Spend an evening in his house," he whispered, still avoiding eye contact.
"And fuck him?" I asked bluntly. "I have to go into a stranger's house and fuck the guy?"
"Yeah," he said so sheepishly, he barely seemed like a man.
"So, if I go out and fuck some guy who calls himself Mr. Big, your debt is paid?" I asked, repeatedly emphasizing the word 'fuck' out of spite. I still couldn't believe he'd done this!
"Yeah," he said, tears streaming down his face, making me instantly soften.
"And you promise never to gamble again?" I asked.
"Never," he said, looking up at me shamefacedly.
"Then set it up," I said, figuring that was the only solution . I loved Ben, even if he was a fucking idiot for what he did... since he was my idiot. And sex was just sex. I could whore myself out once... for him.
"You sure?" he asked.
"Fucking set it up," I snapped. "I'll go and fuck this Mr. Big for you this once. Just once! If you ever pull this shit again, you're on your own. Is that understood?"
"Yes, I'm so sorry," he said, still looking overwhelmed with guilt.
I softened. "I know, I know. Let's just get this over with, so we can move forward."
"Okay," he nodded.
I bent down and kissed him. "And this isn't cheating, since I'm doing it for you. I hope you know how much I love you."
"I know," he said, as I reached for his dick. For reasons I couldn't explain, I was suddenly feeling very horny.
"Now get on the phone and set it up, and then meet me in the bedroom," I ordered.
"Really?"
"Yeah, you can start repaying your debt to me with your tongue," I said... since that was the only way he really got me off. Even though we'd done some crazy shit together, I hadn't ever come during intercourse.
"Okay," he nodded.
Thirty minutes later, I had a date for tomorrow night... and had come on my boyfriend's face.
I had no idea what I was in for, nor did I think this was remotely a good idea, but I'd do anything for love.
.....
The next night, dressed in my college cheerleader outfit, mocha pantyhose and no bra or panties, at the request of Mr. Big, Ben drove me to his house... actually, his mansion... which made Ben's very nice house on the oceanfront where we lived look like a bedroom.
I was greeted at the door by a big-busted white woman wearing a sexy black and white maid's outfit... which I'd never seen except in a picture before. She was displaying acres of cleavage, and her skirt was so short that her thigh high black stockings were completely in view. She obviously wasn't wearing a bra, but at least she was wearing panties, which I knew because I could see them.
"Come in," she offered warmly.
Ben and I stepped into the luxurious mansion.
"Please remove your shoes and take a seat. Master will be with you soon," she said.
"Master?" I repeated, shocked by the word.
"Yes, we call him Master," she confirmed, looking at me like that wasn't strange at all. Nor was the fact that one of the prettiest women I'd ever seen in real life was dressed like a Halloween slut.
Already this was getting weird. As we were left shoeless and alone, Ben watching the maid walk away, as did I, since she was utterly beautiful, I asked, "Are we in Wonderland?"
"Not yet Alice, but you're about to be," a deep voice said from behind me.
I turned my head around to see a man dressed in a full suit, easily in his late forties or even fifties, bald, black, and utterly handsome, strolling towards me. This man exuded confidence! "Uh, hi," I greeted, instantly feeling nervous.
Was I here to fuck a black man?
A black man about the same age as my parents?
What had Ben got me into?
"So you're Belle," he said, his southern accent and deep voice surprisingly sexy.
"I am," I nodded, trying to appear casual, even though I was incredibly nervous.
"She's even prettier in person, Ben," the man I assumed was Mr. Big said.
Ben didn't say anything.
I asked, "He showed you pictures of me?"
"Yes, it was part of the deal," Mr. Big said. "The ones of you in the red lingerie were particularly sexy."
I turned to Ben and glared.
A couple months previously, he convinced me to pose for some sexy pictures for him. I agreed. He bought me some all-red lingerie with stockings... he loved stockings... and took a few dozen pictures of me posing... including a few with my legs spread to showcase my shaved pussy, and many of my small breasts and my very hard nipples.
"I hope your white hairless pussy is even prettier than in those pictures too," Mr. Big said.
Somehow, and perhaps irrationally, this pissed me off much more than his staking my virtue on a bet. That was a risk that had really looked like a sure thing that he'd nevertheless lost... but showing anyone those photos had been by choice. And a betrayal.
So, with anger fuelling my actions, I responded, as I looked directly back to the good looking, well built, black man, "Oh, yes! My white pussy is to die for."
This made him roar with laughter. "I like that, I like that a lot! Come with me, pretty girl."
He took my hand and led me upstairs and down a long hallway.
Ben didn't follow.
I should have been terrified. I was going into a stranger's bedroom to have sex. I was about to have sex with a black man. Now I have nothing against black men, I didn't buy into the stereotypes. Neither about their so-called hood life, or their supposed huge dicks. I imagined that like everything else, the truth was somewhere in the middle.
That said, was he called Mr. Big because of his size, his power, or perhaps from what he was packing underneath those tailored pants? I was about to find out, and a growing part of me wanted that very much.
Ben was a fine lover. I mean so far as I knew he was, since I'd only ever been with him. His dick was small, just over four inches, and I'd never once come from penetration, but he had a great tongue, and he knew how to get me off, often multiple times, while dining between my legs.
But I'd be lying if I said I'd never wondered what a bigger dick would feel like.
I watched porn.
I read erotica.
I was curious.
Very curious.
I was pretty sure I was about to find out.
Reaching the massive bedroom, with a king-sized bed, he led me to the bed, and immediately beside it, he placed his big strong hands on my shoulders and gently, but firmly, guided me to my knees.
I liked the direct approach. "Oh my," I said, as I looked at his crotch, where a big bulge was prevalent, and then up at his face.
"You know why you're here, right?" he asked.
"I do," I nodded, looking up at him.
"And will you be a good obedient girl?" he asked.
"Yes, sir," I nodded, looking back at his crotch, and addressing him in a subservient manner.
"In this room, you're to call me Master, is that clear?" he said firmly, his deep voice and confident demeanour a real turn-on... one of the reasons I fell for Ben... his confidence... until yesterday, in any case.
(You may wonder how this man dominating me was different from my family's sexist attitudes, and at least to me, the answer was simple. Except for setting the boundaries that I had, I'd always been slightly submissive in the bedroom, and I got off on it. It was all the rest of the time that I objected to male chauvinism.)
"Yes Master," I said, moving my hand to his crotch and giving it a squeeze. "Oh my God!"
"It's likely a lot bigger than your white boyfriend's," he said knowingly... although I had no idea how he would know that.
"Way bigger," I said, as I felt the big fat dick and was instantly curious what it would look like.
"Take it out," he instructed, "if you're impressed just from feeling it, I want to see the look in your eyes when you actually see it."
"Yes Master," I said, the honorific flowing off my tongue so smoothly, as I surprised myself by eagerly fishing out his dick... I sure as hell really did want to see it!
I unbuckled his belt.
I undid his pants.
I pulled his zipper down.
I tugged his slacks down to his ankles.
His dick was now perfectly contained in a tight pair of boxer briefs that left little to the imagination.
"Wow," I breathed, as I admired just the outline of his obviously very large dick. "Should I keep going, Master?"
"Go right ahead," he allowed grandiosely. "White bitches love this big black dick."
I reached out and pulled his underwear down.
"I imagine... soooooo!" I gasped with a major overwhelming response, as his huge dick was suddenly directly before me. Only halfway hard, it already looked majestic. So much bigger than Ben's. They were scarcely even the same species of dick.
"Like?" he asked, in a tone of pure confidence.
"Wow," was my response, not saying yes or no, but not really needing to... I was obviously completely blown away.
"Most white bitches who've ever had white boyfriends are completely in awe of my dick, and of any black dick," he bragged.
"It is very impressive," I said, unable to stop myself from reaching out to stroke the beautiful dick.
"But do you like it?" he repeated.
"Yeah," I answered in a lustful daze, as I used both hands to properly stroke it, his fat member way too massive to stroke with only one hand.
"Show me how much, my sexy white slut," he said. "Take it in your mouth."
Being called a slut was something that had always pissed me off. Or actually, guys calling any girl a slut pissed me off, since I hated the double standard of the exalted stud versus the despicable slut. But for some reason, the way he said it, so matter of factly, and with such authority, turned me on. Also, from the way he said it, I sensed he considered sluts to be on the 'exalted' side of the equation. Not better than men, but no worse, either. Except he was still undoubtedly in charge.
Without a thought, I opened wide and took his huge dick into my mouth.
"There you go, pretty girl, wrap those pink lips around my black dick," he ordered.
I don't know why, since Ben never said anything at all whenever we had sex, but this black man's words, which weren't all that naughty or degrading, were so authoritative that they turned me on. I wanted to suck his dick, I wanted to be good for him... I even kind of wanted to be a slut for him.
I'd originally agreed to this for Ben. I didn't fathom I'd enjoy it at all... but here I was with a big, black dick in my mouth, and I was already wondering what it would feel like deep inside my tiny pussy, stretching it in ways Ben's never could.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, freely letting him know I was enjoying this, as I slowly bobbed on his dick, taking just a couple of inches inside my mouth.
"That's good, baby girl," he moaned.



For a couple minutes, I just sucked his dick... enjoying the thrill of it... slowly taking more into my mouth.
"Suck my big black balls, slut," he ordered.
It occurred to me I'd never sucked a pair of balls, but I was really turned on, and in a mode I'd never been in before... not just slightly, but this time a complete and utter submissive slut. I felt compelled to obey him. I felt the majesty of this man and this dick, and I assumed he was long accustomed to women obeying his every order.
"Yes, Master," I said demurely, wishing him to know I understood my role, and my position in this sexual tête-à-tête.
I slithered my tongue down his hard, fucking shaft. I attended to his hairless balls... actually, his entire body was completely hairless, like a porn star's, and I had to say I liked it... a lot. It was nice not to get the odd hair in my mouth when I sucked... especially when I took all of Ben's tiny dick in my mouth. (In his case, I could hardly call it 'deep throating'.)
I reached his big balls, opened my mouth, found a testicle, assumedly a big ball, and sucked it into my mouth. I wasn't sure this was what I was supposed to be doing, but I just did what came naturally.
"That's it, suck those big balls, you hungry bitch," he groaned, and even though he called me a bitch, it made me feel good, since it meant I was doing what he wanted.
I went back and forth between his two balls for a couple minutes, sucking each one into my mouth, and also using my tongue to rub and bathe his ball sac, before he ordered, "Get back to dick sucking, my sexy plaything."
Being called sexy and a plaything simultaneously was quite the oxymoron, although both terms sent waves of euphoria down my spine. Being called sexy by this handsome, rich, confident man was very flattering, and for some reason the ideas of being his plaything, his slut, his white bitch, and his fuck toy, were suddenly all-consuming. As I slid my tongue back up his steel rod, I repeated, "Yes, Master."
I swirled my tongue around his fat dick head before taking it back in my mouth.
"Oh yeah, you sexy dick sucker," he moaned, as I bobbed faster than I had the first time, my confidence growing with each minute, "you look so pretty with my big black dick in your mouth."
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned in response to his compliment.
"Yeah, you're a natural little slut for black dick," he said as I bobbed... taking half of his ten-inch missile in my mouth. I wondered how porn stars could possibly take all ten inches of a dick in their mouths.
Again I moaned, wanting him to know I appreciated his kind words, "Mmmmmmmm."
He pulled his dick out of my mouth, my saliva dripping from his dick head, and asked, "Do you like my black dick?"
"Yes, Master," I answered, taking his dick in my hands while gazing up at him with my blue eyes, "I love your big black dick."
"And do you want to be my pretty little plaything?" he asked.
As I stroked his dick, I answered, using words I'd never used to Ben, and words that as I said them made my pussy tingle, "Yes, Master. I want to be your white slut, your dirty pet, your hungry cum slut, your bimbo bitch."
"Shit," he chuckled, as he grabbed his dick and slapped my face with it. "You're a keeper."
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned. After slapping my face with his hard dick, he traced his dick head around my lips.
"Your pussy will never be able to feel your white boyfriend's tiny dick again, once I'm finished with you," he said confidently.
"I don't care," I said, wanting indeed to feel that huge black dick in my pussy, although there was no way I'd be able to take all ten inches. "Tonight I'm your willing slave."
"Shit," he laughed again, "you're going to be a lot of fun."
"Use me however you please," I said bluntly, as he slapped my face again... each word he said, each action he took, making me desperate for more.
"Oh, I plan on it," he said, as he slid his dick into my mouth and fucked my face for a few strokes before pulling out.
"Oh yes, fuck my face with that big black dick," I moaned, getting so turned on from being used.
He grabbed my head with both hands and did just that... six inches going into my mouth.
Then seven.
At eight inches I gagged a little, but he kept going.
"Breathe through your nose," he instructed, "good white sluts can take all ten inches."
I did as he'd instructed, trying to shut out all my thoughts except for the task at hand... or mouth... even though there was no way I could take all ten inches... could I?
I gagged a few more times, but before I knew it, I had ten inches off black dick sliding into my mouth and most of it down my throat. He went so deep I actually felt his balls bounce off my chin... a rush of adrenaline coursing through me at knowing I had ten inches of dick in my mouth and beyond... the thrill of his balls bouncing off my chin like drum mallets.
"Fuck yeah, you're a fast learner, Belle," he said, using my name for the first time since his initial greeting, which felt more intimate than the litany of nasty names he'd called me and I'd mostly echoed back, agreeing with him.
Again, I just moaned my response... not much else I could do with ten inches of fat black dick sliding in and out of my throat, "Mmmmmmmmmmmm."
When he pulled out, saliva dripping down my chin and from his dick, he said, "Now show me what you can do on your own, my pretty white cum bucket."
"Yes, Master," I said lustfully, now wanting to suck his dick like a wild porn slut... wanting to impress him with my newfound skill.
I devoured his dick, bobbing hungrily, as he moaned, "Yeah bitch, that's it. That feels good!"
"Mmmmm," I moaned again, getting horny and feeling my pussy dampen, just from sucking his dick.
I was taking about seven inches smoothly into my mouth, when I felt his hand on the back of my head, and he gently guided me deeper.
I obeyed the silent order and took more of his dick in my mouth.
"Oh yeah! Suck it baby, suck that big black dick," he ordered, and I bobbed like a bitch in heat.
I reached under my skirt and to my pantyhose-clad pussy and rubbed, feeling my own wetness in the crotch of the silky sheer hosiery.
"You getting wet from sucking my dick?" he asked, pulling out.
"Yes, Master. My white pussy is on fire," I admitted, already anticipating how his big fat black dick would feel inside it.
"You want this dick in your white pussy, slut?"
"Yes! Yes please," I said without hesitation, never ever wanting to be fucked more in my life. I didn't care he was slightly older than my dad, I didn't care he wasn't my boyfriend, and I didn't care my boyfriend was downstairs, I just needed that ten-inch black dick inside me right fucking now... pounding my pussy... fucking me like a cheap slut... giving me the drilling I was desperate for!
"Strip off that skirt and sweater, then get on the bed and show me that ass," he ordered.
I quickly obeyed, responding like the submissive slut I was becoming for his amazing chocolate stick, "Yes, Master." I tossed my cheerleading skirt and sweater into a random corner of the bedroom, and crawled onto the bed.
"Shit, what a submissive little thing," he chuckled, his laugh echoing through the room.
"For your big black dick I am," I replied lustfully, looking back at him while bent over with my pantyhose-clad ass shining for him.
"You're not this much of a dick slut for your boyfriend?" he asked, as he approached the bed.
I actually scoffed, wanting to humiliate Ben a little, but also to let this amazing black man know something about my pathetic sex life, "God, no. In fact, I've never even come when I have let him fuck me."
"Figures," he said, shaking his head in disgust. "So no white man has ever made you come?"
"Not with his dick," I said, but giving credit where credit was due, I added, "Ben does eat my pussy awfully well, however."
"He'd better, with that useless dick of his," he said dismissively, as his hands caressed my pantyhose-clad ass. "What a sexy fucking ass."
"Your hands are so strong," I moaned, his hands squeezing and caressing my ass feeling super sexy.
"Yeah," he said, as I felt those strong hands suddenly rip away the crotch of my expensive pantyhose.
"Oh my!" I gasped.
"Yeah, good white sluts wear stockings instead of pantyhose, so their black masters can get quick access to their sloppy fuck holes," he said.
"Sorry, Ben said to wear my cheerleader outfit," I explained, "but I do have a few pairs of stockings at home."
"Good to know," he said, implying there could be a next time.
Letting him know I was more than willing to come back for more of his dick, I promised, "I'll make sure to wear sexy sheer nylons next time, Master."
"Good girl," he said, as his fingers traced my very wet pussy. "You're soaking wet, baby."
"Being your slut has got me fucking burning," I answered.
"You want this big black dick?" he asked, as he positioned it at my sloppy hole.
"Yes please, Master, slide that huge dick in my white pussy," I pleaded, moaning loud, just at feel of his dick between my pussy lips.
"If I do, you'll never want your boyfriend's dick again," he warned, as he moved his dick up and down my pussy lips.
"I don't fucking care," I said, "just slam that huge black dick up my slutty white hole, and make me your personal fuck toy."
"As you wish," he obliged generously, and his dick slid inside my desperate cunt.
"Oh my fucking GAWD!" I screamed, the maid and my boyfriend downstairs certain to hear my scream of utter rapture and life-altering bliss.
"Oh yeah, such a tight, almost virginal pussy," he said, as he slowly began fucking me.
"So fucking big," I moaned, unable to fathom that sex could ever feel like this. Now my life would forever be split into 'before BBC' and 'after BBC'.
"Oh yeah, all the brothers are always packed, loaded and ready," he assured me.
"I'll take them all," I said mindlessly, not sure I was actually ready for a gangbang, but if any other black dicks showed up, I'd likely take every one in my mouth or my pussy. I didn't want this experience ever to end!
"That can be arranged," he agreed, as if we'd just struck a deal... his hands grabbing my hips as he slid that massive hammer in and out of my pussy.
"Ooooh," I moaned, partly because of his assurance, and partly because it felt so fucking amazing.
"If you want, I could get you completely blacked, baby girl," he said.
"Then blacken me," I agreed mindlessly, unsure of exactly what I was completely agreeing to... but if it included even more black dick like this one, I was ready and willing.
"All right," he chuckled. "You're a live one."
"Twenty plus years of no appreciable dick will do that to a girl," I said.
"I bet it would," he laughed, as he continued his smooth, steady strokes.
"Oh God! Please fuck me faster," I pleaded, after not even a minute of his dick in me.
"You want me to really fuck you?" he asked, as he slammed into me hard and deep.
"Fuuuuuck yes!" I screamed, his deep thrusts reaching new and never explored depths inside my pussy. "Fuck me like you fuck all your white sluts!"
"Like really fucked?" he asked, just before he slammed into me with three hard thrusts.
"Yes! Pound me, hammer me with that massive black fucking dick," I demanded like the needy, insatiable slut I now was.
"Then take this dick," he growled, as he began slamming into me with each deep, forward thrust.
"Oh, my God yes! Give me that fucking black snake," I moaned wildly, as my orgasm was rising for the first time ever, from a dick inside me.
"So you've never come from getting fucked?" he asked, as his hand went to my hair and he pulled on it, not slowing down his deep, hard thrusts at all.
"Not once," I moaned.
"That's about to change, my white fuck toy," he assured me.
"I can tell! So please give me all that black dick, fuck me like a cheap white slut," I moaned loudly.
"You really love black dick," he said.
"I didn't know that before meeting you, but yes! I fucking love black dick," I declared, as I began to bounce back to meet his forward thrusts, sensing my orgasm was imminent, and wanting to be fucked as hard and deep as possible.
"Oh yeah, take my black dick," he groaned, "bounce on it."
"Yes Master," I responded, as I worked his dick like this was the last workout of my life. A dozen more bounce backs, and I knew I was about to come any second now. "Please, fuck me harder, I'm about to... I'm about to... oh fuck!"
I bellowed, my screams bouncing off the walls as I collapsed forward, my orgasm colliding into me like a ton of pleasure bricks, and my entire body quaking uncontrollably. Until this moment, I'd had no idea what real pleasure felt like... pure ecstasy and a powerful orgasm!
His dick slid out of me, but a couple seconds later I felt it go back inside me, and he resumed fucking me throughout my orgasm.
"Jesus Christ," I whimpered, feeling like every drop of energy in my body was being usurped by this orgasm.
He kept pounding my pussy throughout the intense orgasm before he pulled out, flipped me onto my back and slid his dick, soaked with my wetness, into my mouth. Like the submissive slut I was at the moment, and wanting more of his dick, I bobbed the best I could in my restricted position.
"That's it, suck that fucking black dick," he encouraged me. "Like a good girl."
After a little sucking, he pulled out and asked again, "Do you like this dick?"
"I fucking love this dick," I said, cupping his balls.
He rolled onto his back and ordered, "Come for a ride, baby girl."
"Yes, Master," I said, buoyed up with a second wave of energy from the idea of that black dick back inside my tiny pussy.
I straddled his fat member, and slowly lowered myself onto it. "Oh my God, ohhhhh goodness," I moaned, as his massive dick went straight up into my pussy.
"Now show me how much you love black dick," he ordered.
"Yes, Master," I said, and I began riding his dick. As I did, I moaned, "I can feel every inch of you in my tight white pussy!"
"Fuck yeah," he groaned.
"You're so deep inside me." I moaned, all ten inches buried in my pussy.
"Yeah, take it all, my white fuck toy," he encouraged, his arms behind his head, just lying back on a pillow and watching me do all the work.
"This black cock is so fucking amazing," I declared, as I rode, moving my hands to his hips.
"Black folks call it a dick," he said.
"Well, your black dick is fucking amazing, buried deep in my white pussy," I corrected.
"And your wet, tight white pussy was made to be filled by black dick," he returned, as he reached up and squeezed my small perky tits and pinched my sensitive erect nipples.
"Oh yes, I love this fat black dick," I moaned loudly, a second orgasm already rising inside me... which I'd never experienced before... not even with my own hands or toys.
"You were born to be a slut for black dick," he said, leaning forward and sucking on my nipples. "Say it."
"Yes, I was born to be a slut for big, fat, black dick," I declared, as I ground on his ten-inch dick while he stimulated my nipples.
After a minute, he lifted me up, his dick never leaving my pussy, flipped me onto my back, and resumed fucking me. "I'm always going to pound this little pussy so hard."
"Yes, I can feel every inch of it," I moaned loudly, wrapping my nylon-clad legs around his body as best I could... pulling him in as deep as possible. As his dick pumped in and out of me, I babbled from the pure ecstasy, "Ooooh, fuck!" and, "Oh my God, so fucking big!" and, "Oh my goodness," and, "fuck my little white pussy!"
He responded, "Take all of my big, black dick!"
A few strokes later he pulled out, and I begged, "Please, please, shove that big dick back inside me. I need your dick so bad!"
As he slid back in, my sloppy wet pussy now easily taking all ten inches with stunning ease, he acknowledged, "This is some really sweet white pussy."
"Such an amazing black dick," I gave back, and he grabbed my ankles, shoved them over my head, my cheerleader flexibility pushed to the limit, which made his dick reach even deeper inside me. "Oh my fucking goodness, so fucking deep, so deep!"
"You like this black dick deep inside your pussy?" he asked.
"I fucking love your big black dick inside me," I declared for at least the third time.
"Yeah, and you look so fucking hot like this," he said as he slammed into me.
"Oh shit, so deep," I moaned, my second orgasm imminent. "Oh, fuck, I'm really getting hammered."
"Pounded to pieces," he elaborated.
"Fuck, I want it all," I moaned wildly.
"You about to come again?" he asked.
"I've never come twice in a single session before," I admitted, even as I knew that was about to no longer be true.
That seemed to motivate him further, and he somehow shifted into an even more dominant, fast, deep fucking, and I went ballistic.
"Oh shit... fuck... yes... oh... ohhhh... oh God... I'm coming!" I babbled while my second orgasm erupted out of me.
"There you go," he said, not slowing down, my body spasming with pleasure.
"So good," I responded hazily, my body on fire with pulsations of euphoria.
Unlike the last time, he didn't slow down or pull out, even after a minute. No, he kept pounding my pussy, and to my stunned amazement, yet another orgasm was rising!
He spread my legs wide, still holding my ankles above my head, and said, "Just look at all this big black dick you're taking!"
"Oh fuck, you're going to break me," I said, as I leaned up on my elbows and watched his massive dick pumping in and out of me.
"I'm just shoving this big dick inside you, and you're taking it all," he said.
"I love the way you fuck me, Master," I moaned.
"Spread that little black-only white pussy," he ordered.
I obeyed, using a few fingers to spread my wet pussy lips, as I pondered whether I'd ever bother to have Ben's small dick inside me again... what would be the point? As I watched Master's black dick disappear in and out of me, I babbled nonsensically, "Oh yes, every inch... every inch... such an amazing black dick in my tiny pussy... every inch... every inch... oh my goodness... Oh shit... oh fuck!"
"Such a tight white pussy," he groaned.
"Not for long," I joked, since he was likely forever destroying my natural tightness.
"You're making my white pussy so fucking wet with your huge black dick," I moaned a few strokes later. Then I added, not even sure why, "I'm so happy my pathetic boyfriend lost me in a poker game. Your cock... sorry, your dick... is so much bigger than his."
"Yeah, he doesn't deserve pussy like this," he said, as he continued fucking me.
"I won't be able to walk for a week," I joked, even as yet another orgasm was rising.
He flipped me onto my knees, pulled my arms back, holding me by the wrists, and fucked me from behind. All stretched out like that was far from comfortable, but somehow the discomfort heightened my senses, including the nerve endings in my pussy, so it was an extra turn on.
"Oh God, fuck my little white pussy, fuck it, fuck it," I demanded, as he pressed my face into the sheets.
"Take it, take it all," he groaned.
"Feels so good!" I moaned, and as he destroyed my hole, another orgasm careened into me. "Oh my goodness! I'm coming again!"
And for the next ten minutes he fucked me in a few positions, and gave two more orgasms, before I could sense that finally, he was close. I asked, "You like fucking this tight white pussy?"
"Oh yeah, I do," he moaned.
"Then fuck the hell out of it," I demanded. "Destroy my little pussy... stretch it wide... go fucking deep!"



"I'm going to breed this pussy," he warned.
"Sounds great! Breed me, fill my pussy up," I agreed, wanting to feel his dick pulse, wanting to feel him unload inside me.
"Oh yeah, get ready slut," he said.
"Pound me with your big hard dick and fill me right up, fill my white pussy with your big load," I begged, desperately wanting that load.
"Ohhhhh," he grunted, before depositing his load inside me.
"Yes, fill me uuuuuuuuup!" I screamed, loving the feeling of the warmth of his load going deep inside me.
"Yeah," he grunted, as he pumped his entire load into me.
When he was done, he pulled out, moved to my mouth, and slid it back inside.
Hungrily, I tasted myself on his dick, and sucked any last remnants of cum off of his beautiful black dick.
After a couple minutes, he pulled out and said, "Sooooooooo..."
"Yes, Master?" I asked.
.....
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ENDING 1: SISSY
"Do you know you're not the only one who loves black dick?" he asked, as I felt his big load beginning to leak out of me.
"I imagine that's true," I said, licking his big shaft, not really wanting this to be over.
"I'm referring to someone you know," he clarified.
"Oh?" I asked, wondering where this new twist was going.
He got off the bed, grabbed a remote control and said, as he turned on the huge television that hung on the wall, "This is what your boyfriend has been doing while you were getting blacked."
I stared at the television and then gasped when the screen came on, and I saw my boyfriend of two years on all fours getting spit-toasted by two dicks. "What the fuck?" I said, with both shock and anger.
"He's a massive black dick slut," Mr. Big informed me.
"I can't fucking believe this," I said... as I watched my boyfriend taking two dicks at once.
"I've got another surprise for you," he added.
"Even more black dick?" I asked, seething while I watched my boyfriend taking those black dicks in both ends. Not in anger, but out of jealousy, since I wanted to be doing exactly what he was doing.
"Okay then, I have two more surprises for you," he laughed.
"What else could there be?" I asked, this postlude to our sex being an utter whirlwind of surprises.
"Your boyfriend doesn't owe me any money," he said.
"Excuse me?"
"He never did."
Just then Ben, who was bent over on all fours, screamed from the television, "Yes! Fill my pussy with that big load."
"His pussy?" I asked incredulously.
"Sissies don't have assholes, they have pussies," Mr. Big explained.
"My boyfriend is a sissy?" I asked, although it wasn't really a question, but my processing what I was witnessing.
"Yeah, he can't ever get enough black dick," he said.
"And you're saying we're not spying on him, but he actually wants me to see this?" I asked.
"Yeah, all of this was his plan," he said. "I'm not some monster named Mr. Big who breaks deadbeats' legs, I'm just his Master. And my pet requested that I get you to experience some BBC, and then to let you see who he truly was. Plus, my name is actually Jerome Hayes, but I still expect you to call me Master. Unless of course, you'd rather go back home and forget tonight ever happened."
"No Master, that's the last thing I want!" I gasped urgently. "But except for that, I don't even know what to say," I said, as the black guy in his ass pulled out, and the brother who'd been face fucking him went around and slid into his ass.
"Oh yes, breed my slutty cunt," Ben moaned, sounding so amazingly feminine and lustful.
"Jesus," I said, this being a whole new level of WTF.
"Yeah, he's one dedicated dick hound," Jerome said.
"He's taking it all with such ease," I said, shocked by how apparently painlessly he could take what looked like a good nine inches in his ass, or in his pussy, or whatever.
"Yeah, he takes a few dicks in his pussy every poker night," he explained.
"Jesus," I repeated.
"He never plays," he explained, "he just sucks black dick and gets fucked."
"Jesus," I said for the third time.
"So do you want to go downstairs and confront him, or have me call my buddy, who's in the office downstairs to come up here and help me spit roast you?" he asked.
"Call your buddy," I said. "But please leave the television on; this is better than porn!" I added, as I watched Ben getting his pussy pounded... because oddly, as my jealousy faded... I found myself perversely turned on by it.
"Jake, get up here," he said into an intercom. Then he asked me, "Kind of hot, isn't it?"
"I don't know why I think it is, but yeah," I said. I told him before we came here that if he ever cheated on me I'd never forgive him, but for some reason, that doesn't feel like he's cheating."
"That's not uncommon, and I have many couples serving as my fuck toys," he said.
"You do?"
"Oh, yeah. Many white men want to suck and fuck BBC, and they also like having their wives or girlfriends get fucked by BBC," he said. "Especially if they get to watch."
"Really?" I asked, as another black man, likely in his thirties, fully naked and erect, came into the bedroom.
"Yeah, it's almost literally a revolution," he shrugged, as he slid his dick back into my mouth.
A couple minutes later, I was on my knees, swapping back and forth between the two dicks.
A couple minutes after that, I was getting spit-roasted... anally.
Thirty minutes after that, I had a second load of cum leaking out of my ass, and another load dripping down my face.
Five minutes after that, I was strolling out of the house, cum still on my face, still leaking out of my ass, as I walked hand in hand, with Ben.
I said, "So, sissy, Master tells me there's a glory hole on campus, just for black men to use white boys and girls."
"Oh," he said.
"Let's go see how many black dicks you can take," I said, slapping his ass and turned on by the idea of watching him be fucked, dominated and used by black dick.
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ENDING 2: CUCKED
"Ben, get up here," Master pressed a button and said into an intercom.
Ben came into the bedroom a minute later.
I looked at him, my legs spread, a little cum leaking out of me, and said, "I've paid your debt in full."
Ben didn't say anything... he just looked at us in utter humiliation.
"Get over here and clean up my mess," Master ordered brusquely.
"Pardon?" Ben asked.
"Come and eat your girlfriend's cream pie," he said, "unless you want her carrying my child."
The idea so wicked, it actually turned me on, I ordered, "Get over here, Ben. Come and eat the white pussy my black Master here just finished destroying."
Ben silently came over to me, crawled between my legs, and began lapping up the cream pie.
"Oh yeah, suck that big load out of my pussy," I ordered, and I grabbed the back of his head and pulled him deeper into the mixture of male and female cum.
"That pussy is reserved for only black dick now," Master said. "Isn't that right, sexy?"
"Yes Ben, you may still eat my pussy, but I'm blackened now, so it's off limits to any pitiful white dicks," I said. When he didn't answer, since he was licking my pussy, I yanked his head up by his hair and growled, "Do you understand?"
"Yes," he answered sheepishly.
"Good; now lie down on your back," I ordered.
He obeyed.
I straddled his face as if we were going to 69... except that I had no intention of reciprocating... and ordered, "Now eat my pussy, while Master fucks me again."
"You really are an insatiable little slut," Master chuckled, as he went behind me and slid his dick back into me.
"Well, as they say, 'Once you go black...'" I smiled, as Ben began to lick my pussy, and I bounced back to take that huge dick as deep into me as possible.
THE END OF CUCKED ENDING
.....
.....
....
ENDING 3: PEGGED
"Come with me," Master said, as he climbed off the bed.
"Yes, Master," I replied, willing to do almost anything for this man and his dick.
He took my hand, and utterly naked except for my torn pantyhose, I followed him out of the room and downstairs to the living room, where... OMG!... Ben was naked, on all fours, and was getting ass fucked by a black grandma, easily in her sixties.
"Oh my God!" I gasped.
"Belle!" he moaned, looking at me with guilt in his eyes... while I was still holding Mr. Big's hand.
"What are you doing?" I squealed, trying to process the sight of him with a strap-on in his ass.
"Bounce back on my dick, faggot," the grandma ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Ben responded, and after a guilty glance at me, he turned his head away and began bouncing back on the dick attached to the large, naked, black grandma... her breasts hanging down a foot. It was without a doubt the strangest, yet somehow hottest thing I'd ever witnessed... except for the amazing fucking I myself had just experienced.
"My Mom likes pegging white boys," Mr. Big explained.
"That's your Mom?" I asked, even though it was obvious.
"Yeah," he said.
"Take it all, faggot," the grandma demanded, "show your slutty girlfriend what kind of bottom bitch you are."
"Oh yes, fuck my asshole," Ben moaned, as he took the dick.
"Tell her what you are," the grandma ordered.
"Belle, I'm a bottom bitch faggot for black women," Ben declared.
"What the fuck?" I said.
"He lost a different bet a few weeks ago, and he paid it off with his ass at my mother's bridge party," Mr. Big explained.
"Seriously?" I said.
"Yeah, he ate four black grandma pussies, and took four strap-ons in his virgin ass," the grandma said, as she bucked forward to meet Ben's backward bounces.
"Jesus!" I said.
"Don't use the Lord's name in vain," the elderly woman rebuked me sternly.
"Sorry, ma'am," I apologized.
"Want to fuck him?" she asked.
"What?"
"You can peg him, if you like."
"Peg him?"
"Yeah, it's called pegging when a woman wears a strap-on and fucks his asshole, making him her bitch," he explained.
I don't know why, but once the idea was planted in my head, I loved it instantly. If he wanted to get fucked, then I'd fuck him. I'd turn him into my little bitch. "Yeah," I said. "I'm in."
"Yeah?" Ben asked, even as he continued bouncing on the dick.
"Yeah, I want to fuck his asshole," I said, going over to the two of them.
The grandma pulled out and said in a kind voice, as she removed the strap-on harness, "You're quite the pretty thing. And if you were offended by my calling you a slut, don't be. You'll need to get used to that around here, and please keep in mind that I'm more of a slut than you'll be, probably for at least a couple of decades."
"Thank you, ma'am," I said, as the woman had shifted from demanding Domme to kindly grandma in a heartbeat.
As she slipped it off of her body, she said, "Let me help you with this."
"Thank you," I said, and she assisted in fastening the harness on me. Which was very helpful, since I'd never even seen a contraption like it before. Although the dick was a lot smaller than the real one I'd been playing with. This one was only about seven inches long, and much narrower than Master's.
Then switching back to her Naughty Nana persona, "Now go fuck that faggot's asshole," she barked, slapping my ass.
"Yes, ma'am," I said, going over to him. "Ready to become my bitch, Ben?"
"Yes," he said sheepishly.
"Beg for it," I ordered briskly, as I went behind him.
"Please fuck my ass, Mistress," he whined, as my dick poked against his already slightly gaping hole.
I enjoyed being called Mistress. As I slid my dick in his ass, I told him, "This dick is nothing compared to the dick I just took in my pussy, Ben."
"Ooooooh," he groaned, as I began to fuck him.
"Let's make this into a sandwich," Mr. Big said a couple of minutes later, and he went behind me and slid his big dick in my pussy again while I kept fucking Ben.
Twenty minutes later, I had another load inside my pussy, Ben had come all over the floor, and he was now eating my new cream pie.
One day, and everything had changed... very much for the better.
THE END OF PEGGED ENDING
.....
.....
.....
ENDING 4: GANGBANG
"So, do you really want some more black dick?" he asked.
"Yes Master," I said without hesitation, glancing down at his dick.
"I can get a few guys here in a few minutes," he said.
Again without hesitation I responded, "Yes, please call them in."
He made a call, and then slid his dick in my mouth, and I slowly worshipped it for a good ten minutes before three men, much younger, all in their twenties, came in, and without anyone saying a word, they got undressed and formed a circle around me, while Mr. Big stepped to the side of the room.
I got down on my knees and went from dick to dick... sucking each great, big black dick. Eventually I was sucking one and stroking the other two... then eventually I was getting face fucked... then another eventually, I was picked up, placed on the bed and spit-roasted... the three men rotating between my two holes... fucking me hard... pounding me to multiple orgasms... and as if I wasn't one already by now, turning me into a completely white slut for black dick.
In the end, I'd taken three more loads in my pussy.
And... one on my face, since Mr. Big had just watched the action, before painting my face with a big load.
Once done, I accompanied Mr. Big downstairs, still naked, with cum dripping off my face and leaking out of my well fucked pussy, to see Ben still sitting in the same spot where we'd left him.
"As you can see, the debt is paid in full," Mr. Big told him.
"Although," I added, as I stroked Mr. Big's finally flaccid dick, "going forward, you're welcome to use me as collateral in your poker games anytime you wish."
THE END OF GANGBANG ENDING
.....
.....
.....
Which ending did you like the most?
1-Sissy
2-Cuckold
3-Pegged
4-Gangbang
Share below....
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OnlyFamily Ch. 03: 1 st Fuck
Summary: Tyra gives her virginity to her brother Marty... during their family's wildly popular webcam show.
NOTE 1: In part 1, 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.
In part 2, Lisa hosts the next night of her family's popular webcam show, teaching her daughter Tyra how to give great blowjobs, and using her son Marty's (Tyra's brother's) nine-inch dick to do so. After Marty climaxes all over his sister's face while thousands of dollars in tips from their large fanbase pour in, she raises another $10,000 by offering to fuck her son on camera. After Lisa collapses onto her daughter during her resulting orgasm, Marty face fucks his sister, and he comes down her throat. After the incestuous family promises that on tomorrow night's show Tyra will give her brother her virginity, they sign off. Afterwards, Tyra gives her mother and brother some wonderful news: they've brought in enough money to pay off all their debts! However, they're still a long way from being the prosperous family they'd always been until recently, so they unanimously decide to continue doing their live sex shows... not just for the money, but also because they love having all that sex in front of their large audience of perverted fans.
NOTE 2: Thanks to Breezy for suggesting the twisted plot.
NOTE 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing, as usual.
OnlyFamily Ch. 03: 1 st Fuck
"So what are your ideas for losing your cherry in style tomorrow?" Lisa asked her daughter Tyra, as she finished eating her Chinese food, her son Marty massaging her nylon-clad feet... his dick still hard from fucking her on camera before coming down his sister's throat (still Tyra, and also on camera in front of their numerous online fans).
"I'm not exactly sure what theme to choose, but I thought it could be a cosplay," Tyra said as she too finished her meal but was still hungry... Chinese food might not have been her best choice.
"Cosplay? What's that?" Lisa asked, while she enjoyed the soothing foot massage. She rewarded her son for his soothing ministrations, by parting her legs enough to award him a direct view of her pussy.
"It's dressing up as a character from a movie, video game or book," Marty explained, his cock flinching from both the sight of his Mom's pussy, and his sister's hot idea.
"So for instance we could all be characters from the Flintstones?" Lisa asked.
"Or some other theme a bit more modern," Marty suggested.
"If we did go with the Flintstones, you could be Bam Bam, we could be Wilma and Pebbles, and you could bam bam us in front of our audience," Lisa quipped.
"And thus rock our world," Tyra chipped in with her own pun.
"I like the dirty wordplay, but there are a lot of cosplay characters that could be fun to explore, and they might drive our fans wild," Marty speculated, remembering he still had to set up that survey about where their fans wanted him to unload his load tomorrow after he took his sister's virginity. He couldn't wait to do that, and he still found it unbelievable how he'd spring-boarded from being a virgin himself a few days ago, into now being kind of a porn star!
"Like whom?" Lisa asked. She wasn't really a gamer person, or even a movie person to tell the truth, but she was an avid reader... but nothing instantly popped into her head from the literature she liked reading, like James Patterson, or Jane Austen, or any of the Hallmark romances. Of course she also enjoyed reading the stories that woman who called herself silkstockingslover wrote and posted online, but the characters she wrote about did lots of fucking already, so that wouldn't be as shocking as say, Darcy and Elizabeth having a naked threesome with someone during England's Regency period.
"Tyra would make a hot Daisy," Marty said.
"Daisy Duke?" Lisa asked, having dressed up as Daisy Duke for a Halloween party in college by wearing those trademark Daisy Duke ragged shorts and mocha coloured pantyhose. Her version of Daisy had enjoyed a wild spit-roasting with two stud football players.
"Who?" Tyra asked.
Lisa sighed, "You've never watched the Dukes of Hazzard?"
"No," Tyra said. "Never heard of them. There was a TV show about some British dukes?"
"Hardly!" Lisa snorted. "They were more like backwoods Georgia hillbillies than British nobility, and the only airs they put on was by jumping their Dodge Charger over creeks and shit. Just google Daisy Duke," Lisa suggested. "It was back in the early eighties, and she looked a lot like you do today." Marty had stopped massaging her feet, and instead, he was doing something on his iPad.
"Okay," Marty said, as he made the survey go live. "I've just sent the survey out there."
"Good," Lisa said.
"I thought my nerdy brother meant the Daisy from the Mario Brothers," Tyra said.
"Sure I did," Marty said, checking out at his hot sister. None of them had bothered to put on any clothes after their live show, so right now she looked a lot like lots of guys had wished Daisy Duke had looked, bare tits and all.
"That would just be weird," Lisa said.
"You're the one who wanted us to be Flintstones," Marty pointed out, as he typed Daisy Duke into his search engine.
"Wilma and Pebbles are hotter than the Marios' Daisy whatever her last name is," Lisa said confidently. "And when it was time for you to fuck her, you'd have trouble getting past that long yellow dress she always wears.
"Her name is Princess Daisy," Marty clarified, as some pictures of Daisy Duke showed up. He showed them to Tyra, and she said, "Oh, she is hot."
"Yeah, and if they're ragged ones, jeans shorts are still called Daisy Dukes because of her," Lisa said.
"Wow," Marty said, reminiscing over those long, long legs in their dark beige pantyhose, and the shortest, tightest shorts imaginable. They had showcased every curve perfectly.
"Yeah, all the guys wanted to fuck her, and all the girls wanted to be her," Lisa said, rubbing the sole of her foot over her son's hard cock.
"I can see why," Tyra said, looking at Marty's iPad. "Oh my, she was hot!"
"Yeah," Marty agreed. "She's almost seventy now, and she still looks good enough that I'd fuck her."
"Not sure I can pull off being her," Tyra said.
"Okay, then who else could we cosplay?" Lisa asked, as Tyra knelt on the floor before her brother.
Tyra said, "I think I could do a sexy, slutty Hermione Grainger."
"Mmmmmmm," Lisa nodded. "And which Hogwarts nerd will get to fuck you?"
"I actually have a Harry Potter costume," Marty said.
"Who would I be in this setting?" Lisa asked. "And please don't say Professor McGonagall!"
"No, of course not!" Tyra giggled. "But that's a good question," she added, pulling his hard cock out from beneath her Mom's foot and beginning to stroke it.
"Maybe you could play Harry Potter's Mom Lily," Marty suggested.
"Or Mrs. Weasley is pretty sexy," Tyra said, as she rolled her finger over her brother's cock head. "I can't remember what her first name is."
"Molly," Marty said.
"Right, Molly," Tyra nodded.
"What's Draco's Mom's name?" Lisa asked, as she slowly lifted her left foot to her son's balls to tickle themm as her daughter teased his cock head.
"Narcissa Malfoy," Marty said. "You'd make a sexy Narcissa."
"And you could be Draco," Lisa said.
"So Hermione gets hammered by Draco?" Tyra asked, while she swirled her tongue around his cock head.
"Sounds hot," Lisa nodded.
"Yeah, push Hermione across to the dark side," Marty added.
"Well, you have been pushing me to be more of a nasty dirty slut," Tyra said, as she wrapped her lips around the cock head and pulled back... making that sexy pop sound.
"And if we did Mario Brothers, who would I be?" Lisa asked... having played some Mario Cart with the kids when they were younger.
"Princess Peach," Marty said.
"I wouldn't mind being Rosalina," Tyra said.
"Is there anywhere we could buy costumes for those themes by tomorrow evening?" Lisa asked, as she kept gently massaging her son's balls with her silky toes.
"If we come up with four ideas, we can do another survey to let our fans decide," Mary suggested.
"Any votes so far for the first poll?" Lisa asked.
"I think I need some dessert," Tyra said, and she took Marty's dick into her mouth as she listened in on the conversation and started practicing another slow burn blow job... focusing only on the cock head.
"Such a hungry slut," Lisa said, as she pulled her foot away.
Marty checked the poll.
Where should her brother's load go tomorrow?
Inside her virgin pussy 26
On her big tits 7
On her pretty face 7
In her mouth 6
"Well, early on, 'inside her pussy' has a commanding lead, with 26 of the 46 votes," Marty said.
"I guess that was predictable," Lisa said.
"Yes, I've already shot loads onto her tits, her face, and into her mouth," Marty pointed out. So the only place left is her pussy."
"True, true," Lisa said. "You've unloaded quite a few times in the past couple of days."
"And I'm not done yet for today," Marty said, as he enjoyed the soothing sucking.
"So what other options could we give our followers?" Lisa asked, as she moved her foot to her son's mouth.
"The options are pretty limitless," Marty said, as he took her foot in his hands and began to suck on her pretty painted toes.
"Probably, but give me some suggestions," Lisa said.
"Well, I could be Spiderman, Tyra could be Mary-Jane or Gwen Stacy, and you could be Aunt May," Marty said.
"Oh, we'd be keeping the incest angle going somewhat," Lisa said.
"Yeah, or we could do just about any Superhero series," Marty said. "For instance, Tyra could be Supergirl, and you could be Lois Lane; or better yet, Alex Danvers. Except Alex is a lesbian, so I'd need to stay behind the camera."
"Lois Lane, mmmmmmm," Lisa said, as she enjoyed her son's lips and tongue on her foot.
"Of course we could just do superheroes in general as a basic theme," Marty said. "You'd look amazing as Wonder Woman, Mom."
"Mmmmmmm," Lisa said, liking that idea. "Well, everyone who's in the know does tell me I'm a wondrous woman."
"Yes, you are," Marty agreed, sucking each of her toes into her mouth one at a time, loving the feel of the sheer silky nylons in his hands and mouth, and also the subtle, salty, sweaty taste of her silky soles.
"Don't you forget it," Lisa said.
"Tyra could be Supergirl, Batgirl, Black Widow, Scarlet Witch, Spiderwoman, Captain Marvel, Catwoman, or even Harley Quinn," Marty listed, each one making his cock throb as his sister teasingly sucked his cock.
"Harley Quinn," Tyra said, "I want to be her," to add to the conversation with her two cents' worth. Then she grasped her brother's cock and stuck it back in her mouth.
"You just want to be a bad girl," Lisa teased, as her son began licking the entire sole of her stocking-clad foot.
"I want to be the best and baddest girl ever, Mommy," Tyra said, sliding her tongue along Marty's hard shaft and spending some time on his balls.
"So in this scenario, would your brother be Batman or the Joker?" Lisa asked.
"Batman," Tyra said, "definitely. Batman is dark and mysterious, while the Joker is just an insane wild man," just before she took a ball into her mouth. "Although if we're doing superheroes in general as our theme, for some reason I find Spiderman's outfit sexy."
"So you'd want to be Harley Quinn, I'd be Wonder Woman, and Marty would be Spiderman?" Lisa summarized.
"Yes, that would be perfect," Tyra agreed.
"Those costumes should be easy to find, yes?" Lisa asked.
"I already have a Spiderman outfit," Marty said.
"Of course you do," Tyra teased, moving to his other ball.
"And I know where to get some authentic-looking costumes," Marty said. "But they're expensive."
"After tonight, we can afford anything," Tyra said, "or at least we can if we're only buying a few costumes."
"I'll go out and get some. I just need to make sure we get the right sizes," Marty said.
"Cool," Lisa said, "I'll come with you." She moved her other foot to her son's mouth.
"So are we deciding to do a superhero theme, or should we poll our fans about this too?" Marty asked.
"Unless either of you object, I think the superhero theme is hot," Lisa said.
"Okay, sounds good," Marty agreed, sucking his Mom's toes into his mouth.
"I love it," Tyra said, as she glided her tongue back up the hard shaft.
"And I like the idea of being Wonder Woman," Lisa said, as she moved her other foot to the back of her daughter's head, just as she took the cock back in her mouth.
"I like that idea too," Marty said. He had an amazing view of his Mom's spread pussy while he sucked on each toe individually, and enjoyed his sister sucking his cock. Should he continue getting this wonderful head... or fuck his Mom instead... oh, this embarrassment of riches!
Then for a few minutes, there was no talking... only worshipping. Tyra used the tricks she'd learned to please her brother, while Marty sucked every toe, and then licked every inch of his Mom's sweet sweaty sole, and Lisa continued resting her other foot on her daughter's head.
Marty, deciding finally he couldn't decide between continuing to get the amazing blow job, his sister a very quick learner, and fucking his Mom's very inviting and wet pussy, he came up with a brilliant alternative. He ordered, "Mom, bend over the couch and get ready to be fucked."
"Hey?" Tyra said, as Marty pulled out of her hungry mouth.
"Don't worry, I'm not abandoning that sweet, slutty mouth of yours," Marty reassured his sister, standing up. "Kneel down next to our Mom."
"Okay," she agreed, but feeling a little annoyed how he seemed to prefer Mom over her.
Marty slid his cock inside his Mom, and gave her five smooth strokes.
"Oh, yes son," Lisa moaned. She could never get enough of her son's big, fat cock.
He then pulled out and slid his cock back into his sister's mouth, and he gave her the same count: five smooth strokes... thus giving his sister the taste of their Mom's pussy on his cock... which he found so hot; he hoped she did too.
Lisa didn't miss what he was doing. "Suck Mommy's pussy juice off of your brother's cock," she encouraged her daughter, while she watched her doing it.
Marty then returned to his mother and did it again: five more strokes. This accomplished three things at once. One: he got to fuck his Mom. Two: he got to face fuck his sister. Three: he could make this scenario last a long time for all three of them, since the pleasure he was both delivering and receiving was amazing, but no part of it ever lasted long enough to get his balls bubbling enough for him to lose control of himself, and then it would be over.
"Yes, get your dick all wet with Mommy's cunt juice, so you can feed it to me again," Tyra encouraged him, loving all this back-and-forth-ing, along with its added tasty glaze. The were sharing in a wicked activity that was greatly enhanced... or at least it was to her... by the idea that they were all participating in a unique threesome... kind of.
As Marty offered his sister his wet dick again... except offer is the wrong term, since he just stuck slid his cock into her open mouth and pumped it another five times... Lisa ordered (highly unnecessarily, first since she was already doing that, and second because there was no way she wouldn't want to do it again, "Get all of Mommy's cum off his dick, slut."
"Yes Mommy," Tyra acknowledged (her willingness to do what she'd just finished doing) after the five strokes, when her mouth was again free.
This rewarding routine continued for a good ten-plus minutes... except now he was doing seven strokes before switching holes.
Finally Lisa was done with all this teasing, so she demanded, "Now just focus on me, son. Fuck Mommy good and hard!"
"Yes Mom," Marty agreed happily, since he'd already been wondering when the best time would be to leave this back-and-forth incestuous pleasure yoyo behind, and just to focus on powering up his load.
"But then come on my face," Tyra added.
"Or come inside Mommy's pussy, and then your sister can slurp up that cum cocktail she's been craving," Lisa suggested, pretending to give her son some options, but really wanting at all costs to feel that load explode inside her pussy.
"Oh yes, do that!" Tyra agreed enthusiastically, suddenly reminded of how much she loved eating the salty but sweet blend of masculine and feminine cum combined into a heavenly soup.
"I can do that," Marty agreed, grabbing his Mom's hips and fucking her hard... using all his might to slam into her with his each and every deep thrust!
"Yeah! Fuck our Mommy, just as hard as you'll be fucking me tomorrow!" Tyra moaned, rubbing her pussy vigorously while she watched.
"Yeah, fuck your Mommy, you nasty mother-fucking stud!" Lisa moaned, her pussy on fire.
"And soon to become a sister-fucking stud too," Tyra added, "in front of all those people!" imagining that she was the one getting pounded from behind... right fucking now!
"Oh yeah," Marty moaned, amazed by how excited his sister had gotten about losing her virginity to him... which just added to the surrealness of this amazing life they'd all leapt into a few days ago.
"Yes, you dirty Mommy fucker, fuck your dirty Mommy, give your Mommy all of your dirty fucking dick," Lisa said, absolutely loving the many ways those few words could express her sentiments about deliciously dirty Mommy fuckers downright fucking their dirty Mommies with their dirty fucking dicks while their dirty cock sucking virgin sister sluts impatiently waited their dirty turns to make the dirty Mommy fuckers into dirty sister fuckers fucking their dirty sisters with their dirty dicks too, while their dirty Mommies watched and dirtily cheered them on! (She thought that mouthful pretty much covered how she felt about it.)



"Oh fuck, you nasty slut," Marty growled while he really slammed into her, going as deep as his nine-inch dick could possibly go.
"Oh, yes son, I love being your Mommy-slut, your cum-bucket, your fuck-toy, your submissive sex slave!" Lisa listed, each descriptive term adding to the wickedness of the act.
"Jesus Christ," Marty groaned, about to bust.
"Come in Mommy's cunt, mother fucker! Fill it up with your big, creamy load, so your sister can dine down her dessert," Lisa embellished even more, her own orgasm imminent too!
"Oh fuck, get ready, Mommy slave!" Marty said fiercely, furiously fucking his mother until he unloaded one more time into her pussy!
"Oh, yes son! FILL MEEEEEEE!!!" Lisa screamed. Feeling her son deposit his load deep inside her triggered her orgasm!
"Outatheway!" Tyra demanded ferociously, the moment her brother slowed down.
"Not yet, I'm still coming," Marty refused, thrusting his Mom a few more strokes.
"Okay, I guess. More is better. But hurry up about it," Tyra said impatiently, needing to eat that cum-filled cunt right fucking now!
"Okay, okay!" Marty said, "I'm finished!" pulling out, falling on his side and rolling away, to watch as his sister dove in, burying her face in the creampie. "You're such a hungry slut!"
"She really is a nasty little whore, isn't she?" Lisa moaned, "especially considering she's still a virgin!" as she enjoyed her daughter's tongue lapping up her very wet creampie as her orgasm continued to explore her entire body.
"Like mother, like daughter," Marty smiled.
"Hey!" Lisa protested playfully. "I'm much more of a slut than your sister."
"Perhaps," Tyra agreed conditionally. "But only because you started before I was even born... and you won't best me for much longer," she added, as she licked and lapped and sucked up every drop of the creamy cum she could... by now completely addicted to those yummy creampies. Pussy juice was tasty, her brother's loads were always good, although they always exploded down her throat too fast to really savour its taste... but this sweet cocktail of girl and boy cum was the taste of utter sexual submission... for both her and her Mommy!
"Okay, that's likely true," Lisa admitted. Tyra was already insatiable, and two of her holes hadn't even had any cock inside them yet.
"Such yummy cum," Tyra said contentedly. She wouldn't be leaving this spot at her mother's well until she'd guzzled down as much cum as she could possibly find.
Lisa's phone rang.
"Can you check the caller, ID Marty?" Lisa asked.
"Okay," Marty said, and a moment later, "it's your Mom."
"See what she wants?"
"Okay," Marty repeated, pressing speakerphone. "Hi Grandma, good to hear from you. What's up?"
"Hi, honey," the grandmother greeted, "just checking in. What are you guys up to tonight?"
"I've just finishing playing with Mom and Tyra," he said.
"Playing?"
"Yeah, we've been doing a lot of roleplaying games lately."
Lisa gave her son a cautionary look.
"That sounds like fun," Grandma said.
"Yeah, they've helped us get a lot closer to each other!"
"That sounds lovely! Maybe I can join you guys next week during my visit ," the old dear offered, unaware of the nature of these games.
"That would be even lovelier! I bet you'll love playing with us," Marty agreed, enjoying the naughty innuendo. Not that there was any serious possibility of his grandmother actually joining in on their special playtimes and increasing his stable of fuck sluts from two to three, but she was a former model, an ex-Ms. California, she was in amazingly great shape even if you didn't consider her age, and she was hot, hot, hot! He added, "Mom and Tyra just can't get enough of our games!"
Tyra couldn't believe the potential consequences of this conversation, but she just kept licking her Mom's pussy.
Lisa loved all her son's wicked innuendos; they were just so nasty, and she waved for him to come closer.
"It sounds like I'll definitely have to join in with you guys," Grandma said.
As Marty went over to his Mom, he said, "You bet! I'm sure you'll have lots of fun."
"I'm sure I will!
"Can't wait!" Marty said. "Here's Mom."
Marty handed her the phone, and she leaned forward to suck her own wetness off of his cock for a moment, before she said, "Hi, Mom."
"How was your day?"
"Amazing," Lisa said, giving her son's cock head another quick lick.
"Yeah? What did you do?"
"Went shopping with the kids, did some really fun family bonding earlier this evening, and now we're just topping off our Chinese supper with some dessert," Lisa said, taking her son's cock in her mouth again.
"That sounds great!" Jill said. She'd been really worried ever since Charlie had passed so unexpectantly. Lisa hadn't been at all the same ever since, so to hear her sounding so positive was both a pleasant surprise, and a huge relief. "I'm so happy for you! You sound great!"
A couple more sucks, before she agreed, "Yes, I feel great, and so do the kids! We haven't been this happy in a long time."
"I'm so glad," Jill said, not wanting to ask too many questions; she was just thrilled to hear some joy in her daughter's voice after all this time!
"Yeah, Marty and Tyra have really helped me to climb out of my funk," Lisa said, sucking her son's cock during every moment when she wasn't speaking.
"There's nothing more important than family," Jill said.
"Agreed," Lisa said. "They figured out exactly what I needed, then they started giving me just tons of it!"
"I can't wait to see you all next week," Jill said; she'd be flying out in a week. "And you'll all be smiling for a change. I love it!
"Yes we will be, Mom," Lisa said, the wicked idea of recruiting her Mom to be another of her son's pets popping into her head. "And all these games we're playing will be a lot more fun with you to make us a foursome."
Marty's eyes shot open wide!
Tyra looked up in equal shock. And delight!
"You know I'm always game for just about anything," Jill said.
"Nice play on words, Mom," Lisa laughed.
"What?" Jill asked.
"You said you're 'game' for almost anything, and we'll be playing lots of games while you're here," Lisa pointed out, mouthing to Marty, 'face fuck me'.
Mary happily obliged, sliding his dick in his Mom and slowly face fucking her, as the conversation continued.
"Oh silly," Jill laughed. "You know I'll try anything at least once."
"I do, and we'll hold you to that promise," Lisa said, when Marty pulled out again for her to speak. "It is a promise, right? And a blind one, because we won't tell you a single word more than we have already, until you're here."
"Now you've gotten me really curious," Jill said, her daughter acting a bit oddly. "So yes, it's a promise. I hereby promise to do whatever you're talking about, on the sole condition that you three will be doing whatever it is right along with me. Is that good enough?"
"That's perfect, Mom. And good choice of words," Lisa said, continuing to push the envelope.
"You aren't making much sense," Jill said.
"Sorry," Lisa said, between thrusts from her son, "I'm a little preoccupied."
"Preoccupied because you're doing whatever mysterious activity we've been talking about? Then should I let you go?" Jill asked.
"Exactly. I'll call you back after we've all finished our desserts," Lisa said.
"Sounds good," Jill said. "Talk to you soon."
"Soon, Mom," Lisa said, hanging up. "Now face fuck me, and feed me my dessert, you nasty, fucking, Grandma-loving stud."
"Do you really think that if we start stripping right in front of her, she'll keep her promise and join in?" Marty asked.
"Yeah, Mom. That seems a bit much," Tyra said, still lapping away.
"No idea," Lisa shrugged. "But I didn't lie to her... my very naughty children have made me very happy for the past few days! And the seed's been planted."
"Yeah, quite a few seeds," Marty laughed.
"Now give me your seed," Lisa demanded.
Fifteen minutes later, Lisa was chatting with her mother, her son's creamy load warming her belly. Marty was showering before going out with some friends. Tyra, exhausted, decided to go to bed a bit early .
....
Next day.
Marty was awakened just before lunch (having done a Call of Duty marathon late into the night with two buddies) by a warm mouth.
Tyra had already eaten breakfast between her Mom's legs a couple hours ago, and she'd been instructed by her Mom to go and wake up her brother in the best possible way. She hadn't needed to think very long before deciding what to do.
Wearing nothing but stockings and a thong, she crawled under the sheets, stealthily parted his legs, pulled down his underwear and saw, for the first time ever, her brother's cock while it was flaccid. She took it into her mouth and felt it slowly... magically... getting hard in her mouth... which was a very different cock sucking experience for her.
"Are you my Mom or my sis?" Marty asked groggily while he enjoyed the best alarm clock ever.
"I'll give you two guesses; it's the slut you're going to bang tonight," Tyra said, taking the cock out of her mouth just barely long enough to answer.
"You need to be more specific," Marty grinned to himself.
"Okay, here's a broader hint. I'm the sister slut you'll be un-virgin-i-zing tonight with your big, fat cock," Tyra said wickedly, before she took the now hardened dick into her mouth and started bobbing. This encounter wouldn't be a marathon session, just a quickie, to get the creamy load of cum she was craving.
"Oh, that slut," Marty said, placing his hands behind his head and enjoying his morning blow job.
Five minutes later, Marty came in his sister's mouth; and in this position, face down, Tyra was able got to enjoy its taste... its texture... its gooeyness... and its subtle saltiness.
Tyra... then with a nasty thought popping into her head... lately it was full of them... swished the cum around in her mouth to enjoy the gooey, salty seed's taste before she crawled up to his head, and then she leaned down and kissed him.
Marty of course kissed her back, unaware of what was about to transpire.
Tyra then pushed the cum into Marty's mouth, her resting pussy directly against his hard dick... only her silky thong preventing her from losing her virginity before this evening's show.
Marty coughed and gasped, "What the fuck?"
Tyra gazed teasingly into his eyes and said, "Swallow down your cum, big brother; you know what they say about the starving children in various countries," before pressing her lips back against his, and pushing the rest of the cum into his mouth.
Marty was stunned by his sister's sudden aggression, bewildered by the taste of his own cum in his mouth, and by the slick wetness of her pussy slowly gliding along the length of his cock. One further surprise, his cum didn't taste at all gross... which upon afterthought made sense, since both his sister and Mom seemed to love having it in their mouths so much.
When Tyra broke the kiss, she sat up, still grinding her pussy on his dick, "That was me playing my part in recycling! Virtuous, yes?"
"I suppose. But whether you're virtuous or not, I guarantee I'll be gifting you with lots more of it tonight."
"Mmmmmmm," Tyra moaned. "Promise?"
"You already know I always have a few loads locked and loaded," Marty said, enjoying his sister's wet pussy as it 'dry humped' him.
"Fuck, I can't wait to get this big cock inside me," Tyra moaned, an orgasm rising inside her just from this simulated sex.
"I'm going to fuck you so hard," Marty assured her, tempted to flip her over and slide into her right away... but managing to resist the temptation.
"I want you to give me the hardest, deepest fucking you can," Tyra said.
"That'll definitely happen," Marty guaranteed, as his sister moaned.
"Flex your cock while I hump it," Tyra demanded.
"You got it." Marty flexed his cock against his sister's panty-clad pussy, and he continued doing it while her moans got increasingly louder, and eventually she came.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" she screamed.
"Shit," Marty said, watching his sister come, and feeling her wetness leaking through her panties and onto his dick. Tonight would be wonderful!
"God!" Tyra said, rolling off of her brother and onto her back.
"You're getting insatiable," Marty said, touching his cock to feel her wetness on it.
"I'm still a virgin, yet I'm a slut! You and Mom did this to me," she blamed them accurately, lying there still enjoying the orgasm.
"Guilty as charged," Marty laughed, his cock still hard.
After a minute, Marty ordered, "Get over here and extract load number two."
Tyra considered complying, but she wanted to tease the fuck out of him today, so she rolled out of bed saying, "No thank you."
"No thank you?" Marty said, rather astonished, his cock standing straight up and saluting her.
"Let's wait until tonight, big brother," she said. "It's not that I don't want to right now, but if we're feeling desperate for each other tonight, it'll be epic!" Despite her words, she couldn't help admiring his big cock, and she definitely felt tempted to suck it again, or to ride the length of it like a cowgirl.
"Okay, but then I'll fuck you so good!" he agreed, admiring her thong-clad ass as she left his bedroom.
"Make sure to be ready," Tyra said, stopping at the door and turning around. "I want you to fuck the hell out of me."
"No problemo, I can do that."
"Good," she nodded. "Oh, I forgot why I actually came in here."
"It wasn't for your morning protein?" Marty asked, slowly stroking his cock.
"That was a bonus," she said. "Mom and I changed our minds about the costumes."
"Oh?" Marty asked.
"Yes," she nodded.
"Then what are we wearing instead?" Marty asked, feeling a bit disappointed; he'd been looking forward to seeing his two fuck toys dressed like superheroes.
"Mommy is going to be Daphne," Tyra revealed.
"And you'll be Velma?" Marty asked... Velma and Daphne were two of his favourite cartoon characters.
"I will," Tyra smiled.
"Fuck," he said, groaning a little.
"I take it you approve?"
"I do," he nodded. "And who am I?"
"Scooby Doo, of course," she smiled. "Ah-roo!"
"What? You want me to dress like a dog?"
"Just kidding," she smiled. "You can either be Shaggy while you shag me, or Fred while you fuck me."
"Mmmmmm," Marty said.
"Later, ruh-roh-Raggy," Tyra said, doing her best Scooby Doo impersonation.
"Fuck," Marty said as he stroked his cock. He wasn't accustomed to resorting to masturbation after all his recent good fortune, but his sister inducing that snowball before dry humping on him, and now the hot idea that tonight he'd be seeing his sister and Mom looking like Velma and Daphne... it was too much... so he just had to unload a second wasted load of cum into the air to rain back onto his bedsheets and his body.
After he showered, he put on some casual clothes and went down for some breakfast. His Mom was just leaving to meet her best friend Jamie (a hot MILF he'd definitely love to fuck) for a spa day, and Tyra was going off to get their costumes, so there was nothing Marty had to do.
While he ate breakfast, he checked the poll result, assuming it hadn't changed much. It hadn't in rankings, but the number of votes sure had!
Where should her brother's load go tomorrow?
Inside her virgin pussy 1,436
On her big tits 746
On her pretty face 583
In her mouth 298
Marty was amazed by how many people had responded; they didn't have that many subscribers! Then he was doubly amazed when he checked the website and saw how many subscribers they did have. Over 4,000! Shit! Just overnight, that figure had skyrocketed! He'd posted three brief but nasty-hot clips last night at various times, and each of them already had thousands of likes already on every social media platform. And they were really raking in the money!
Lisa spent the day with her friend at their spa day, telling her she'd finally found a new man... a much younger man than Charlie had been, who was really rocking her world.
As they were getting their pedicures, Jamie pointed out, "He must be rocking it! Last week when I saw you you tried to hide it, but I could tell how miserable you felt, and I felt awful for you. But this week you can't hide how wonderful you feel! Today you seem so much more... like you!"
"Yeah," Lisa agreed. "I feel a lot more like me."
"That's great!" Jamie said, She'd been really worried about her good friend, who at the last minute had cancelled their previous three spa days.
"I know," Lisa said. "I'm sorry; I haven't been a great friend to you recently."
"Oh Lisa!" Jamie gushed earnestly, placing a hand on her friend's arm. "You were in survival mode! You've just gone through a tragic event that most people our age couldn't possibly fathom needing to deal with."
"I know," Lisa said. Her friend had always been touchy-feely, but following her last few days of total debauchery, everything seemed sexual.
"Well, I'm thrilled you're starting to get out again."
"Yeah," Jamie said, and needing to talk to someone, to share her excitement yet not to reveal everything, she said, "I'm not just getting out, I'm getting laid."
"Oh?" Jamie asked, a little surprised to hear Lisa come right out and say that, but her friend had always been exceedingly frank.
"Yeah, lots," Lisa added.
"Well, good for you," Jamie said, aware that she and Charlie had always been very sexual together. In fact if anybody had ever asked, she would have said they fucked like rabbits!
"Yeah, he's very good for me. And he's also a lot younger than I am," Lisa continued, feeling good about this chance to kind of share her biggest secret with her best friend.
"I guess we could all use a younger man," Jamie joked, her husband a one and done guy in recent years, unlike the quick-reload marathon sessions he'd given her when they were younger.
"He's giving me three or four loads a day," Lisa added, as the manicurist working on her feet looked up at her in astonishment... but didn't say anything.
"Oh my!" Jamie gasped enviously.
"Yeah, my kid really has stamina."
"So it seems!"
"And man, can he fuck!"
"Oh, to be young again," Jamie said, by now not attempting to conceal how envious she felt.
"Yeah, he does make me feel young again."
"You're a very lucky woman!"
"I am," Lisa agreed with total honesty.
"Jim is a one and done guy these days," Jamie admitted with a sigh.
Following a sudden impulse, "I'm sure my man would be more than willing to rock your world," Lisa offered.
"Lisa!"
"I'm serious," Lisa said, not thinking of the consequences of outing herself as a incestuous Mommy-slut who was committing a crime, "We've never even mentioned that either of us wanted an exclusive relationship, so I bet he'd fuck you really good. Maybe you two would even let me watch!"
"Jesus, Lisa!" Jamie said, shaking her head in disbelief. Lisa wouldn't really be willing to share her young man, would she? And right in front of her?
"Just saying," Lisa shrugged. "There's nothing to get your motor running like a young man with a big dick, and who can reload in a couple of minutes, instead of making you wait twenty-four hours."



"Well, that indeed would be nice," Jamie agreed, not having even had any orgasms during the last half dozen times she'd had sex with her husband... he'd come too quickly, and then gone limp immediately. Useless!
"I've also been exploring some sapphic play," Lisa added.
"Sapphic?" Jamie asked, raising an eyebrow. She knew what the word meant, but she was still surprised.
"Yeah, with a sexy twenty-one-year-old girl. She's gorgeous, and she's happy to do pretty much anything I tell her to," Lisa revealed.
"No way!" Jamie gasped. Her long-time friend was unaware that she'd recently become obsessed with lesbian erotica and porn. She'd even subscribed to a few lesbian porn sites, just loving the sexually charged power two women could generate together... although she'd never explored being with another woman herself, except for a couple of harmless kisses a long time ago in college, just to tease some boys. She particularly loved jilling off to lesbian scenes between younger and older women.
"Yeah, she's so eager... and submissive, too!"
"Well, it sounds like you've really gotten out of your funk!" Jamie laughed.
"Yeah, my young stud with his big cock, plus my sexy young thing eating me whenever I want, is really recharging me," Lisa said bluntly.
She noticed her friend's bright red cheeks... they were almost crimson!. Was she embarrassed by this conversation... or about her own inclinations? Deciding to find out, she said, "You could probably use a young pussy muncher of your own."
"Lisa!" Jamie gasped.
"I can tell by your red cheeks... they're absolutely scarlet!... that you have some lesbian thoughts of your own," Lisa said.
"I do not," Jamie lied.
"You can't ever lie to me," Lisa said. "And I'm not objecting; I'm just saying that you suck at it, so don't even bother trying. And although you may only have lesbian thoughts, I've just confessed to being actively bisexual, so if I started judging you for your naughty predilections, whatever they are, I'd look pretty stupid."
Jamie didn't speak. She had no idea what to say. Her friend had just busted her, but at the same time she was confessing to actually doing much worse. For a prudish definition of 'worse', that is.
There was then a long silence, until their pedicures were just about finished, when Lisa added, "Just think about it. I can tell you without a doubt that women give much better cunnilingus than men."
Jamie still didn't say anything, while she processed their astonishing conversation. Until now, she'd had no idea that Lisa was so open to talking about her sex life.
They then went for their massages, and while they were in the same room, they didn't speak. Lisa enjoyed her full body massage, and she was able to relax completely. Jamie on the other hand, couldn't get her friend's blunt revelations, and that slight accusation of Jamie's mutuality out of her head. She was married, and she had no intention of cheating on her husband, yet the idea of a young stud just fucking the hell out of her to what sounded like a marathon of multiple orgasms and giving her multiple loads of his own... was... was... well it was fucking pussy drenching! And the idea of her actually participating in some lesbian romps instead of just reading about them or watching them online, was even more appealing, since she'd recently been fantasizing about them, and pleasuring herself with the vibrator she'd ordered from amazon while she'd imagined herself indulging in lesbian encounters.
Once they'd dressed, paid, and were walking to their cars, Lisa finally brought the topic back up, "Have you ever been with a woman, Jamie?"
"Lisa!" Jamie gasped again.
"I'm serious," Lisa said. "I saw your cheeks light up like traffic lights when I mentioned my being with a woman, but not while I was talking about being with my young man."
"Lisa, this conversation is getting very awkward," Jamie said.
"Is it?" Lisa asked. "We're best friends. Meaning we should be able to share anything we feel like with each other, without being afraid of getting judged. For instance, you've told me in the past that Jim doesn't bring you the pleasure you desire, which in my opinion, that you deserve. All I've ever felt about that has been sympathy; I've never thought less of you because of it."
"Lisa, its just that..." Jamie began, but she wasn't sure how to continue.
Lisa took both of her friend's hands in hers, looked into her eyes, and said, "Jamie, you can always tell me anything. I'll always be here for you, just like you've always been there for me. And I know that sometimes I've made that difficult for you."
"Oh, Lisa, you had the hardest thing that can ever happen to you actually happen!" Jamie said. "So there was no way I wouldn't have been there for you; I just wish I could have done more!"
"It was, it was awful. And knowing you were on my side was tremendously helpful," Lisa agreed. "But the experience taught me a very important lesson, once I got over feeling sorry for myself."
"What's that?" Jamie asked, genuinely curious.
"That I need to live every day to the fullest," Lisa said. "I won't live in the past, I won't live with regrets, and I won't live my life wishing that I'd done something but hadn't, neither because of my fear of getting judged by people, nor fear because of my own insecurities."
"That's a great way to live," Jamie agreed, wishing she could be that brave. Her marriage was a sham, she was far from happy, and she constantly felt alone and lost.
"And I also want that for the people I care the most about," Lisa added, and she then removed her hands from Jamie's, placed them on her cheeks, leaned in, and kissed her. And this wasn't just an affectionate little kiss, it was filled with passion!
Jamie was stunned. Paralyzed by indecision and shock. Her best friend's lips, her very soft lips, were pressed against hers. It felt so wrong, yet also somehow so right. She didn't even realize she was kissing her best friend back, while she took a few seconds to process this sudden development.
Okay, more than a few seconds; the kiss lasted for maybe fifteen seconds... way longer than just a peck on the lips, far longer than just a friendly kiss, and an eternity longer than just teasing some horny frat boys... before Lisa broke away to say, "Jamie, you're a beautiful woman, and you deserve to be loved. I don't think Jim appreciates you the way he should. Plus, I know... because you've told me... he doesn't please you in certain personal ways that you deserve."
"Lisa..." Jamie said, and then she still didn't know how to continue. She was so confused! Her best friend just kissed her! She'd just kissed her best friend back! Her body was on fire! Her head was spinning! And now more than anything, she wanted to kiss Lisa back.
"I know what you're feeling," Lisa said, reading her friend's confusion.
"I don't believe that you do," Jamie said, leaning forward, and this time, she was the one initiating an equally passionate kiss!
So standing there, in the middle of a semi-busy parking lot, the two women kissed... tender and sweet, yet also with some unmistakable urgency.
This one lasted an entire minute, but it felt even longer, before Lisa broke the kiss and asked, "When will Jim be getting home?"
"About sixish, why?"
"And right now, it's only a quarter to three. Let's go to your place."
"Now?"
"Yes, I'll bet your body is burning with need right now," Lisa assessed, confident she was correct, judging by Jamie's actions, her flustered cheeks, and her trembling body.
"But I'm not sure we should do anything about it," Jamie worried.
"Your body and eyes are insisting that we must," Lisa said, as she walked around her car, opened the door and ordered, "I'm following you to your place, no arguing. Let's go."
Lisa then got into her car and closed the door before Jamie could say a word. So Jamie got into her car and drove the fifteen-minute route to her home... her head spinning with confusion, and her body burning with stimulation. She replayed their conversation, replayed their kissing, replayed the implications of her love life, and the knowledge that she'd been gradually moving closer and closer towards questioning her sexuality. That kiss just now... that one kiss... well, two after that brief pause... had warmed her soul... had made her heart skip a beat... and was still making her body melt.
Lisa pulled into her driveway and then her garage, while Lisa pulled into the driveway. Lisa got out and went into the garage.
Jamie pressed the button to close the garage door while her friend came towards her, sending a chill up her spine.
Lisa didn't play hard to get, she pressed her body and lips against her friend, her hands going to Jamie's ass cheeks and squeezing them.
Jamie moaned into her friend's mouth, while she kissed her best friend back... the intimacy of those first two kisses was still there, but it now also included sexually charged lust. Jamie's hands went to Lisa's ass, and she squeezed them.
Lisa pushed her friend against the car, continuing to allow her hands the freedom to roam, and when one of them encountered the zipper of Jamie's skirt, in a quick, smooth movement, she unzipped it.
Jamie felt and heard the familiar sound of her zipper, and as her eyes went wide, Lisa broke the kiss, placed her hands on her friend's sides, and pulled the skirt all the way down to the cement floor, where she remained crouched for a moment.
Lisa had seen her friend naked many times, in fact just an hour ago during their massages, but somehow this encounter was like seeing her naked for the first time, since now her intentions were so different.
"Lisa." Jamie trembled as she looked down at her best friend.
"Just let this happen, Jamie," Lisa urged gently, as she reached up and pulled down her panties.
"I don't know," Jamie said, although she made no attempt to stop her friend from undressing her.
"But I do," Lisa said. "You need this as badly as I did a few days ago."
"I agree with you, but you're my best friend," Jamie agreed while still objecting, unable to deny the burning fire in her loins, but she thought that... exactly what was her objection?
"So who better to help you begin exploring who and what you are?" Lisa offered, her friend's panties and skirt now lying on the cement floor, while she simply leaned forward and gave her friend's slightly wet pussy a playful and brief lick.
"Oh, my," Jamie moaned and gasped simultaneously, feeling her best friend's tongue lightly touch down on her pussy... before it returned and lingered there.
"You're so wet and tasty," Lisa said softly, as she parted her friend's pussy lips and helped herself to a small sampling of her pussy juice.
"I can't believe you're doing that," Jamie moaned, leaning back against her car, while her pussy got licked for the first time ever by another woman.
"I can't believe we waited this long to begin getting acquainted like this," Lisa countered, as she swirled her tongue inside her friend's increasingly swamped hole.
"Oh, God," Jamie moaned, Lisa's tongue making her feel amazing!
"I could worship this pussy all day," Lisa purred, loving the sound of her friend's soft moans while getting her own rush of sexual adrenaline from this seduction... which she'd had no intention of attempting until she was actually doing it.
"Worship? You've never been a Christian," Jamie accused playfully, Lisa slightly notorious for only going into churches for weddings or funerals.
"True, but I have my own religion," Lisa shrugged, as she sucked her friend's clit between her lips and made her tremble wildly.
"Ooooooooooh, you dooooooooo?" Jamie moaned loudly, her back arching against the curvature of her car.
"Yeah, I worship cocks and cunts," Lisa said wickedly, sliding two fingers inside her moaning friend.
"Oh fuck," Jamie moaned, from her friend's wicked words and her own sudden penetration.
"Yes! A big and fat young cock, and now with yours, a couple of juicy wet cunts," Lisa continued her verbal onslaught by finger banging her friend, while simultaneously attacking her clit.
"Oh, Jesus Lisa, you're so nasty!" Jamie said, squeezing her own tits through her shirt and bra.
"Oh, you have no idea," Lisa said, since this was the tamest sex act she'd taken part in this week... by a long way.
"Don't stop," Jamie pleaded, her orgasm rising inside her.
"I promise not to stop until you come all over my face," Lisa pledged, as she maintained her tongue's pressure against her friend's clit, and she also found her friend's g-spot and tapped it rapidly, like a tiny drum solo.
In a heartbeat, Jamie's orgasm shot from twenty-five to fifty-five miles an hour, and she screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuck, I'm coming right noooooww!"
"Mmmmmmmmm," Lisa purred. She pulled her fingers out when her friend's orgasm hit, and she eagerly lapped up all the cum that was pouring out of her like a broken fire hydrant!
"Jesus," was all Jamie could muster, as she leaned against her car and trembled profusely, feeling a gush of cum leak out of her like she hadn't felt in years... her orgasm also more powerful than any she'd had in years.
"Such delicious cunt cum," Lisa exulted, continuing to savour her friend's sweet nectar.
"Lisa..." Jamie began to say something, but feeling too weak to say any more, and unsure of what else she'd planned on saying after that solitary word, she didn't say any more. Instead, she just rested against her car and savoured the long-lasting orgasm cascading through her core.
"Jamie," Lisa countered softly, as she continued lapping up the cum freely flowing out of her friend.
A couple minutes later, Jamie said, suddenly feeling an intense need to pee, which had often happened in the past when she'd had intense orgasms while her husband continued fucking her, "Sorry, I really need to pee."
Jamie hurriedly pushed Lisa back a little and scurried into her house, butt naked from the waist down.
Lisa smiled, retrieved her friend's panties and skirt, and went into the house. She slipped out of her own panties... and left them in plain sight just inside the door, along with her heels. She went to her friend's fridge, picked up a halfway filled bottle of wine, emptied it into two wineglasses, and sipped on one of them until Jamie returned... with a towel wrapped modestly around her waist.
"You do recall that I've seen you naked hundreds of times," Lisa smiled.
"Yeah," Jamie said, looking embarrassedly down at the towel. "But I really wasn't sure what the protocol was, after what just happened."
"Well commonly..." Lisa said, as she hopped onto the kitchen counter and spread her legs, thus revealing her thigh high stockings and naked pussy, "...the recent recipient returns the favour."
"Oh," Jamie said. Part of her was intrigued by the idea, since her growing obsession with lesbian erotica... and her curiosity to explore that side of her sexuality... had been bubbling away inside of her even before today's surprising events. Yet she was also worried she might not be very good at it.
Lisa smiled, "You don't have to, Jamie. I may have pushed you a little... or even a lot... too hard just now."
"No, it's not that," Jamie said, not wanting this moment to end, yet nervous about it.
"What do you mean?"
"It's just....I mean..." Jamie struggled to force out certain words.
Lisa went over to her friend, handed her the wineglass that was still filled, and she reassured her, "It's okay Jamie, you can tell me anything."
"I have... I have..." Jamie said, then she downed half of her wine in a single swallow.
"Recently you have been questioning your sexuality, haven't you?" Lisa asked, helping her tongue-tied, flustered friend.
"Only a little," Jamie admitted hesitantly, taking another big sip.
"Have you been watching lesbian porn?" Lisa asked gently.
"Yes," Jamie also admitted, now a little less hesitantly.
"While you fantasize you're the submissive?" Lisa continued her caring investigation.
"Maybe," Jamie said, avoiding eye contact as she took another sip of wine.
"It's okay, Jamie," Lisa said.
"But I'm married," she said, trembling slightly.
"Does Jim make you happy?" Lisa asked. "And are you happy?"
"Yes... no... I don't really know, actually," Jamie said, tears beginning to form.
"Your confusion tells me you do know, and the answer's not in the affirmative," Lisa said, reaching out her left hand and gently rubbing Jamie's shoulder.
"It's just... that..." Jamie started speaking, but was unable to finish her thought, before tears started streaming down her face.
"I know, I know," Lisa said, setting her glass down on a table and wrapping her arms around her best friend comfortingly.
"I... I... I just don't know what to do!" Jamie wept, feeling safe in her friend's arms, while she pressed her face against her friend's shoulder and cried.
"I know," Lisa repeated. This encounter was no longer about a seduction or sex, but about something far more important. "Just let it all out. And don't stop crying until you've wept every tear!"
"Okay," Jamie cried, her towel dropping to the floor, with neither of them even noticing.
After a couple minutes of diminishing tears and quiet comforting, Lisa said, releasing her and shoving her shoulder away to look into her friend's eyes, "You know you don't have to stay here with him, unless you want to."
"I know," Jamie said, wiping her eyes.
"You don't need to remain with him for your kids, Jamie. Kara is eighteen, and Peter is in college," Lisa pointed out, Jamie's children similar ages to her own.
"I know," Jamie repeated.
"Do you still love Jim?" Lisa asked.
Jamie thought about this and answered, "Yes, I do, but...."
"But what?"
"But not in a romantic or sexual way," Jamie said, then added as an afterthought, "at least not anymore."
"You know what you have to do, Jamie," Lisa said.
"I do," Jamie agreed, although knowing and doing were two very different things.
"And I'm here for you, in any way you need me to be," Lisa pledged.
"Thank you so much," Jamie said earnestly. She looked into her friend's eyes, and then leaned in and kissed her again.
Lisa kissed her back... tenderly... intimately.
"I'm so sorry," Jamie apologized, having broken the kiss after about fifteen seconds.
"No saying you're sorry, because you've done nothing wrong," Lisa said, kissing her only briefly this time. She placed her hands on her cheeks, looked her directly in the eyes and asked, "Do you trust me?"
"Of course," Jamie said, feeling so safe with her at the moment.
"Then unless you object, I'm going to take charge here," Lisa said. "Do you object at all to my doing that?"
"No, not in the least. Please just tell me what I should do," Jamie agreed.
Lisa leaned in and kissed her again, probing her mouth with her tongue. Jamie replicated the tongue action, and their kiss shifted from soft and tender, back to intensely passionate.
After a couple minutes, Lisa broke away and asked, while her hand went to her friend's pussy and she rubbed It aggressively, "Are you prepared to become my submissive pet, Jamie?"
"Yes, absolutely," Jamie moaned. Any monotheistic or matrimonial lines she'd been reluctant to cross, were by now long gone... obliterated.
Lisa placed her hands on her friend's shoulders, and she gently guided her down to her knees.
Jamie had watched online scenes just like this one; had read about scenes just like this one; and now she herself was the formerly straight; still curious; submissive woman who'd been seduced, and who was now looking forward to her totally upended life.



Lisa smiled as she looked down at her friend, lifted her dress up and over her head... of course she wasn't wearing panties... and said, "Just look, for now. Don't touch."
"Okay," Jamie said, as she stared at her friend's pussy. She'd seen this pussy many times of course, but today it felt like this was the first time... since in the past when they'd been naked together sometimes, it hadn't had the same appeal... just women changing from one outfit to another... but now she was in lust with this fully exposed pussy.
"Do you notice how my pussy is glistening?" Lisa asked.
"Yes," Jamie answered. Indeed she did notice the slight sheen on her friend's pussy lips... thus making the pussy even more inviting.
"Do you want to taste my pussy, Jamie?" Lisa asked, bringing her left hand to her pussy and parting the lips slightly.
"Yes," Jamie answered. Today she'd likely be answering many questions, and for Lisa, her reply would always be 'yes'.
"Are you sure you do?" Lisa asked, drawing her friend in like a moth to a flame, in part, by sliding two of her fingers inside her pussy.
"Yes," Jamie repeated. Her eyes were focused on the fingers sliding in and out of this pussy she so badly wanted to taste.
"Here's a sample for you," Lisa said. She pulled her wet fingers out of herself and offered them to her friend, who like a fledgling bird, obediently opened her mouth.
Jamie stared at the two fingers. They were wet with pussy juice, and so the moment those fingers along with their tantalising coating were offered to her, she opened her mouth, closed her lips, and took them in. She tightened her lips around them, and inadvertently moaned at her task, and at their sweet taste.
"Do you like doing that?" Lisa asked a moment later, while her friend swirled her tongue around her fingers, and bobbed back and forth on them like a bitch in heat.
"Yes, so much," Jamie admitted, unable to stop staring at her friend's pussy.
"Do you want to taste me some more?" Lisa asked, sticking her fingers back inside her pussy, loving to tease her friend like this. She was clearly yearning to lick her long-time best friend's pussy.
"Yes! I need more of you, please," Jamie responded, literally salivating in expectation of tasting more of her pussy juice.
"Mmmmmmm," Lisa moaned, as she pumped her pussy with her fingers.
"Please give me more of you, Lisa," Jamie pleaded, with a desperation in her voice she couldn't have been faking.
"As you wish," Lisa said, pulling her two fingers out of her pussy, and dangling them vertically above her friend's head.
Jamie leaned up, looking very much like a fish about to leap from the water to snatch a tasty mayfly from midair, and she sucked the glistening wetness off of her friend's fingers.
"Good girl," Lisa approved.
"You taste so good," Jamie said, knowing the taste on those fingers was just a teasing sample, as she gazed directly into the source of all those delicious juices.
"What do you want to do with this pussy, Jamie?" Lisa asked, utilizing two fingers to part her pussy lips.
"To lick it, to eat it, and to make you come," Jamie said, lustfully, wanting nothing less than to taste her friend's sweet pussy fluids directly from their source.
"You're sure?" Lisa asked. "I don't want to entice you into doing something you'd rather not do."
"What I want is to eat your pussy and to be your lesbian pet forever," Jamie answered, 'pet' being a common term in some of the erotica she'd read.
"You're telling me you want to be my pet, Jamie?" Lisa asked, "forever?" slowly rubbing her clit.
"Yes," Jamie answered, entranced by her friend's fingers and pussy.
"How about being my slave?" Lisa pushed the envelope.
"Lisa, I've known you since we were five, so if there's one thing I know, it's that you'll never mistreat me. So yes. I'll be your pet, your slave, your lesbian plaything, and anything else you want me to be," Jamie listed off desperately. "Just please let me eat your pussy!"
"You mean my cunt?" Lisa taunted, loving that word, and knowing Jamie hated it.
"Yes, dammit. Your delicious, wet, fucking cunt!" Jamie agreed in lustful desperation.
"Good! You look so hot down there on your knees, staring hungrily at my cunt and saying such nasty things," Lisa said, loving this seduction and corrupting her friend. So far, she had no idea whether or not she'd eventually let her friend in on her nasty incestuous secret, but maybe. Jamie needed a good fucking, so her son could do wonders for her.
"Oh God, Lisa! May I fucking please eat your cunt?" Jamie begged in frustration.
"Well, since you asked me so nicely," Lisa grinned wickedly, "go right ahead."
Jamie didn't utter another word, before she buried her face in her friend's pussy... okay, her cunt... and began licking. She didn't know what she was doing, but she was determined to do the best she could... especially once Lisa's sexy scent and her tantalizing taste were filling her nostrils and tongue.
"Oh yes, Jamie, lick my cunt," Lisa moaned, gazing down adoringly at her best friend. She was now also her pet and her slave. Which gave Lisa certain perks, but also some responsibilities. She planned on using this new pet immeasurably, since she knew Jamie would thrive on that, but the jury was still out about whether she wanted to introduce her to Tyra and Marty as her pet... and them to her... as her incestuous lovers!
"Mmmmmm, you taste so damn good, Lisa," Jamie told her, wanting her friend to know how much she was loving her virgin voyage.
"You look so hot licking my cunt, Jamie," Lisa replied.
"I feel so slutty and nasty eating your cunt," Jamie volleyed back, knowing from prior conversations as well as today, that Lisa had a nasty tongue.
"Because you are slutty and nasty," Lisa returned, pressing her hand against the back of her head. "You're my slutty, nasty, cunt-munching pet."
"Oh God, I can't believe we're doing this," Jamie said, as she explored every crevice of the pussy with eagerness.
"We?" Lisa asked. "I'm just standing here sipping wine. You're the one devouring my pussy like a ravenous slut."
Jamie could have pointed out how Lisa had unarguably set all of this in motion by kissing her in the parking lot, then following her home and going down on her in the garage, but that seemed redundant now. Why should she assign blame, when she was so delighted with where Lisa's actions had taken them? So she just focused on the pussy she was licking.
....
Meanwhile Tyra, who was feeling frisky as fuck and really wanted to drive her brother wild, was in a sex shop buying their outfits for tonight. She decided to try on a sexy Supergirl outfit (since they didn't have any Harley Quinn ones), and that Supergirl should go commando today. Once she was in costume, she filmed herself fingering herself and saying into the camera, "I just can't wait for your big fat cock to be inside my cunt instead of just my fingers."
She then sent it to her brother.
Marty was gaming when he got the text, and he saw it was from his sister. Before that watershed moment of a few days ago, he likely would have ignored the text, at least until he'd finished gaming. But that was then, and now he checked it out.
He gasped when he saw his sister fingering herself and talking nasty to him. He then watched it so many times he was killed in COD and got verbally assaulted by his buddy. "Sorry, man," he said, unwilling to tell him why he'd been distracted.
.....
"Oh, yes Jamie, get your tongue in my hole," Lisa moaned. "Tongue fuck me with that hungry tongue!"
"So yummy," Jamie moaned, since eating this pussy was making her own pussy burn... which had never happened while she'd been sucking cock.
"You're so fucking hot as my cunt muncher," Lisa moaned just as her phone rang. "Don't move."
Jamie remained on her knees, licking her lips to savour some of her friend's wetness, as she watched her friend go to the kitchen counter and pick up her phone.
Lisa answered it. "Hey honey, whatcha doing?"
"I just sent Marty a video of me in a Supergirl outfit while I fingered myself," Tyra said, wanting to tell her Mom about it for some reason.
"Nice!" Lisa said. She went back to Jamie and offered her pussy to her again.
Jamie looked up and mouthed, 'who is it?"
Lisa mouthed back, 'Tyra. Now get back to your licking.'
Tyra said, "I think I'll send him videos all day, and tease the fuck out of him!"
"That's a great idea," Lisa said, proud of her daughter's wicked innovation. "But please send them to me, too."
"Sure, Mommy," Tyra said. But then sensing her Mom was holding something back, she asked, "What are you doing?"
"Oh, I'm just sharing a late lunch with Jamie," Lisa said, as Jamie lapped up her 'lunch'.
"I see," Tyra said. "How is she?"
"Here; you can ask her yourself," she said, switching the phone to speaker.
"Hi, Aunt Jamie," Tyra greeted, having always called her that. "How ya doing?"
"Um... I'm good," Jamie said, shocked to suddenly be on speakerphone with her friend's innocent daughter, while she was doing something so unmentionable!
"That's nice," Tyra said. "We need to get together sometime soon."
"Yeah, that would be great," Jamie said.
Lisa pointed to her pussy and mouthed, Lick."
Jamie, her cheeks again burning with shame, obeyed while she began multi-tasking a conversation with her friend's daughter.
"What are you having for lunch?" Tyra asked. She was kind of hungry for some real food as well.
Lisa answered, "We're just dining in at Jamie's house."
"Oh, I see," Tyra said, her mother's vague reply instantly redirecting her thoughts to naughtiness. "I love dining in."
"Yeah, I know you do. I'm just sharing some fish with her," Lisa added, sensing her daughter was already on the same wavelength, and confirming what was really going on, since her daughter knew she hated fish.
Jamie's eyes went wide, upon hearing what even seemed to her like a pretty blunt innuendo.
"Now that you've mentioned it, I'd like some of that fish too, Mom," Tyra sighed, a bit overdramatically.
Sensing her daughter had it the wrong way around, Lisa clarified wickedly, "Then you'll have to stop by for a visit someday soon. She serves the best fish," as she pulled her friend's head deep into her wetness and began slowly grinding on her face.
"Oh, you know how much I love fish, every which way around," Tyra said, since if her 'aunt' was now getting it on with her Mom, hopefully she'd be up for a 69 with her as well... since so far she'd only tasted her Mom's... fish so far. Which, truth be told, was an unfair and likely male description of a pussy's scent and smell.
"I know you do love your fish," Lisa said, before adding with a moan she couldn't control, "but I've got to go, honey."
"Okay," Tyra said knowingly. "Have fun you two, and enjoy your lunches."
"Will do," Lisa said, hanging up, and then gently pushing Jamie to the floor.
"Those were some pretty blunt innuendoes," Jamie said, suddenly lying on her back.
"Fun, wasn't it? And Tyra is way too naïve and innocent to catch on to what I was talking about," Lisa smiled, lying through her teeth, as she straddled her friend's face.
"I hope so," Jamie said, while she watched the inviting peach lowering above her.
I'm sure that if she wanted, you'd eat her pussy too, you nasty, cunt-munching lesbian," Lisa accused, as she face sat on her friend, and then pulled her head into her snatch so she couldn't respond with words, only actions.
Jamie was somewhat bewildered by her friend's wicked words... since Tyra must surely be just as sweet and innocent as she'd always thought... but for now, she just focused on the pussy her face was planted in. She licked and licked, wanting to get her friend off soon... hoping and sensing that Lisa's orgasmic pussy cum would be even stronger and tastier than these current samplings already were.
"Oh yes, don't stop!" Lisa moaned, her orgasm imminent, while she ground on her friend's face.
Jamie had no choice about that, but she also had no intention of stopping, by now desperately wanting to taste her best friend's cum.
"Oh, fuck yes... get ready baby... get ready!" Lisa moaned wildly.
Jamie felt a rush of adrenaline at the evident imminence of the pussy cum she was about to receive... completely opposite from the disgust she often felt when her husband was about to come in her mouth.
"Oh fuuuuuuuck!" Lisa screamed as her orgasm hit, and she flooded her friend's face.
Jamie guzzled down the sweet cum as it poured out of her friend's pussy and into her hungry mouth... and as she'd anticipated, its taste was stronger and purer... even better than she'd imagined, after tasting those samples from Lisa's fingers.
"Oh fuck!" Lisa repeated less forcefully, settling down after her orgasm.
Jamie lapped up all the pussy cum, instantly addicted to its taste, to the task, and to the sensations she was feeling. Her own pussy was tingling with both pleasure and need... something else she never got from a dick in her mouth.
Lisa enjoyed her friend lapping up all her juices for another long, luxurious minute, and then she got off, pulled her friend to her feet and kissed her again... tasting herself on Jamie's lips.
The kiss lasted a couple minutes, before Jamie broke away reluctantly and said, "I can't believe we just did that."
"But we did. Do you regret it?" Lisa asked, admiring the pussy glaze all over her friend's face.
"No," Jamie said without hesitation. "Not at all."
Good," Lisa said, kissing her again. "Because I have some exciting plans for you."
"You do?"
"Yes! For example, the next time we have sex, I'm going to fuck your sweet pussy with my strap-on," Lisa said.
"You own a strap-on?" Jamie asked.
"I own... and often use... several toys," Lisa smiled. And soon she'd have to go shopping for even more of them.
"I don't know what's gotten into you, but you really do seem to be your old self again," Jamie said.
"What's been getting into me... very often these days... is my young stud's big dick," Lisa bragged. "His big, fat cock."
"Jesus!" Jamie said, shaking her head enviously.
"After Charlie died, I'd forgotten how good sex can be," Lisa said. "And I'd also forgotten how hot being with a woman can be."
"I've always wondered about that," Jamie admitted.
"And now you know," Lisa said, standing up, and pulling her friend up as well.
"Now what?" Jamie asked.
"Well, right now, I've got to get going," Lisa said. "Unless you're coming home with me?"
"If that's a serious offer, I'd love to! But not right away. Before I leave Jim, I want to have a serious talk with him, tell him how I've been feeling, and give him a chance to make things better between us... and then we'll see. I think I owe him that much."
"You need to do whatever you think is best. Will you tell him what we just did together?"
"Without mentioning any names, I believe that I will! He needs to know I have some very different options."
"That sounds wise. But no more selling yourself short!"
"Never again!"
"Sounds like a plan. But whatever happens between you and Jim, let's meet up in a couple of days, so I can fuck you."
"You were serious about that offer?" Jamie asked.
"One hundred percent," Lisa said. "The only question is, how big of a cock do you want me to wear?"
"Anything bigger than the less than five inches I'm accustomed to, would be great," Jamie smiled naughtily.
"All of my toys are bigger than that," Lisa said, kissing her again. "Lots bigger."
"Good," Jamie smiled. "Then I have something wonderful to look forward to."
"That you do. So text me when you're available, we can meet at my place or right here again, and I'll give you the fucking you need. And I'll also let you dine on my pussy again," Lisa said, retrieving her dress.
"Don't you mean your cunt?" Jamie asked teasingly.
"Pussy, cunt, orchid, pink flower, whatever. I get nasty whenever I'm horny," Lisa grinned, "other times it doesn't matter," pulling the dress over her body.
"And I want you to be as nasty as you can be the next time," Jamie grinned conspiratorially.
"Oh, I'm going to fuck the shit out of you," Lisa assured her.
"Oh? You're going to pound my arse?" Jamie smiled teasingly.
"Arse! You and your British affectations," Lisa said. "But if you want that bloody arse of yours buggered, I can do that too."
"I'll have to think about it," Jamie said, not having been bent over and ass fucked since college.
"Then once you decide, give me a day's warning," Lisa said. "That'll need a different toy."
"Okay," Jamie said.
Lisa kissed her again and headed to the door. "Love ya," she said.
"Love ya too," Jamie said, still naked from the waist down.
Lisa left, checked her phone and saw her daughter's video. Shit, she too was getting filthy nasty, the darling girl.
Lisa texted as she got into the car: Nice video, slut.
Tyra texted back while she was making another video in her car... with a pop bottle. Did you fuck Aunt Jamie?
Lisa responded: I didn't actually fuck her per se.
Tyra texted back, now with the wide end of the bottle in her pussy: But you ate her pussy, didn't you?"
Lisa smiled: I plead the Fifth.
Tyra laughed while she filmed the bottle in her pussy: Hey big brother, think you can spread my pussy like this?
The slut sister pressed Send, and then she fucked herself to an orgasm in her car in the parking lot of a strip mall. She didn't think anyone noticed what she was doing, but whatever.
Marty was pumping gas into his car, when he got the message. He clicked and gasped, when he saw the bottle sliding in and out of his sister's pussy while she moaned, "Oh, yes big brother, fuck me! Fuck me, fuck me," and, "I'm coming, big brother!"
"Jesus," Marty said, loving the teasing, and really looking forward to tonight's show.
Marty texted back: I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll be screaming my name in your sleep.
Tyra smiled as she recovered from her orgasm... God, tonight couldn't come fast enough!
Everyone arrived home in time for supper, and as they finished eating, Tyra went to the fridge, grabbed a cucumber from it, hopped onto the counter across from the kitchen table, spread her legs, and slid it into her pussy.
"Jesus that's hot!" Marty said.
"This will be you real soon now," Tyra grinned, as she pumped the green fuck stick in and out of her pussy.
"You nasty slut," Lisa said. She went over, took charge of the cucumber, and began fucking her daughter.
"You turned me into a slut," Tyra accused with a moan.
"There's some truth to that," Lisa shrugged, wiggling her ass at her son. "Like Mommy, like daughter."
"Are you going out of your way to tease me?" Marty asked, as he moved behind his Mom.
"Yes. I want you dying to fuck me," Tyra admitted freely.
"I've already been dying to fuck you, ever since the moment I first caught you wearing that hot outfit in front of your fans," Marty told her, as he pulled down his pants, flipped up his Mom's dress, and slid into her pussy.
"I want you to fuck me right above Mommy's face," Tyra moaned, as her Mom fucked her with the thick, long cucumber.
"Hey!" Lisa objected playfully.
"Yes, I'll have enough cock for both of you sluts," Marty promised, while he began fucking his Mom. "But you've got to wait until tonight."



"Fine," Tyra moaned, while her Mom brought her tongue to her clit, still pumping the cucumber in and out of her.
"Don't worry, sis," Marty said, his confidence oozing, "I'll give you the fuck of your life."
"You'd better," she said, closing her eyes and enjoying the cucumber in her pussy, along with her Mom's tongue.
"And you, young man... need to deposit a load or two in Mommy, so you'll be ready for a marathon fuck session with your sister," Mom said, as her son fucked her hard.
"Yeah, I will need to drop a couple of loads before the big show," Marty agreed, his first load of this evening already bubbling inside.
"Luckily, you have some choice holes to choose between," Lisa said.
"Like your ass?" Marty asked, which he was really looking forward to.
"Not yet," Lisa put him off, "but maybe that'll be tomorrow's show."
"Hey, it's supposed to be my show," Tyra whined.
"True. But do you want to take it in the ass, honey?" Lisa asked.
"I don't know," Tyra admitted, not having really put much thought into that possibility.
"Either way, we can worry about that later," Lisa said, speeding up the cucumber fucking. "Right now, let's give you the orgasm you're craving, and get your brother to drop a load in his Mommy."
"Already happening," Marty grunted, as he filled his Mom's pussy.
"Oooooooh," Lisa said, as she sucked on her daughter's clit, and Tyra erupted just a few seconds after her brother. "Don't stop, son, I want two of your loads in my pussy."
"Okay," Marty agreed, continuing to pump his dick in his Mom's creampied pussy.
"I want that creampie," Tyra said greedily as she enjoyed her orgasm.
"That really is your new favourite meal, isn't it, slut?" Lisa asked. So she pulled the cucumber out of her daughter, thus releasing a small flood of girl cum onto the kitchen counter.
"It really is," Tyra admitted, finding the taste irresistible.
"Then come down here and eat Mommy, and I'll suck your brother's big, fat cock for a while," Lisa said.
"Okay, Mommy," Tyra said, hopping off the counter and dropping to her knees, where Marty slid his cock into her mouth.
"Hey, I said I was going to suck you," Lisa protested playfully.
"Oh you will," Marty said, pumping his dick in his sister's mouth for a few strokes, before pulling out, hopping onto the kitchen counter, and he replaced his sister, while his sister replaced him between their Mom's legs.
Tyra buried her face in her Mom's pussy, to lick all her brother's delicious white goo out of it.
Lisa stroked her son's cock and said, "I'm SO glad I gave birth to such a magnificent cock!"
"I'm certainly not complaining," Marty joked.
"Me neither," Lisa said, as she took it into her mouth.
And for a good twenty minutes, all that happened was two women enjoying their desserts.
Tyra lapped as much of her brother's cum out of her Mom's pussy as she could, and then she retrieved her Mom's cum, once she'd gotten her off with her eager tongue.
Lisa worked her son's dick over, using all the techniques she'd shown her daughter last night, until she received his second load of the evening down her throat.
Lisa said, "All right everyone, go get showered and dressed for tonight's show; Tyra, you left our new outfits on our beds like usual?"
"Yes I did, Mommy" she replied.
"Oh! I almost forgot. What are the final totals for the poll? I assume coming inside your sister's virgin pussy is still winning by a mile?" Lisa asked.
"I imagine so," Marty said, reaching for his phone.
Where should her brother's load go tomorrow?
Inside her virgin pussy 2,201
On her big tits 988
On her pretty face 843
In her mouth 601
"Fuck! We've gotten almost 5,000 responses," Marty reported.
"Then I wonder how many new subscribers we have," Lisa said, not having checked since yesterday.
Marty checked that too. "Wow! Over 4,000 more since last night. An awful lot of our subscribers must have been telling all their friends how hot our shows are!"
"No way!" Tyra gasped.
"Yeah," Marty said.
"Well, then we'd better put on a show worthy of our fans," Lisa said.
"Oh, we will," Marty said.
"Yes, we certainly will," Tyra agreed, giving her brother's hard cock a few strokes before heading upstairs.
.....
Five minutes to seven.
Marty's outfit, to his surprise, wasn't as a Shaggy or a Fred, but was a pair of Chippendale shorts that left little to the imagination, and a tank top.
He had all the cameras ready, and it wasn't a surprise when his Mom came in as Daphne, wearing pink thigh high stockings, a bright red wig and a mask.
"Wow," he said.
"I take it that's wow good?" she smiled flirtatiously.
"It's fuck do I want to do you right now," Marty said.
"Hey, it's finally my turn to get fucked," Tyra said, sauntering in, looking exactly like Velma.
"ZOINKS!" Marty gasped in his best Shaggy voice, staring at her big tits in a tight orange sweater, miniscule red miniskirt, and her orange thigh highs... instead of Velma's less sexy socks. She too was wearing a wig... of auburn hair. Well okay, she didn't look all that much like Velma, since Velma had never looked this sexy in her entire imaginary life!
"I'll take that as you like me in my outfit," she smiled, loving the way her brother was staring at her.
"Yes, and I'm happy I dropped two loads at suppertime, or this could have been a very short show," Marty said, in awe that his mother and sister looked so fucking hot, and also so much like Daphne and Velma.
"You'd better have a big one for me," Tyra said.
"Oh, I will! But you'll have to work for it," Marty said.
"I'm ready to give you whatever you need," Tyra said. "The last time you'll hear me say the word 'no' tonight, was just a moment ago."
"All right, save it for the show," Lisa said, smiling at her kids' playful banter.
"Yes, Mom," they both said.
"Tyra, we'll begin with both of us on the bed," Lisa said.
"Oh?" Tyra asked.
"Yeah, before we allow your brother inside you, you and I need to put on a show," Lisa said.
"Okay," Tyra agreed, sitting down next to her Mom at the edge of the bed.
"One minute," Marty announced.
"All right, honey," Lisa said. "Are you ready?"
"As ready as I'll ever be," Tyra said, having been looking forward to tonight's show all day.
"Let's really have some fun with this one!" Lisa said.
"Don't we always?"
"Yes we do. Let's start with you on the bed, and Marty, give us an extreme closeup of her face. Then Tyra, while you welcome our audience, he can pan down your body to show me already eating you," Lisa suggested wickedly.
"Absolutely!" Tyra agreed excitedly.
"Perfect," Lisa said. She then dropped to her knees on the floor, between her daughter's orange-clad silky sheer legs.
"All right, fifteen seconds," Marty said, adjusting his hard cock at the sight of his Mom as Daphne on her knees, before his sister as Velma. The idea of Velma dominating Daphne was very hot. So he suggested, "Dominate Mom, Tyra."
"Mmmmmmm," Tyra purred.
'Hey, that wasn't part of the plan," Lisa said.
"It is now, Mommy slut," Tyra said, gazing fiercely down at her.
"Three, two, one, and we're live," Marty said.
Tyra looked into the camera and said, "Hey there, boys and girls! What do you think of my outfit tonight?"
HOLY FUCK!
SO HOT!
Wow!
Velma!
Please tell me Mommy is Daphne!
I'd shag you!
Amazing!
Marry me!
I'd eat that pussy!
Amazing!
Hottest outfit ever!
"I'm happy you like," Tyra smiled. "We thought long and hard to decide what outfits we should wear tonight for my deflowering."
"Deflowering? Is that a fancy way of saying you'll be getting fucked for the first time tonight?" Lisa called out from between her legs, but not yet on camera.
"Yes Mommy! I mean I'm losing my virginity tonight by getting fucked by my brother's big... fat... cock!" Tyra said wickedly, while also moaning from her Mom licking her pussy. "Who wants to watch me getting fucked for the first time tonight?"
Fuck yeah!
Me!
Please!
I'll be your brother!
Oh fuck!
Yes!
I've been looking forward to this all day!
Lisa swirled her tongue around her daughter's clit.
"Oh fuck, that feels good," Tyra moaned.
What feels good?
Where is Mommy?
What's Mommy doing?
"Do you want to see where my Mommy is?" Tyra asked. "And more importantly, what she's doing?"
YES!
YES!
FUCK YES!
PLEASE!
"She's busy preparing me for my brother's big... fat... cock," Tyra said wickedly, as her Mom parted her pussy lips wide with her tongue. "And she already has me nice and wet!"
Marty took this as the perfect opportunity to pan back to reveal his Mom between his sister's legs and, of course, wearing the Daphne outfit.
YES!
Fuck!
Daphne!
Mommy!
Oh my God!!!
Zoinks!
Lisa looked up and into another camera, some pussy wetness showing on her face and lips, "Hi everyone, I'm just making sure my daughter's pussy is nice and wet for my son's cock."
FUCK!
Jesus Christ!
I can't believe this!
Hottest thing I've ever seen!
"Oh, this show is just getting started," Lisa grinned, before burying her face back in her daughter's pussy.
"Yes Mommy, get my cunt nice and wet for my brother's cock," Tyra moaned, looking right into the camera.
"Such a delicious cunt," Lisa moaned, as she indulged in her daughter's pussy.
"Actually, Mommy," Tyra said, deciding to put some more audible into the show, "get up on the bed with me. I want to eat your pussy too."
FUCK YEAH!
69!
MOMMY!
So hot!
"You nasty slut," Lisa purred.
"I've been learning from the best slut, Mommy," Tyra purred, as she pulled her Mom up from between her legs, and gave her a loud kiss.
"Are you calling Mommy a slut?" Lisa asked, as she pushed her daughter down on the bed.
"Maybe, Mommy," Tyra smiled. "What do you think?"
"I think you are calling me one," Lisa said, straddling her face. "Am I a slut because I suck and fuck your brother any time he wants?"
"Yes, Mommy," Tyra said, as she leaned up and licked her Mom's pussy.
"And because I offer you his creampies to eat out of my cunt so often?"
"Yes Mommy, that's the best kind of slut."
"Then I guess I am a nasty Mommy-slut," Lisa said wickedly, as she lowered her head into her daughter's pussy.
Lots of comments scrolled down the screen, as did lots of money into the tip jar, but the two women were too busy enjoying each other's pussies to notice.
And for a couple of minutes, perhaps three, there was just pussy licking.
Marty, his cock hard again by now, and wanting to take part in the action sooner rather than later, went over to the bed and ordered, now wearing in just the tank top, pulled his Mom's head up from his sister's pussy and ordered, "Get my cock ready for your daughter's pussy, Mom."
"Yes, son," Lisa said obediently, taking her son's hard cock into her mouth.
"Oh yeah," Marty moaned, "Mom's getting my dick nice and hard for you, sister slut."
"Enough fooling around with our Mommy, just shove your dick inside me," Tyra said with her face still in her mother's pussy, then raising her left leg and waving it around blindly until she found his chest, and then she rubbed her stockinged foot up and down on it.
"I'm not sure you really deserve my dick," Marty said. "I mean, Mom is already sucking it really good."
"That isn't your dick, it's my dick today," Tyra insisted, shoving her Mom off of her, and also off of her brother's dick.
"Is it?" Marty smiled, loving the lust he saw in his sister's eyes.
"Yes, this is my cock," Tyra repeated, crawling over to it, taking it in her mouth and bobbing hungrily, not focusing on any technique, just bobbing on it like a famished bimbo.
"Oh, yeah slut, suck your brother's cock," Lisa encouraged, as she moved her stocking-clad foot to her son's chest.
"She's getting really good at this," Marty said.
"Practice makes perfect," Lisa smiled.
Marty, after a few more seconds of getting blown, pushed his sister onto her back and squeezed her big tits through the sweater.
"Do you like how your baby sister's big tits feel, big brother?" Tyra asked.
"Yeah, they're perfect," Marty said, happy she wasn't wearing a bra... but wanting to keep the sweater on for the Velma outfit, as he bent down and sucked her nipple through the sweater.
"Oh yes, suck my nipple," Tyra moaned, also wishing she could just remove the sweater, but they'd agreed that for this show, the women's costumes would stay on. Their sweaters were tight and form-fitting, and they were both commando beneath their short little skirts, so the racy outfits wouldn't prevent anything from happening.
"Let me help you with that," Lisa said, starting to suck her daughter's other nipple through the sweater.
"Oh Mommy, brother," Tyra moaned, enjoying the slow sensual sucking.
After a minute or so of nipple sucking, Marty asked, "What do you want to happen next, sis?"
"You promised me and everyone else that you'd fuck me tonight," Tyra said bluntly, almost forgetting she was being filmed. "And that's exactly what I want to happen!"
"So you want me to take your cherry?" Marty asked, spreading her legs wide apart.
"Yes," Tyra said, "although I broke my physical one with a cucumber a while ago."
"That will make it less messy," Lisa smiled, lying down beside them to watch.
Marty moved his cock to her pussy and traced the wet, glistening lips, "Beg, sis."
"Oh please, I need your cock so bad," Tyra moaned, the cock teasing her lips, mixed with her Mom's earlier pussy licking having gotten her entire body on fire... as was, of course, the knowledge she was finally about to lose her virginity!
"You can do better than that," Marty said, as he moved his cock between her pussy lips and teased her some more.
"Jesus, Ma..." she said, so frustrated she'd almost said her brother's name. Trying to cover her oops, she reworded, "...ster."
"Mmmmmmm," Marty said. "More."
"Fuck," Tyra said, getting more and more frustrated.
"You don't seem to really want this cock," Marty said, as he continued teasing his sister... her body now writhing a little.
"Fine," Tyra said. "Please... pretty please..., shove that big cock inside your sister's pussy... and fuck me hard... and cum inside my virgin hole."
"Better," Marty approved, but he really wanted to push her limits.
"Good, now shove your dick inside me!" Tyra demanded.
"I don't know," Marty said. "I mean I can tell that you want it, but do you really, really want it?"
"Yes, dammit!" Tyra yelled. "I want your big cock 1ooooo bad. Please... fuck me... big brother."
"You're sure?" Marty asked. "Once I slide this cock in your pussy, it's mine, just like our Mommy's pussy is already mine."
"Yes, my pussy is yours, big brother," Tyra agreed willingly. "Just shove that dick inside your pussy."
"Your cunt?"
"Yes, my cunt, shove that big fat cock in your sister's virgin cunt, and make me your sister slut," Tyra moaned, lifting her ass off the bed in desperate but vain attempts to get that cock inside of her!
"That sounds lots better," Marty said, suddenly slapping her hard swollen clit with his fat cock head.
"Oh my God!" Tyra screamed. And unexpectedly, she squirted everywhere, sending waves of pleasure throughout herself, and also provoking a complete frenzy online!
Holy shit, she squirted!
What a hot slut!
But man, that cock!
Yes!
Wow!
Yes, yes!
So hot!
Squirt, baby!
What a magical cock!
And at long last, Marty slid his cock into his sister's squirting pussy!
"Oh yes," Tyra moaned loudly, having never reacted like that... but suddenly feeling completely filled up.
"Such a tight wet pussy!" Marty said, deep inside her.
"Oh fuck, you feel so fucking good in my pussy," Tyra moaned.
"Ready to get really fucked?" Marty asked.
"Oh yes, big brother, fuck me, fuck me in front of my fans, fuck me in front of Mommy, just fuck-me-fuck-me!" Tyra answered, wanting nothing less than to indeed get royally fucked good and hard. This hard cock was finally inside of her, and she now wanted it all!
"Fuck her good, son," Lisa encouraged, her hand going to her pussy.
"All right, "Marty said, and he slowly but roughly slid in and out of her.
"Oh yes," Tyra moaned, the sensations of a cock sliding in and out of her, way more powerful in the flesh than a cucumber, toy or fingers could ever achieve.
"You look so hot, baby, with your brother's dick in your pussy," Lisa said.
"It's in my cunt," Tyra corrected.
"Yes, it's inside your slutty cunt," Lisa agreed. "You dirty squirty brother fucker."
"You were a son fucker first," Tyra moaned.
"And I'm a sister fucker and a mother fucker," Marty declared, as he slid in and out of her pussy.
"Oh yeah you are, son," Lisa encouraged, as she rubbed herself to the wickedly wonderful fucking of her children.
"Oh yes, faster, faster, fuck me faster," Tyra moaned, her orgasm already rising.
"You want to really get pounded, sister slut?" Marty asked, his hands reaching for her tits.
"Yes, give it to me hard," Tyra responded.
"Then flip onto your knees," Marty ordered, pulling out.
"Okay," Tyra quickly obeyed, wanting that cock back inside her.
"Oh? In this position, we can see how well my daughter can multi-task," Lisa said opportunistically, repositioning herself to offer her daughter her own very wet and needy pussy.
"Shove it back in my cunt," Tyra demanded, when she felt her brother's hands grabbing her hips.
"So impatient," Marty joked, as he slid back inside her.
"Oh, fuck yes," Tyra moaned, as her brother resumed fucking her... and in this position, the pleasure felt even better!
"Don't forget your Mommy slut," Lisa reminded, her pussy now directly below her daughter's face. "Remember that you're both your brother's and my slut."
"Yes Mommy," Tyra said, "I'll be your good girl." And she bent down and began licking her Mom's pussy.
For the next several minutes, Marty fucked his sister good. Made her moan. Tyra did her best in her attempts to eat her Mom's pussy, but her literal fucking pleasure distracted her completely, so her licking was wild and reckless at best.
Marty ordered, as his sister's orgasm seemed imminent, "Come, slut! Come all over my cock!"
"Oh, fuck yes," Tyra moaned, bouncing back to meet each one of his deep, forward thrusts.



"Oh yeah, get her off, son," Lisa encouraged, giving up on receiving any help from her frantically fucking daughter for now, and bringing her hand back to her fevered pussy.
"Oh yeah! Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" Tyra moaned wildly, about to erupt.
"Come, slut! Come for me!" Marty ordered, their bodies slamming into each other.
"Yes, fuck! Yes-yes-yes!" Tyra screamed, her orgasm colliding into her like a ton of pleasure bricks, and she collapsed forward, face planting herself right into her Mom's pussy!
"Oooooh!" Lisa gasped in delight.
But Marty wasn't done with his sister yet. He too collapsed forward... his collapse deliberate... and he thrust himself back into her, thus squirting juices out of her flooded pussy.
"Come inside her pussy, baby! Give her that creampie," Lisa encouraged, looking up at the screenful of comments, for the first time in quite a while.
Come in her pussy!
So hot!
I need to get fucked like that!
Don't stop!
I just came!
Fuck!
Creampie!
Creampie!
Mommy should EAT the creampie!
"Fill me up," Tyra moaned, as her Mom crawled out from under her.
"Come inside your sister's cunt, and then Mommy will eat my naughty kids' creamy cum concoction," Lisa promised.
"Oh fuck, get ready," Marty said, about to erupt.
"Come in her pussy," Lisa said.
"Yes, come inside me," Tyra moaned, overwhelmed by the pleasure, and dying to feel what getting come inside of felt like.
"Fuck!" Marty grunted, and he spewed his load deep inside his sister's no-longer-virgin pussy.
"Yes," Tyra moaned, the sensation of being filled with cum sending extra waves of pleasure through her never-ending orgasm.
Once he was spent, Marty pulled out and hurried over to the camera so he could zoom it in.
"Mmmmmm, that looks sooooo delicious," Lisa said, admiring her daughter's well-fucked cunt, and the cum leaking out of it.
"Then get to eating it," Marty ordered.
"Yes, my son," Lisa agreed, as she went to her daughter's pussy and began licking at the creamy cum.
"Oh Mom," Tyra moaned, "eat me!"
FUCK!
Creampie!
So yummy!
Hottest thing I've ever seen!
Please sell this video online!
Yes, do! I'd pay 500 bucks for this video!
MY Mommy needs to see this video!
Marty examined the comments, and thought Yes! This could be a huge money maker! Selling their kinky videos online. Which he would have to look into after they were off the air.
After three or four minutes of Lisa eating her children's creampie, she looked into the camera and said, "Well, girls and boys, that's all for today. Later tonight we'll post a survey for what tomorrow night's show should be. But for now we need to log off, so my son can fuck me too!"
Marty did a closeup of a spent and happy Tyra's face, then panned down to her swollen and thoroughly used cunt, before fading out and off. "We're offline," he announced.
"Then get over here! Mommy is desperate to come!" Lisa urged.
"Okay," Marty said, his cock, of course, was still hard.
Fifteen minutes later and two orgasms for Lisa, before he dumped his fourth load of the night in her pussy, Marty said, "So, lots of people want us to make recordings of these shows available online so they can buy them."
"Is that a thing?" Lisa asked.
"Yeah, I guess it is," Marty said. "I'll need to do some research."
"There are a few sites that do that," Tyra said, having looked into the possibility when she started her Onlyfans account.
"Oh?" Lisa asked.
"Yeah," Tyra nodded. "I'd considered doing that."
"Well, let's go find something to eat and do some research," Lisa said, as she stood up and noticed cum leaking down her leg. "Fuck, stallion. You come in buckets!"
"It's a gift," Marty shrugged.
"Yeah it is," Lisa smiled, scooping some cum from her thigh and sticking it in her mouth.
"So what's tomorrow's plan?" Marty asked.
"I'm thinking Tyra could learn the thrill of eating Mommy's asshole, and then you could fuck my ass for your first time live," Lisa said.
"I love it," Marty said.
"Of course you do," Tyra said playfully.
"I'll fuck your asshole too," Marty offered generously.
"I think I'd rather watch you fuck Mom's ass first," Tyra said. "And then we'll see."
"All right, we can talk SOME more, but I'm fucking starving," Lisa said.
"I may need a couple of minutes," Marty demurred.
"I meant for real food," Lisa laughed, slapping his ass.
"Oh, well, I could eat some of that too," Marty said.
"I put a lasagna in the oven before the show, so it should be ready by now", Lisa said.
"Awesome," Marty said, his Mom's lasagna his favourite actual meal.
"Then I'll make a quick salad," Tyra added, and they all left the room and headed for the kitchen.
"And since the oven's hot, I can toast some garlic bread," Marty offered.
"Look at that! We can work well as a team outside of the bedroom too," Lisa said, this observation oddly warming her heart in a traditionally motherly way.
Marty slapped his Mom's ass, "But after supper, I'm getting a double blow job from my two Mystery Machine sluts."
"Mmmmmmmm," both women said, still wearing their Velma and Daphne outfits.
"Yeah, we can make a video just for ourselves," Marty said.
"Or," Lisa suggested, stroking his cock, "maybe a special recorded only release, where Velma and Daphne service either Shaggy or Fred."
"That could sell quite well," Marty said.
"But first some supper," Lisa said. "I'm famished!"
"Sounds good," Marty said, and the three went and did what they'd said they'd do for their family supper.
The End of Chapter 3
Next: What? Should Jamie leave her husband, move in with Lisa, and learn the identities of Lisa's mysterious young stud and her submissive new girlfriend?
When Lisa's mum arrives for her visit next week, in what way(s) will she demonstrate her willingness to 'try anything at least once'?
Or should we focus on Tyra discovering the joys of anal sex first?
Other ideas? Share away.
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Summary: Black teen is seduced into lesbian servitude by a white woman.
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Somali Pet Ch. 01
As Danielle watched the movers unloading her new neighbours' belongings next door, she was very curious. The unusual pieces of furniture... obviously from some foreign country... were intriguing, and she couldn't help wondering who these people were. And whether like the most recent three families over the past ten years, the wife would soon be eating her cunt and getting fucked by one of her dozen-plus strap-ons.
She also hoped that for once, the family would include a girl of legal age she could seduce. The previous three families had all been young, and thus their children had been too young to be plucked.
She'd previously seduced some high school and college students, including cheerleaders, babysitters, athletes and others, since she particularly enjoyed turning straight girls.
She also loved turning a straight married woman into a submissive lesbian who could never get enough of her... and having a submissive fuck toy living next door had been super convenient... the last three wives next door all soon serving as submissive pussy lickers and cock takers whenever she summoned them.
Danielle was an out and out lesbian. Unlike many power hungry Mistresses she'd met at the swinger clubs and parties in and around Boston, she enjoyed eating pussy. She enjoyed pleasuring a woman's entire body. She also liked getting her pussy munched, and she could wield a cock and fuck a woman better than any man ever could!
She also wasn't slender, like most of the other seductresses she was acquainted with were... she was a big-boned gal with large breasts, a great ass, and strong legs.
Yet, she had one talent that most Mistresses didn't have, or even understand... the power to make the straightest women imaginable come like they'd never come before! And then of course, they'd beg to be allowed to come back for more, again and again.
If she didn't get bored with fucking the same women over and over, she'd be able to have sex three times a day every day of the week, and she'd still have leftovers begging to spend time with her. She had an aura about her. A confidence that exuded from her.
Yet her biggest rush was to turn a new straight girl... acquiring a new trophy (her term for a turn).
She spied through her window, as if she were a kid at the crack of dawn on Christmas morning, as an SUV pulled into the next door driveway.
The moment of truth, Danielle thought to herself, feeling a rush of adrenaline at the possibilities... while an 18-year-old eager submissive from the nearby college licked her pussy.
She was on pins and needles... there was nothing more exciting than the anticipation... and then the revelation of her next target. She'd already decided her new neighbour would be her next target, regardless of how young or old the woman was, or what she looked like.
And her eventual conquest would be equally as enthralling as her prior ones.
The confusion in a woman's eyes as lust begins to consume her, the first moans escaping her lips, and her inevitable life-changing orgasms... Danielle found them all deliciously pleasurable.
Of course, watching a new trophy first tentatively... and then eagerly... licking her pussy for the first time, while she was enveloped by Danielle's intoxicating scent and overwhelmed by her delicious addicting taste, was also undeniably heavenly.
The car doors opened just as the eager teen parted Danielle's pussy lips with her eager tongue.
Emerging from the car came three of the blackest people she'd ever seen. A handsome man, a larger woman who was obviously his wife, and a very slender younger one, perhaps still in high school, she couldn't tell, since the girl was wearing a figure-concealing abaya.
Danielle was excited. She already had a lot of trophies in her stable, even including a few black women, but she sensed this family was from somewhere exotic: Somalia, Ethiopia, or perhaps some other country in or near the Horn of Africa.
Knowing most women from that region followed the Koran, made this chance meeting even more intriguing. Her pussy was on fire with the idea of seducing two black Muslims (if the daughter was old enough), both almost guaranteed never to have tasted the taboo pleasures of another woman. The daughter was likely still living at home, which meant she was also almost certainly a virgin.
Danielle leaned forward and rested one hand on the window frame, and the other on the back of the eighteen-year-old's head, as she imagined what she soon would be doing to those two pure... or in the mother's case, pure-ish women... tainting them in ways that right now they couldn't even imagine.
Danielle eyed the girl in particular. She had huge tits, which the abaya couldn't hide, she imagined 44DD. Danielle loved a big pair of tits, and she could already imagine sucking on those assumedly big, hard nipples.
Danielle admired her future prey, pondering which she would seduce first: the mother or the daughter. Not that it mattered right now, that decision could be made at a later date, once she met them and started formulating her seduction plan.
As the family disappeared into the house... the movers would be doing all the work of bringing in the family's expensive furnishings... Danielle ground her pussy up and down on the teen's face, until she squirted all over the lustful teen, who couldn't get enough of her amazing pussy cum.
.....
Danielle did what she always did first thing after some new neighbours moved in. She waited for the husband to leave the house. It being the weekend at the very beginning of September, that didn't happen immediately.
So on Monday a couple days later, she sauntered over to visit her new neighbours, bearing a freshly baked apple pie.
Dressed reasonably conservatively but informally in jeans and a t-shirt, she waited after knocking twice.
The mother opened the door, and looked surprised. Danielle greeted warmly... one of her gifts being the ability to flip from sweet as pie to nasty as a porn slut in a heartbeat... "Hi, I'm Danielle, your next door neighbour. Welcome to the neighbourhood!"
"Hi," Isniino greeted, "my name is Isniino," a little surprised by her visitor's unexpected appearance. (She pronounced her name Is-nih-een-oh.)
"May I come in?" Danielle asked, inspecting the wife's face up close and personal for the first time. She was pretty, but she had heavy bags under her eyes. So she was probably older than Danielle had originally thought, likely around fifty. Not that Danielle found that off-putting, since she was in her mid-fifties.
"Um, sure," the Muslim woman agreed... wishing to be hospitable.
Danielle followed the wide-butted beauty into her living room, wishing women from her culture wore clothing that didn't conceal all their curves. Truth was, she loved big women. They often didn't receive as much attention as the slender women did, so they were often more submissive, and way louder in the bedroom... as if they especially appreciated the extra attention they were unused to receiving. And they always tried harder to be pleasing.
Danielle could already imagine grabbing those wide hips and slamming her strap-on into both her likely hairy cunt and her never-before-fucked asshole. Yet her words were much more civilized, "I love what you've done to this place."
"It's a work in progress," her hostess smiled, since not everything was yet exactly the way she wanted it. She was a bit of a perfectionist, and was still moving things around. She'd totally reorganized the living room three times already.
"What amazing artwork," Danielle said, very impressed by the beautiful pictures hanging on the walls. "Where are these paintings from?"
"Somalia," Isniino answered, proud of the artwork, and the many pieces she'd brought here from her homeland.
"Is that where your family is from?" Danielle asked. She noticed Isniino was wearing pantyhose, which she didn't think Muslim women usually wore. Although she hated wearing them herself, she liked seeing them on her soon-to-be trophies.
"We recently spent three years in Florida, but my husband got a promotion, which brought us here," she explained, not sure why she was sharing so much information with this complete stranger.
"Well, at least we have seasons here," Danielle joked.
"Yes," she agreed. "We don't have summers and winters in Somalia, but we do have a couple of rainy seasons each year. But with an annual rainfall of only around two inches, even those are hardly noticeable... just some very brief downpours. I'm looking forward to seeing snow. It's only snowed four times in the last hundred years in Somalia, and then only in the mountains."
Danielle laughed, since Boston often endured some wild storms. "That'll be a short-lived enjoyment."
"I imagine it will."
"Oh, here! I baked you this apple pie. It's a welcome to the neighbourhood gift."
"That's very kind of you," she said, taking the pie and setting it on the coffee table.
"Well, neighbours need to look after each other," Danielle said, planning to look after this woman extremely well.
"I never saw much of my neighbours in Florida," Isniino said. She pretty much knew their faces, but in Miami, it seemed people just lived their own lives.
"Well, this is a smaller community, and we try to get to know each other," Danielle said... which was true for this particular suburb... a gated community for some of the more elite families in the city.
"We followed that tradition back home," Isniino said.
"Then I hope you'll feel right at home here," Danielle said, before shocking her prey by giving her a big hug.
Isniino was stunned! She just stood there stoically while this stranger hugged her. This was not something she was accustomed to. Women didn't hug women. Actually, except at a funeral for her father, she couldn't recall ever being hugged or giving a hug... with anyone!. Yet, she couldn't explain why, but it felt nice. It bestowed a strange feeling of warmth, which was in sharp contrast to the cold and emotionless world in which she lived normally.
Danielle held onto her much longer than a non-romantic hug would last, before she finally released the woman and said, "Sorry, I'm a hugger."
"It was nice," Isniino replied, feeling a bit disappointed when it was over, yet regretting she'd encouraged that much physical contact from a stranger.
Danielle noticed a photo and asked, "Are all these boys and a girl your children?"
"All seven of them, yes."
"Oh my, I have seven fewer kids than that!"
"The boys are at college or working back in Somalia, and my two oldest live in London, England."
"Was your plan to keep having kids until you got a girl?" Danielle asked, looking at the photos of six strapping boys, and a girl who was obviously the youngest of the lot.
"Yes," she agreed. "I was almost continually pregnant for years."
"So it seems," Danielle laughed, before adding, beginning her plan soon to be eating this woman's pussy and turning her into her next trophy. "I'd love to have you over for coffee someday soon, so we can get to know each other."
"That would be nice," Isniino said, since she hadn't made even one white friend while she was in Miami, just a bunch of white-skinned acquaintances, and a few somewhat closer Muslim friends she only saw at cultural events.
Just then the daughter Caaisho (pronounced Kah-shio) came downstairs, and Danielle shifted her focus from one prey to the other. She'd already twice seduced a mother and her daughter, and perhaps this family would be her third. She immediately went over to the big-busted and very pretty teen and gave her a big hug, noticing that she too was wearing pantyhose under her bland abaya.
Like her mother, Caaisho was also stunned. Why was this total stranger hugging her? Not even her mother had ever hugged her! She wanted to push the woman away, but because she'd been trained always to respect her elders, plus her shyness and good manners, she just stood still and tolerated this unwarranted familiarity.
Her mother, noticing her daughter's awkwardness, explained, "Caaisho, this is our next door neighbour Danielle. She tells me she's a hugger."
Danielle gave her one more firm squeeze, enjoying the girl's large breasts resting against hers (God, did she want to cup them and suck on them), before releasing her and saying with a friendly smile, "It's nice to meet you, Caaisho."
"You too, Ma'am," Caaisho smiled politely, still a little stunned by the hug, and from the odd feeling it had given her... safety and comfort.
"Please don't call me ma'am," Danielle said with another friendly smile. "It makes me feel old. Just call me Danielle."
Caaisho never addressed any adult by their first name, but she agreed, "Of course."
"Great," Danielle said, turning back to the mother. "I'm sorry, I've already forgotten your name."
"Isniino," she reminded her, still feeling very awkward around this stranger.
"What a beautiful name," Danielle said. "Both of yours," she corrected. "A lot prettier than mine."
"It's a very nice name," Isniino complimented.
Danielle, wanting to work on building trust, the key factor needed to have them submit when the time came, kept asking questions. "Do your names have special significance?"
The Mom smiled, "Caaisho means long living."
That will be more like high living by the time I'm done with you, Danielle thought to herself, even though her response was a lot more polite. "How perfectly lovely. I hope you'll be able to fully live up to it."
"Thank you, ma'am," Caaisho said, reaching for her school bag.
"And yours?"
"Isniino simply means Monday. I was born on a Monday, so that's what they named me," the Muslim Mom explained.
"Well," Danielle smiled, "I think that's the loveliest sounding word for Monday I've ever encountered."
"Thank you," Isniino replied.
"I'll see you tonight, Mom," Caaisho said, as she put her shoes on.
"Where are you off to?" Danielle asked.
"It's my first day at Harvard," she answered.
"Oh, you mustn't be late for that," Danielle said with another smile. She had someone from Harvard, a senior, waiting at her house for one of her home-made breakfasts... it was rare when she didn't have a morning rendezvous for a submissive slut to dine on her pussy for breakfast while she read the morning newspaper. (Unlike many people, who scrolled Twitter or some other lame social media app, she preferred a good old-fashioned newspaper.)
"I hate being late for anything," the teen said.
"So do I," Danielle agreed, or at least she hated when her trophies were late for an appointment with her... and when they were, they were usually punished.
"It was nice to meet you, ma'am," Caaisho said courteously, going towards the front door.
"It's Danielle, please."
"Sorry, ma'am... I mean Danielle," the teenager apologised before leaving.
"What is she majoring in?"
"Pre-Med," the mother said, before adding, proud of her daughter and of her husband, "she's going to be a doctor, just like her father."
"I'm sure she'll be a good one. Well, it's been a pleasure to meet you." Danielle said, stressing the word pleasure. She knew her oblivious prey wouldn't catch on to why she was doing it.
"You as well," Isniino responded.
"Please stop by for coffee when you can."
"Don't you work?"
"Out of my home. I'm a retired psychology professor, and now I'm trying to make it as a writer," Danielle said, although she didn't mention she was writing erotica, and she sold it on amazon and other online platforms.
"Anything I might have read?"
"Unlikely. They're mainly how-to books," Danielle put her off. But not dishonestly, since her stories gave dozens of examples about how to seduce women, for the most part based on her own exploits.
"Okay," Isniino let it go, even though she was curious about what kind of self-help books.
"Enjoy the apple pie," Danielle said.
"I'm sure we will," Isniino smiled. "I'll serve it for dessert tonight."
"I have an amazing homemade pie," Danielle said bluntly, meaning of course her tantalizing pussy, and she knew the innocent woman wouldn't remotely catch her heavy innuendo.
"I imagine you do," the naïve woman replied.
"Have a good day," Danielle said, giving her unknowing prey another brief embrace.
Again Isniino was startled by the physical contact, but she was too polite to mention her discomfort.
Danielle kept it short this time, knowing the key to success was a slow seduction. Strike gently and briefly but often, and leave lingering confusion in your wake.
"Bye," Danielle said, waving her hand and leaving. As she returned to her house, she decided this pair of seductions would be easier than she'd originally thought. Slow... but effective.
Back at her house, she sat on a pretty redhead's face, riding on it for two orgasms before pounding the sorority girl's pussy to give her two orgasms.
.....
During the next six weeks, Danielle's seduction did indeed proceed at a snail's pace. Isniino, uncomfortable with the hugs and her own confusion, chose not to visit Danielle for coffee.
On top of that, the neighbouring trio flew back home for three weeks to deal with an ailing mother. (It would have been convenient to call them 'the Johnsons' or some appropriate surname, but Somali naming conventions didn't allow for that. In Somali culture, each person has three names. The first name is their given name, such as Caaisho. Their second name is their father's first name. And their third name is their paternal grandfather's first name. So for instance, Caaisho's second name was the same as her father's first name, which was Fahir. Her third name was her grandfather's first name, Hamdi. So she was Caaisho Fahir Hamdi. Another Somali anomaly (to Westerners) is that a woman doesn't change her name when she marries. So interestingly, none of the three family members still living at home shared a third name, but Caaisho's second and third names were the same ones as all of her brothers'.)
Caaisho lived with her parents to continue her schooling, and Danielle made a point of chatting with her whenever she could. Quick hellos, short exchanges and so forth. But Caaisho, who was incredibly shy and reserved, kept her responses short, and she avoided any eye contact for the most part. She just wanted to focus on her education.
Over the next couple weeks, Danielle stopped by with another pie, and she more or less forced Isniino into another conversation. It was somewhat awkward, but Danielle seemed to be building some trust.
Then a week later, for the first time Isniino stopped by Danielle's house with some homemade baking of her own.
Over coffee, Isniino mentioned she had a leaking sink in the bathroom, but her husband was out of town, and he refused to give her permission to hire a plumber.
Danielle asked, a little surprised, "He refused?"
"Um, well," Isniino stumbled, realizing she had inadvertently criticized her husband.
"Okay, different culture and all that, so there are probably nuances that as a Westerner, I won't automatically understand. But did he give you a reason?"
"He didn't need to, because it's obvious. The plumber would almost certainly be a man, and my husband wouldn't be home."



"So what is his solution?"
"Just put some towels under the sink and wait for the weekend, when he will be home."
"You're the woman of the house; you should be allowed to hire a plumber without your husband making unwarranted assumptions about your fidelity," Danielle said, annoyed at the sexism that seemed to be a controlling factor in her home.
"That is not our way," she explained.
"Well then," Danielle said, knowing she wasn't going to change this woman's religion, or a centuries' old hierarchy, "I'm not a man, and I could fix it for you."
"Really?"
"Sure," she nodded, then added another blunt innuendo for the future, "I'm very good with my hands."
"That would be very nice of you. It's getting worse."
"Then let's go," Danielle said.
"Thank you."
"That's what friends are for," Danielle said, trying to build a friendship and trust that she could use to liberate this woman from her rigid and boring present and future.
Danielle easily fixed the sink, since it just needed some tightening at the base of a faucet.
"Done!" Danielle said after a couple minutes with a small pipe wrench.
"That's it?"
"Most home fixes are simple, if you know what you're doing," Danielle said, being very handy at a variety of trades... her dad had been in construction.
"That hasn't been my experience."
"My dad worked in the trades, and I grew up with him babysitting me at construction sites. I'm handy at tinkering with pretty much anything in the house."
"That's a great skill set to have."
"When you live on your own, it sure is," Danielle agreed. "It also saves money. A plumber would probably have charged you 150 bucks for that simple fix."
"I owe you," Isniino said.
"I'm sure I'll need a favour some day," Danielle replied. "Anything else that needs fixing?"
"Not at the moment," Isniino said, before joking for the first time, "unless you can fix the cold weather."
"Boston isn't much like Somalia, I imagine," Danielle laughed.
"It's like a different universe!"
"And I imagine our culture is another different universe."
"It's a lot more liberal, that's for sure."
"It's 2023," Danielle pointed out. "And you must be a little liberal yourself, if you're letting your daughter go to Harvard."
"We moved to this country to give her the best possible life; one she couldn't find at home."
"If you work hard and have ambition, there's no better country in the world."
"Caaisho has both of those traits."
"Yes, and I know she's going to accomplish some great things. Although..." Danielle artfully left her teaser hanging.
"Although?" The Mom was intrigued by both the word and the tone.
"Well, it's just that having taught for thirty years, twenty of them at Harvard, I've seen that the hardest working students are often so focused on learning, they forget to live their lives," Danielle said, that being the truth.
"She can live her life after she's become a doctor."
"In my experience, it's far more beneficial if young women start exploring the world while they're young. It adds perspective to their academic achievements, helps them to broaden their view of the world, and also to discover who they are."
"Caaisho knows who she is," the mother said, with a slight tone of annoyance.
"All teenagers think they do, but travelling, exploring, and meeting a variety of people can be real eye openers," Danielle said, "especially for girls who are excessively shy."
"Oh. She is very shy," Isniino admitted. So Danielle did have a point, although she wasn't sure what to do about it. Pursuing her dream of becoming a doctor was the only thing that really mattered... at least for now.
"If she wants to make some money, she could do some tutoring for high school students," Danielle suggested. "A side benefit would be that if she was the one in charge, she wouldn't feel so shy, especially given they'd all be younger than she is."
"She'd like that," Isniino said, her daughter being a very caring person. And it was true that she was more comfortable around people younger than she.
"I still have some connections at Harvard; I'll get you the form."
"Thank you."
Danielle seized the opportunity to give her neighbour another hug, before adding, "Anytime you need help with something, I'm right next door."
"Thanks again," the new arrival said, still finding the hugs odd, yet somehow comforting.
.....
A week later, it was late November by now, Isniino and her husband were going away for the weekend to visit the two of their sons who were attending college in New York. Caaisho was staying home to work on her studies... not unusually.
Then fate intervened.
Danielle was working on some erotica, when her phone rang.
"Hi, Danielle. It's Isniino."
"Hi! How's New York?"
"Great, but I need a favour," the concerned mother said bluntly.
"For you, anything."
"Caaisho says the furnace isn't working."
"Oh, yikes!" Danielle said, a cold front having hit the city the day before, and the temperature had dropped drastically. "I'll head right over."
"Thank you so much," the grateful mother replied.
"No problem," Danielle said, a plan already forming in her head. "I'll call you once I take a look at it."
"The house code is 1412."
"Isn't Caaisho home?"
"She went out for supper... in a warm restaurant."
"Smart girl. Okay, I'll head over there right now," Danielle said, happy to have their house code. She was certain that would come in incredibly handy at some point.
"I owe you," the relieved mother said.
"I'll keep that in mind."
"Thanks again."
"Don't thank me until I've fixed it."
"Call me when you can."
"I will."
Danielle hung up and went next door. And since she'd have some undisturbed time, she decided to snoop. She was curious about whether these prim and proper neighbours had any sex toys. An extensive search found nothing. They must be as well behaved as they appeared to be. There certainly aren't any plumbers hiding in their closet, she thought to herself, with a quiet chuckle.
Delicious!
Danielle went into the furnace room, and after a few minutes, she discovered it was an issue with the pilot light. Although she could bypass the issue temporarily, she'd need to pick up a new mechanism. If she rushed out she could do so, but she'd already thought up a plan to facilitate Caaisho's turning, so she didn't fix anything. Instead, she waited for Caaisho to come home, while she called Isniino.
"I've got good news and bad news," Danielle opened with.
"What's the bad news?"
"You need a new pilot switch."
"Is that expensive?"
"No, it's very cheap," Danielle answered. "But I can't get one until tomorrow."
"Oh."
"The good news is the heat in my house is working just fine, and I have a spare bedroom."
"Oh," The mother said, realizing that was a possible solution, but an unorthodox one.
"Are you okay with that?"
"My husband wouldn't approve."
"I guarantee there won't be any men in my house. Not even any boys," Danielle promised playfully.
Realizing she wasn't showing much appreciation for this more than generous offer, and that she didn't really have another option, the mother said, "I'm sorry. I really do appreciate your taking Caaisho in, especially with such little notice."
"It's no trouble at all."
"I'll text her."
Just then, as fate would have it, the front door opened.
"She just got home," Danielle said.
"Thanks again!"
"Anything for a neighbour."
"I really owe you."
"No worries," Danielle said, as she hung up and headed upstairs from the basement. "Hi, Caaisho."
The shivering teen jumped. "H-h-hi, Ma'am."
"It's Danielle," she corrected.
"Sorry."
"And stop apologizing," Danielle teased.
"Sorry," she repeated, unable not to apologize.
"It must be in your DNA."
"It's how I was brought up."
"No worries, I'm just teasing you. But toss a few things in a travel bag; you're staying at my house tonight."
"Pardon?"
"I can't fix your furnace until tomorrow. I've just finished talking to your mother, and you can stay with me tonight."
"I can stay here."
"You'll freeze."
Just then Caaisho's phone buzzed. She read it. It was a message from her mother, telling her to stay at Danielle's tonight.
"Was that your mother?"
"Yes."
"Go and pack. It's freezing in here, and unusually for November, it's going to drop below literal freezing tonight."
"Okay," Caaisho said, although she felt completely uncomfortable about this turn of events. She couldn't explain what it was, but there was just something odd about this neighbour. Although she always seemed so nice, there was something about the woman she didn't trust.
Danielle waited a few minutes before Caaisho came downstairs. She escorted the girl to her house and showed her to the guest bedroom. "You're shivering! I'll turn up the heat until you're warmed up."
"Thank you," Caaisho said, feeling frozen to the bone.
"I also have an electric blanket you can use."
"Thank you."
Ten minutes later, Caaisho was still in her abaya, sitting cross-legged in the middle of a bed with a warm electric blanket draped over her shoulders and wrapped tightly around her body, her laptop in front of her, researching for the essay she was going to write tonight. Sure, she could have donned the fleece pajamas she'd brought along, but she felt safer inside this Christian house (that is if Danielle was even religious), in her traditional Muslim attire.
Danielle came into the room and said, "I think you work too hard."
"Not according to my father," Caaisho said. She'd never admit this to Danielle, but she felt her father was hypercritical of her, and she always worked hard at everything she did, attempting to impress him. Sometimes she succeeded, but not often.
"He's attempting to apply Somali values to an American society," Danielle said. "He'll need to change, or he'll be a very unhappy man."
"That won't happen."
"If you're saying he'll refuse to change, you're quite possibly correct. So you need to become your own woman."
"That isn't how our culture works."
"In America, women are equal."
"That's just a façade," Caaisho said, annoyed by the claims she kept hearing about America being freer. Sure, there was some truth to those claims, but the gender-based politics here weren't basically all that different from back home; they were only less blatant.
"How so?"
"It's still a male-dominated world."
"True, true," Danielle agreed, walking over to the bed. "But that's changing."
"Only in appearance."
"Eighteen, and already a pessimist," Danielle laughed, as she sat down on the bed. "You're becoming more American already."
"I'm inundated with all the meaningless slogans in this country," Caaisho replied, feeling a little uncomfortable with another woman sitting on the same bed as she was. "'Land of the Free,' people keep on saying. Free how? Sure, people like me are free to speak our own minds, but we just get shouted down, if people don't approve of what we look like. An average woman's income in this country is only 83% of the average man's, and black women like me bring in only 62% of an average man's."
"I can't argue against facts. God bless America," Danielle said ironically. "Except to say that on average in 1960, all women were paid 60% as much as men, and it must have been significantly lower than that for black women. So at least things are getting better."
"I don't mean to be overly critical, mind you. The opportunities for women in this country are way better than back home."
"I understand. Being a woman anywhere in the world means you're playing from a weaker hand."
"Exactly."
"So what do you do to relieve your stress?"
"Huh? What do you mean?"
"School is stressful. Life is stressful. Being a daughter whose father has such high expectations is stressful. Sometimes you must feel like you're about to burst at any minute."
"There are days like that, yes," Caaisho smiled for the first time. Danielle seemed to understand the pressures she was facing in a way her parents didn't. For them, her life was already planned in full. Graduate from college with distinction on a full ride scholarship, seven years of medical school, get a job in a hospital (because whoever heard of a black woman having her own medical practice), marry a man of her father's choosing, and have at least three kids.
"So what do you do about it?"
"Nothing really," she admitted, since she always felt stressed. She just assumed that was the way life was. Always worried. Always working too hard. Just like the life she saw her parents living.
"May I ask you a personal question?"
Caaisho wasn't sure she wanted to answer a personal question from an outsider, but she was too polite to refuse, and especially tonight, since Danielle was doing so much for her. "Sure."
"Do you masturbate?"
"Oh my, no," she gasped. She hadn't expected the question to be that personal!
"Your religion doesn't consider it sinful, does it?"
"Yes it does, actually. Categorically. Without question."
"That's a shame," Danielle said. "There's no better stress relief than a good orgasm."
"Ma'am, I'm not comfortable with this topic of conversation," Caaisho found the nerve to say. Even mentioning sex wasn't something they did in their culture.
"I'm sorry," Danielle said, placing her hand on Caaisho's leg over the blanket, and giving it a gentle squeeze, "it's just that after thirty years of teaching psychology, I've gained an understanding of how people... especially freshman girls... think."
"I appreciate your expertise, but this isn't a conversation I'm comfortable with having."
"I understand," Danielle said, standing up. "You have to discover who you are on your own. But just throwing this out there... if I don't get myself off every day or two, I become a raging bitch."
Caaisho had nothing to say, she just secretly prayed this woman would leave the room. This conversation was incredibly awkward.
"Well, if you need anything, just let me know."
"Thank you. I'll be fine."
"Okay," Danielle said, deliberately leaving the girl a little rattled, as she anticipated her more aggressive next step a little bit later.
Caaisho shook her head in consternation. She'd been surprised... no, astonished... by that conversation. It proved her early assessment that American women were obsessed with sex was true. Sure, she was always stressed, but that was life. Sex was for marriage, for procreation. Not to relieve stress.
Danielle went downstairs to the living room, and by the light of a streetlight outside her picture window, she watched the falling snow, while she sipped on a glass of red wine. Snow was so beautiful when you were safe and warm inside, and sometimes even when you weren't. Then after about half an hour, she went upstairs to her room and got into her pajamas, but only after removing her panties and putting on a strap-on. A smallish six-inch one. Her ten- and twelve-inch black beasts would have to wait for another occasion. She turned on the large flat-screen computer monitor in her bedroom (the spare bedroom right beside hers), and loaded one of her favourite lesbian porn scenes. She fast-forwarded to the action, and turned the volume high enough that Caaisho would hear. Years of... not psychology per se, but in this instance keen observation... had taught her that women overhearing the moans of other women having sex couldn't help getting horny themselves, whether they wanted to or not. They also became more receptive to being seduced, even though they didn't realize it... or understand why. The sounds of sex created not only stimulation in their bodies, but also... subversively... in their minds.
Caaisho was just finishing up her essay, when she began hearing some sounds. Sexual sounds! Her eyes went wide. Had Danielle invited someone else into the house? She couldn't make out every word, but she could hear feminine moans of pleasure. At least there wasn't a man in the house, but still. She suddenly felt extremely uncomfortable.
Danielle wasn't actually watching the scene, she was simply waiting a few minutes before she went into the next room and checked on her prey.
Caaisho was beside herself! She heard a woman begging, "Yes, yes eat my pussy!" So vulgar! She'd known there was something off about Danielle, and now she was proven right. She got off the bed and checked if there was a lock on her bedroom door, but there wasn't. She sighed. She no longer felt safe.
"Yes, you love eating my cunt, don't you Mommy?" a voice cried out.
"Yes, Mommy loves your wet cunt," a different female voice responded, neither of them Danielle's.
Caaisho was appalled!
Lesbians?
Incest?
Disgusting!
She wanted to leave, but where would she go? She had her own car, but with all her attention on studying, she hadn't made any good friends. Moving to a new city just before starting college didn't help, and neither did her extreme shyness. Added to the fact that she was a Muslim with extremely dark skin in a primarily white community (okay, only a bit less than 40% of her fellow Harvard students were white, but less than 7% of them were black... she'd checked), and that she wanted to focus on her grades instead of partying, she wasn't remotely a member of the popular crowd. The last time she'd had actual friends had been back in Somalia, more than three years ago.
She had nowhere to go.
Maybe with enough blankets, she could spend the night at home.
She wanted to text her mother, but realized she'd left her phone at home.
"Finger fuck me, Mommy, I'm so close to coming!" a voice demanded, with a loud moan.
"Yes, come all over Mommy's face, baby!" the other voice urged.
Caaisho didn't intend to keep listening, but it was like when you drove past an accident on the freeway... you didn't want to slow down and look, but just like everyone else, you did anyway. She just couldn't believe what she was listening to.
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh fuck yes, Mommy!" the girl screamed as her orgasm hit her.
Caaisho got back onto the bed and tried to focus on finishing her essay, while blocking out the tawdry sounds emerging from the room next door.
Yet, she couldn't accomplish either goal. It was just so loud!
A couple minutes later, she'd typed just seven words, and she heard the older voice beg, "Fuck Mommy, baby, fuck Mommy with your big cock."
Caaisho was confused.
How could the daughter possibly have a penis? That didn't even make sense. Not to mention a daughter having sex with her mother. This was so, so wrong!
Danielle knocked, but she didn't wait for a response as she walked in and asked innocently, "I'm getting ready for bed. Can I get you anything?"
Caaisho said, "No, I'm fine."
Danielle feigned surprise as she said, "Oh my, my movie is really loud."
Caaisho could feel her cheeks burn with embarrassment, even though she had done nothing to be embarrassed about. Deciding to be blunt, she said, "Yes, it's rather distracting."
"Sorry. Please don't judge me, but I watch lesbian porn most nights to get off," Danielle said, as she went towards the bed.
"You're a lesbian?" Caaisho asked, even though it made perfect sense.
"I am," Danielle said, sitting on the bed.
Caaisho was paralyzed with fear. She sensed something was completely wrong here. "Ma'am, please. I need to work on my essay."
Danielle reached for the laptop and closed it. "No, you need to take a break."
Caaisho was annoyed. She never allowed anyone to touch her computer, or to keep her from her schoolwork. "What are you doing?"
"Oh yes, slam that big cock into Mommy," a distant voice begged.



"I'm helping you to relax," Danielle said, placing the computer on the nightstand.
"Ma'am, please just leave me alone," Caaisho requested.
Instead, Danielle did what she'd wanted to do ever since she'd first seen this girl step out of the SUV. She cupped both of the teen's huge tits over her abaya. "These tatas are so nice and big!"
"W-w-what are you doing?" Caaisho gasped, trying to push the woman's hands away.
"I'm feeling you up," Danielle answered matter of factly, easily able to overcome the weak resistance from the slender teen.
"Stop," the teen demanded.
"Just relax. I'm going to help relieve your stress," Danielle said, firmly cupping the large and impressively firm breasts.
"Get off of me," Caaisho demanded, trying to wiggle her way out of the firm grasp of the stronger, larger woman.
"Oh yes! Mommy's going to come soon," a voice wafted into the room.
"We both know you need this," Danielle said, knowing her statement was likely only halfway true... for now.
"I'm not a lesbian," Caaisho pointed out desperately, just as Danielle kissed her.
Caaisho didn't kiss back, mortified that the first person ever to touch her, the first person ever to kiss her, was a woman. A white woman! Now she'd be branded with contempt for her entire life! Caaisho shook her head violently, disrupting the brief kiss, "I'm going to call the cops!"
"That's certainly an option," Danielle smiled, pulling the blanket away and reaching a hand under the abaya and directly to the teen's pussy, "once you've completed your first stress relief training lesson."
"Please no," Caaisho begged. She was being molested!
"Why are you wearing pantyhose?" Danielle asked, rubbing the teen's pussy through her pantyhose and panties.
"Please stop," Caaisho pleaded, the hand on her vagina making her feel all weird.
"I think you wore them for me," Danielle said, stimulating the teen's pussy, knowing it would manipulate her body and brain, and over time weaken her resistance.
"I did not," Caaisho refuted firmly, although it was followed by an inexplicable moan escaping from her lips.
"I think you knew I liked pantyhose, so you wore them just to tempt me," Danielle said, as she rubbed the teen's pussy to keep her confused by the feelings of pleasure she'd endure, whether she liked it or not.
"No," Caaisho moaned, unable to control what was escaping her lips, or what was happening to her body.
"Or maybe you just wanted to please me," Danielle suggested.
"Danielle, please stop!" Caaisho begged, stopping her useless physical fighting, and shifting to pleading.
"Certainly not! You need this, Caaisho," Danielle insisted, tapping the teen's clit through her underwear three times before returning to her big tits, as she straddled the teen, making it virtually impossible for her to resist, at least physically.
Danielle sucked on the breast through the abaya, just wanting to keep providing her with waves of pleasure, which would gradually break down her resistance, as they overwhelmed the bewildered teen.
"No, Danielle! Get off of me," Caaisho demanded, as she felt two hands and a mouth on her breasts. Each assault on her private parts delivered new and different confusing feelings. And pleasure she shouldn't be feeling while she involuntarily sinned.
Danielle squeezed the teen's tits together and said, "You mustn't tease me with these big tits and sexy nylon-clad legs, and then not expect me to play with them."
"I haven't been teasing you; I've never teased you," Caaisho insisted, as the aggressive woman shoved her face into her abaya and began sucking on her breasts. Thankfully, she was still protected by the abaya, if only somewhat.
"You've wanted me to suck on these tits ever since you slammed them against me when you first hugged me," Danielle said, biting through the religious fabric to nibble on the large tits.
"You've got it backwards: you hugged me," Caaisho corrected her, unable to move very much at all, and unable to comprehend that this was really happening. She was being molested by a woman who was older than her own mother!
"I'm going to show you how to completely let go of yourself," Danielle promised, as she reached down, and aggressively yanked the abaya up and off of the stunned teen.
"Danielle, no!" Caaisho gasped, as she was suddenly wearing no more than her bra, panties and pantyhose. And even with them still on, she now felt completely naked and exposed.
"I've wanted to suck on these since I first saw you," Danielle said, burying her face between the two voluptuous tits, held up firmly by the sturdy bra.
"STOP IT!" Caaisho screamed as loud as she could, since her softer pleas were being totally ignored.
This major explosion was ignored too, and Danielle's larger frame was now perched on top of her, and she was helpless to defend herself against these attacks. Danielle licked between the valley of flesh, exploring every inch of the beautiful, scenic site.
"Why are you doing this?" Caaisho asked, beginning to cry, feeling so utterly helpless.
"Truth? In part because I want to. But more importantly, I'm doing it for your sake," Danielle answered, as she slithered her tongue across her left breast, splattering licks and kisses on the flesh of its uncovered portion.
"Please stop," she begged through her sobs.
"But you don't really want me to," Danielle pointed out, as she continued licking and splattering kisses all over the top half of the coed's chest, while reaching behind the teen and unclasping her bra.
"No! Only my husband can ever see me naked," Caaisho panicked, thinking she should have begun with this argument.
Danielle ignored the protest as she tossed the bra aside and took the large left nipple, hard as a diamond, into her mouth.
"Oh no," Caaisho sobbed, since now she couldn't deny this new body-warming and pleasurable feeling. Feeling pleasure from this sinful activity freaked her out, and so she desperately tried to break free, doubling her efforts... knowing she had to regain control and break the erotic spell this bitch was casting over her body. She wiggled, she pushed, but to no avail as she demanded, tears rolling down her cheeks in mortified humiliation and desperation, "Get off of me! I'm serious!"
Danielle ignored the protests, which by now were becoming half-hearted. The teen's body was already beginning to control her actions, even though she didn't realize it yet. Instead, Danielle sucked the nipple into her mouth, and bit down on it firmly. God, she could worship these bountiful tits all day!
A moment later, as she moved across to the other hard, inviting nipple, Danielle said, gazing into the teen's sobbing, shocked eyes, "I'm serious too, my pet. You need this, whether you believe it right now or not."
"No, I don't," the girl snapped, desperately but randomly kicking her feet, as if she were a small child staging a tantrum.
"If you keep fighting me like this, I'll have to tie you up," Danielle warned. She repositioned herself so one knee was resting directly against the teen's pussy.
"Oooh!" Caaisho heard herself letting out a moan of pleasure, and then she felt mortified that such a sinful sound had escaped her.
"Don't worry Caaisho, moaning is perfectly natural. Your body is already giving in to the inevitable. Now just let your mind follow its lead," Danielle advised. She moved to the other breast and swirled her tongue around the erect nipple.
"I hate this," Caaisho cried.
"Your hard nipples are telling me a different story," Danielle countered.
"That's because you're sucking on them."
"If you really hated this, your body wouldn't be responding so positively, and they wouldn't be hard," Danielle pointed out, before sucking the nipple between her lips.
"Please, stop," Caaisho continued pleading helplessly, although she indeed was confused by the strange feelings of pleasure growing inside her.
Danielle teased the nipple for a while, before leaning back and saying, "Caaisho, you have such a perfect pair of tits! I'll bet every girl in your classes is jealous of them. I have to tell you my cunt has been wet for them ever since I first saw you. And naked, they're even more beautiful than I could have imagined."
"They are not for you to see," she snapped, covering her breasts the moment her hands were free.
"Tonight, they're not just mine to see, they're just plain mine," Danielle insisted, grabbing both wrists and pulling Caaisho's hands over her head, using her mouth to explore those tits some more. "So big, so perfect," Danielle purred, loving the rush of watching this girl struggling against feeling the slowly growing pleasure inside her she thought she shouldn't have.
Caaisho was terrified! She was being raped! Worse yet, if worse was even possible, she felt her vagina tingling. She had never masturbated. She'd never even touched herself. So this weird sensation in her loins was completely foreign to her, and it was confusing. It was fogging her brain, and she couldn't think straight.
She also felt completely helpless. She continued protesting, she continued trying to break free, but she wasn't strong enough to succeed, and her words seemed to be falling on deaf ears.
"Fuck, such perfect tits," Danielle repeated, now holding both wrists with a single hand, and mauling the tits with her free hand and her mouth.
"Please, stop," Caaisho begged, tears streaming down her face, even though now she felt so weak, she couldn't even put up a fight anymore. The fact that what was happening felt oddly good, was confusing her immensely.
"Your words tell me to stop, but your body is telling me to keep going," Danielle pointed out, as she pinched and tugged on the right nipple.
"No," Caaisho said, although now her objections were coming out partially as moans.
Danielle kept up her attack, knowing the teen's body had already begun giving in.
Caaisho couldn't make any sense of the mixed emotions consuming her. The mouth on her nipples, the hand on her breasts, and the knee resting against her vagina were delivering feelings she couldn't understand... how could being sinfully molested feel good? It was incomprehensible! Yet, she knew this was wrong, and she couldn't stop it. "Why are you doing this to me?"
"Because you need me to," Danielle said, kissing, licking and sucking the big tit... worshipping it like Caaisho worshipped her Lord... with all her heart. "I'm doing this for you."
"But you're my Mom's friend," Caaisho pointed out, grasping at straws, to come up with some sort of reasoning that would halt this assault on her body.
At first Danielle's response was only sucking harder, biting harder, and moving her knee slowly in a circular rotation. Then she said, "And friends help their friends."
Danielle then backed up, pulled Caaisho aggressively, so she was lying on her back instead of resting her back against the headboard, and returned her knee to her pussy, leaned forward and began kissing her neck, saying, "You need a friend so badly, my pet."
"I have friends," Caaisho lied, speaking through dazed moaning.
"But until now, no friends with benefits," Danielle said, as she kissed her neck, played with her tits, and rubbed her pussy with her knee.
This triple attention, this triple pleasure, was overwhelming Caaisho. She couldn't think straight. Yet she struggled to fight her way past the mentally numbing effects of the powerful pleasure, and she managed to demand, "Get off of me. I'm not a lesbian."
"I never said you were," Danielle whispered, and she blew hot breath onto the overwhelmed teen's ear and neck.
Caaisho couldn't understand how everything this aggressive woman was doing to her could create feelings she'd never felt before. The hot breath on her neck and ear, and the wet sloppy kisses had set her body on fire. "I'm saving myself for my husband."
"Who will no doubt have slept around freely before marrying you, but nevertheless will demand that you're a virgin. But don't worry," Danielle said, nibbling on her ear, "you'll still kind of be one after tonight."
"Oh, please stop," Caaisho continued pleading.
"Your body needs this so badly," Danielle whispered. "Eighteen years of pent-up stress and anxiety isn't good for anybody."
"No," was all Caaisho could say, as her body betrayed her.
"Everyone needs to be a bad girl sometimes," Danielle said, kissing her cheek.
"No, I'm a good girl," Caaisho insisted, even though her body was starting to feel very bad in a very good way. Her vagina was tingling, her nipples were aching, her neck and ears were triggering sensations through her entire body, and her mind was a muddled mess.
Caaisho was now staring at her molester. And although she knew it was sinful, she didn't move her head aside to avoid the next kiss when the woman's lips pressed against hers. Instead, during a brief moment of weakness, she kissed her back... for just a moment... before she did turn her head aside .
Danielle smiled, "You're a beautiful woman, Caaisho."
While Danielle was speaking, she relaxed slightly, and Caaisho sensed this might be a brief opportunity for her to escape the woman's clutches. So she bucked up her body to jar Danielle off, but instead she only succeeded in rubbing her vagina against her attacker's knee, and she let out a loud moan.
"Oh, you want to be knee fucked?" Danielle grinned gleefully, and she grasped both of her prey's hands, held them to the sides of her body, and began furiously rubbing her knee up and down against her crotch.
"Nooooooo," Caaisho gasped, and she moaned as pleasure quickly built inside her, and the bed squeaked, and her voluminous breasts bounced all over the place!
"Yes, you've got a perfect body," Danielle said, as she watched in powerful amusement and excitement at the teen's natural tits bouncing around.
"I hate this," Caaisho yelled, which was true in every possible way. Not only was she being molested, but her body was now welcoming the molestation. Her strong-willed consciousness was still telling her this treatment was intolerable, but the rest of her... such as her emotions... was telling her this experience was the best thing ever, and it wanted more... more... MORE!
And even worse, it was apparent that Danielle was reading her like a book when she said, "Your wet cunt is telling me a different story." She must have been able to feel the teen's wetness through her panties and pantyhose.
"That's your fault," Caaisho accused defensively.
"It's true that I'm stimulating you," Danielle admitted. "But I can't make your body respond like it is. Only you can do that."
"Whatever! Just stop, stop, stop!" Caaisho demanded urgently, although she let out another involuntary moan, desperate to call a halt to this... this whatever it was... even as she felt her entire body heating up.
"Okay, if that's what you wish," Danielle agreed, and she did stop moving... completely.
Caaisho was left panting slightly, with beads of sweat between her tits. "Thank you," she said, surprised that her protests had finally been heeded.
"You're welcome," Danielle said, as she moved back, used her strong frame to flip the teen onto her belly and ordered, "On your knees."
"What? No," Caaisho protested, as she was repositioned like a rag doll.
Danielle pulled her into position and caressed the teen's pantyhose-clad ass. "Unlike your mother, you have a tight American ass."
"What? I do not," Caaisho protested, not wanting to be compared to an American slut in any way whatsoever.
"Oh yes, it's so tight," Danielle said, caressing and squeezing the narrow buttocks.
Caaisho began to move, thinking this might be her chance to get off the bed, but Danielle easily caught her and held onto her hips as she threatened, "Do you want me to get the handcuffs?"
"No," Caaisho responded, frightened by Danielle's tone and her threat.
"Then be a good pet," Danielle ordered. "God... or Allah, if you prefer... created both a woman's body, and this pleasure you're feeling. It's not sinful at all."
"That's only true with the man you're married to."
"It's 2023, the world is changing, and religion needs to change too," Danielle argued, as she pulled the pantyhose and panties slowly, but forcefully down, to get access to the wet cunt.
"What are you doing?" Caaisho asked, looking back at her predator.
"I'm about to enjoy a bedtime snack," Danielle explained, as she leaned down and licked the coed's glistening wetness from behind.
"Noooooo," Caaisho moaned loudly, as the tongue touched down in her forbidden region.
"Such a delicious little cunt," Danielle purred, as her tongue strolled upwards through the wet, hairy pussy, her strong cunt scent captured perfectly in her abundant pubic hair.
"Don't you dare lick my vagina," Caaisho cried out, tears beginning to form again, from the humiliation of a woman being the first person to see her vagina, and to touch it. The humiliation was enhanced by it feeling really good. She wanted to try to get off the bed again, yet in addition to the fear of perhaps being handcuffed, her body seemed to be paralyzed in shock.
"Unless you're discussing anatomy in a classroom, it's called a pussy or a cunt," Danielle corrected.
Caaisho could never utter such filthy words, so instead she just begged, "Please stop. I'll do anything."
"Oh, I know you will," Danielle said, pausing only briefly from licking the sweet-tasting peach.
"You'll stop then?"
"Unnecessary. You don't really want me to stop," Danielle pointed out, using her experienced tongue to really work over the pussy, and thus erode the teen's resistance as well.
"Yes, I doooooo," Caaisho moaned, the pleasure inside her building and building.
"You need to come, Caaisho, you need to come like a little slut," Danielle continued.
"Please don't call me that," Caaisho said, the pleasure continuing to rise.
"Tonight you are my slut," Danielle insisted. "My pretty, big-breasted, cunt-leaking, pussy-pleasing, cock-taking, pet slut."
"What? No," Caaisho moaned, that list frightening her even more.
"Yes. I'm going to teach you everything about your body tonight, my Muslim slut," Danielle said, as she slid a finger inside her.
"Oh my, no," Caaisho screamed, as she felt a finger sliding inside her virgin vagina.
"It feels so good, doesn't it?"
"No, no, no," Caaisho moaned, her body trembling as she reached back and tried to push Danielle's head away, but the woman was too strong.
"What I'm doing right now will end as soon as you come, my little slut," Danielle promised. Although of course the operative phrase was 'right now', which didn't include all that would come afterwards.
Caaisho tried to squeeze her legs together to eject the finger from inside her, but her will was weakening, so her efforts were totally ineffective. So before she found herself surrendering completely, she had to come up with a way of ending things right away. Nothing came to mind, so she said defeatedly, "Then end it."
"Just tell me you want me to finger fuck your cunt," Danielle ordered, loving to hear a sweet girl talking like a nasty slut, while she tasted the sweet taste of her pre-cum... an orgasm was coming, and it was now only a matter of time.
"Just finger me and get it over with," Caaisho said, trying to hide her need for the invasive finger to go faster. The pleasure was just too good!
"That's a start, but say it again. Use dirty words this time," Danielle demanded.
"Please don't make me say sinful things," Caaisho begged, feeling more desperate with every moment for... having never had an orgasm, she had no idea what she was desperate for, but her body was telling her that something needed to happen, and soon! "Just get me wherever!"



"Do you want to come, my slut?"
Caaisho didn't even know what the word 'come' meant in this context, but Danielle seemed to know what she was doing, and her body was telling her it was increasingly desperate for something to happen. So yes, whatever! "Yes... no... yes, just do it," Caaisho responded, so desperate for whatever release lay ahead, that she reached back and grabbed Danielle's hair, and this time she pulled her deeper into her, instead of away.
"It's time for you to say you want me to finger fuck your cunt until you come like a slut," Danielle ordered, stopping with her finger inside the teen and tapping, just once, on her g-spot.
"Noooooooooo, please just do it!" Caaisho moaned loudly, her entire body shaking, while sensations she didn't understand were taking her over.
"Say it," Danielle ordered, always able to control exactly when a pet would come. She tapped the g-spot twice more.
"Finger fuck my cunt until I cum like a fucking dumb American bimbo slut," Caaisho snapped, out of her frustration and anger and desperation... mortified to be uttering such sinful words, and doubly mortified by her urgent desire to reach some sort of release... her body metaphorically on fire.
"As you wish," Danielle smiled, and she added a second finger, and furiously finger fucked the girl, amused by her suddenly nasty tongue and her desperation.
"Oh yes, yes, I hate you, I fucking hate you," Caaisho bellowed, struggling to keep her anger alive, while pleasure consumed her. She may have fallen so far as to let this bitch molest her, but no way was she going to allow her to catch her enjoying it!
"Come, my Muslim slut, come all over my fingers," Danielle urged.
"Oh fuck, yes, finger fuck my cunt, you fucking rapist white bitch," Caaisho babbled... a mixture of sinful rapture and defiance battling inside her, and in the words escaping her mouth.
"More."
Caaisho was completely lost in lust as she babbled, "Oh yes, I'm going to... to something! Aaaaaaaah, finger fuck me, eat my cunt, oooooooo!" Then after she uttered the words, her eyes went wide, since her mind was now surrendering to the pleasure, just like her body had done earlier.
Danielle, loving this teen's complete transformation right before her eyes, finger fucked her faster, as Caaisho's legs gyrated and ground against her face.
Caaisho just had to reach whatever she was reaching for. Her entire body needed whatever it was. She tried to fuck herself on Danielle's fingers, and on Danielle's face. She was no longer worried about consequences, just about the pleasure consuming her very existence... as she felt her body bouncing back against those fingers.
Danielle could feel the cum oozing around her face, and she knew the girl's orgasm was imminent.
Caaisho's body seemed to be in shock as her hands clenched the bedsheets, and her eyes literally rolled back in her head, as incoherent sounds escaped her mouth "Aaaaaaaaah, oooooooh, ah fuck! Yes, Mommy!"
Mommy? Where did that come from? Danielle was intrigued, as she kept furiously finger fucking and licking the now lust-filled, desperate teen... the Muslim girl likely not even realizing she'd uttered the word.
Knowing she was about to erupt, Danielle furiously tapped on the teen's g-spot, and the coed screamed, "Ohhhhhhhh 1essssssss! Fuuuuuck! This must be what coming is, my white Mommy!"
Caaisho collapsed onto the bed, the orgasm crashing wave after wave of pleasure through her very being.
Danielle lapped up the sweet cunt cum as it flowed out of her, like through a broken hose.
"Mmmmmm, good slut," Danielle purred, as she gave the teen a life-altering orgasm.
"This was so wrong," Caaisho said weakly, trying to make herself feel better for the sinful act she'd just allowed to happen, as she looked behind herself to see Danielle still licking up her cum.
"Yet it was so good," Danielle pointed out. "Didn't it feel good?"
"Yes, but that doesn't make it right," Caaisho said, her body still trembling.
"Says who? A man? A bunch of men? And a collection of systems... religions and societies that have belittled the value and rights of women for centuries? It's time to rewrite the story," Danielle said, a strong feminist who'd fought for women's rights throughout her life... even spearheading the first LGTB school club while she was still attending high school.
Caaisho saw her own cum dripping down the woman's chin, and her lips and face glistening with it, which brought her shame flooding back. She remained silent. She just tried to recover. The molestation had finally ended.
Danielle added, as she wiped the cum onto her fingers and sucked it into her mouth, "This is my favourite bedtime snack."
"Gross," Caaisho yucked, her brain cells gradually coming back on line, after being shut down for a while.
"You know I'm right," Danielle said, pursuing the discussion, as she rolled the teen over and pulled her pantyhose and panties off of her.
"What are you doing now?" Caaisho asked wearily, her entire body spent.
"Getting you ready for round two," Danielle answered.
"Please, no more," Caaisho said, unable to fathom how her body could even take any more.
"Oh, but you'll love the next part," Danielle promised. Then she ordered, "get on your hands and knees and face me."
"Please, you've already stained me forever," Caaisho begged, feeling so violated, especially now that her orgasm was beginning to fade.
"Oh no, we're not done yet. We've got to fuck the stress right out of you, my pet," Danielle insisted. "Now get on all fours."
"Can't I just go home?"
"This is your new home," Danielle said. "You're my fuck toy now. Now that you've experienced your first orgasm, we both know you want to feel that pleasure again."
"Danielle, no," Caaisho said weakly. Did she want to feel that pleasure again? Yes. Did it make her feel guilty and ashamed? Also yes.
"Now!" Danielle demanded sternly.
"This is still very wrong," Caaisho protested, even though this time she obeyed, feeling she had no choice.
"Good girl," Danielle replied, as Caaisho was now on all fours, and Danielle was facing her, upright on her knees.
"Now pull down my pajama bottoms."
"I don't want to."
"I'm not asking your opinion, a pet does what she's told," Danielle clarified.
"I'm not a pet."
"You're whatever I say you are," Danielle corrected. "You're my pet, my slut, my fuck toy, my sex slave, my cunt muncher, and more."
"Please, no cunt munching," Caaisho pleaded, not even noticing she'd said 'cunt'.
"Not for now, no," Danielle allowed, the next item on her agenda being fucking her with the strap-on. "Now undress me."
Caaisho's hands trembled as she reached for the woman's hips.
"Pull them down."
Caaisho obeyed, and she was shocked when instead of a vagina, she was staring at a plastic penis. "W-w-what on earth is that?"
"I'm sure you know what a cock looks like."
"Not really, and certainly not on a girl," Caaisho said, having never seen one, and having had no clue that fake penises even existed.
"It's for you," Danielle said.
"No, I can't let that go inside me," Caaisho protested. Sure she'd been fingered just now, but she was still a virgin.
"It's not a real cock," Danielle said, "it's just one to make do with until you're married."
"I can't," Caaisho said, thinking it looked so big.
"Consider it practice for when you get a husband," Danielle said, as she slid the cock into the teen's open mouth.
Caaisho gagged and backed away. "I said no," she insisted
"I can either fuck your cunt or your ass," Danielle said, although she planned on fucking them both eventually. "Your choice."
"Danielle, please," Caaisho begged, looking up at the dominant woman's face. "You've already stained me forever."
"Then I might as well really tarnish you," Danielle said. She slid the cock back into the girl's mouth, held her head, and slowly face fucked her, making her gag, but continuing anyway. She pulled out after half a minute, saliva drooling from Caaisho's mouth and back down to the cock. "Now suck it nicely, or I'll keep face fucking your pretty mouth."
Defeated, Caaisho repeated, before taking the cock back into her mouth, "I really fucking hate you!"
Far from taking offence, Danielle just smiled. Caaisho had used the 'f' word of her own accord. She encouraged, "That's it, worship that cock, like you worship Allah."
Caaisho despised the religious reference, but she just needed to get this horrendous experience over with.
Danielle added, "I think in addition to praying a few times a day, you'll now be worshipping my cock and cunt a few times a day."
Caaisho wanted to be saved from this horrid woman, wanted to pray for forgiveness and help, yet she was completely helpless. Oddly, she couldn't explain why, but as she slowly sucked on this plastic cock, her pussy was getting wet again. What was going on?
"That's it, you're a natural little cock sucker," Danielle smiled, enjoying the sight of the pretty teen slowly bobbing back and forth.
Caaisho was humiliated, yet she had no power.
"Ready to get fucked?" Danielle asked, even though she wasn't really giving her a choice. She pulled the slobbery cock out of the teen's mouth.
"Please, no," Caaisho begged, for what seemed like the hundredth time.
"But you enjoyed the titty sucking, pussy licking and cunt fingering. Did you not?"
"You made me do all those," Caaisho replied, not admitting she'd really enjoyed the orgasm.
"And I'm making you do this too," Danielle ordered, as she grabbed the teen's body and spun her around.
Caaisho couldn't believe how helpless she was, but she couldn't deny the truth... part of her wanted to be fucked. That first orgasm ever in her life had been intense, and the likelihood of another one was enticing... even though she knew she should resist. Sex was sacred. Sex was always between a man and a woman. Sex was only for marriage. Sex was only for procreation. As Caaisho contemplated all of this, Danielle easily slid her cock inside her still sloppy wet cunt.
"Ooooooooh," Caaisho moaned. This cock was a lot fatter and a lot longer than the previous fingers inside her, and within an instant, her body was responding again. She uttered the most pathetic sounding resistance after a few strokes, "Please, no."
"Stop feigning that denial," Danielle said, as she slowly slid in and out of her newest trophy. "We both know you love this."
"I do not," Caaisho responded, but again her tone and moans belied her words.
"For a smart girl, you're one dumb bitch," Danielle scolded, as she began stroking faster inside of her.
"No more," Caaisho responded weakly, even as the pleasure inside built like a continuing wave, and she made no physical attempt to resist the pounding she was now receiving.
"No more what? Fucking your no longer virgin cunt, or no more calling you names?"
"Both," Caaisho said. Although confusingly, both of these choices seemed to enhance her pleasure.
"You love being my little Muslim fuck toy," Danielle said, as she placed her hands on her hips, and began thrusting deep into her pet, so hard that Caaisho's head began banging against the headboard.
"No, I'm a good girl," Caaisho disagreed, as the sound of her head hitting the board echoed around the room. The harder she was fucked, the better it felt, but there was no way she was going to announce that.
"You're a cock hungry slut for Mommy," Danielle corrected, bucking her hips into the teen.
"Ohhhh, yes," Caaisho moaned, not in response to the statement, but from the deep thrusts that were really stimulating her.
Encouraged by her response, Danielle asked, "Who's my naughty little slut?"
"Not I," Caaisho moaned, as she tried to shove a pillow between her head and the headboard.
Danielle, knowing from long experience how to get this new slut to say exactly what she wanted her to say, stopped deep inside her and told her, "If you want me to fuck this tight cunt and make you come again, you'll fucking answer my questions. All of them!"
"Please no," Caaisho begged, the soft pillow now in place.
Danielle pulled out completely, and Caaisho quickly begged for the opposite, "No! Please shove that cock back in my nasty cunt!"
"Not quite yet, my little slut," she denied the request.
"Nooooo," the overwhelmed teen whined.
Danielle asked, as she rubbed the cock up and down the outside of the teen's pussy, "Next question: who's my naughty little slut?"
"I am," Caaisho admitted quietly, needing to have that cock back inside her, needing to feel that pleasure again.
"And who owns this Muslim cunt?" Danielle demanded, still doing no more than teasing the needy cunt (the literal one).
"You do," Caaisho answered, now so desperate to feel that cock back inside her, she'd agree to literally anything!
"Louder!"
"You own my Muslim cunt, Mommy," Caaisho declared loudly. She wondered why once again she'd used the word 'Mommy', but just requested, "now please fuck me with your big cock."
"Good slut," Danielle purred, and she slid back into the teen.
"Yes, I love your cock," Caaisho screamed, as Danielle reached out and pulled on the teen's long, black, kinky hair.
"Oh yes, yours is a greedy cunt," Danielle said, as she fucked her hard and deep.
After a couple minutes in this position, Danielle wanted to see her pet's tits bouncing and Caaisho's face as she fucked her, so she pulled out and flipped her over.
Caaisho began to whine, "Nooooo," before she realized she was just being repositioned for some more fucking.
"I want to watch my slut's titties bounce while I fuck her," Danielle explained, as she spread Caaisho's legs and slid back into her pussy.
"These double D tits?" Caaisho asked, proudly squeezing them together to showcase them.
"Yes, they're magnificent," Danielle said, as she watched them bounce. "Do you want me to suck on those big hard nipples."
"Yes Mommy, please suck on my nipples," Caaisho replied, discovering she liked simultaneously receiving pleasure from different places.
Danielle loved breaking morally proper girls, which she'd done many times in her thirty years of teaching and before (from her first ever... her best friend's mother... to a minister's daughter, to her high school principal's wife and daughter), but this one was extra special. She leaned forward and sucked the left nipple into her mouth while also slowly fucking her.
"Yes, Mommy, suck on my big hard nipple," Caaisho moaned, loving the double pleasure sensation.
Danielle loved the opportunity to suck on those huge nipples again. Although she'd sucked two cocks many decades ago, and she'd hated it with a passion, she loved sucking big nipples, and Caaisho's were perhaps the biggest ones she'd ever pleasured.
"Oh yes, Mommy," Caaisho moaned, still wondering why she kept calling Danielle 'Mommy', although for some reason, her doing so enhanced her submission even more. "Suck my fat titties."
Danielle moved to the other nipple and replicated the licking, sucking, and biting, while simultaneously slowly fucking the teen.
"Oh yes, fuck my Muslim cunt with your big cock harder, white Mommy," Caaisho begged, the slow fucking turning her on, but now she wanted more. She still couldn't understand why she was adding race playing to her own sexual degradation, but that too enhanced the euphoria building inside her. In essence, she just wanted to be fucked hard! Pounded! Fucked like a slut!
Danielle backed up, spread the teen's legs wider, and began slamming into the teen, who was now eager... frantic, even. "Oh yes, fuck me Mommy, fuck me hard."
Danielle obliged, and soon the pillow had slipped aside, and Caaisho's head was banging against the headboard again.
Caaisho was suddenly the verbal one of the two, as her pleasure was again building at an accelerated pace. She would do anything to feel that transcendent moment of the pure clarity of heaven again. She was now allowing her head to bang freely against the headboard, becoming the stereotypical American slut bimbo who'd do anything for cock.
"Who owns these tits?" Danielle asked, as they bounced around like lost basketballs.
"You do, Danielle," Caaisho declared, now loving the idea of someone elses in complete control of her. After years of always doing the right thing, this sinning together ironically seemed right.
"Who owns this cunt?" Danielle asked. Watching how eagerly the cunt was now taking the medium-sized cock, she almost regretted not starting with something bigger.
"You do, Mommy!" Caaisho answered, now both willing and eager to surrender her body completely to this older woman, who'd somehow seen past her focused exterior to awaken the pleasure inside.
"Who owns you?" Danielle asked, pushing the teen further into submission, and utter reliance upon her.
"You do, Mommy! You own my tits, my cunt, my bimbo brain," Caaisho declared, feeling a real rush from giving away complete ownership of herself to the powerful dominant. Calling herself a bimbo, when she was literally a proven genius, only added extra spice to her complete submission to this white woman.
Danielle knew the girl was getting close again, but what she really wanted was to bury her face back in her cunt, where she'd be able to get much deeper, to enjoy the flood much better... in this position with the pet lying on her back.
Danielle pulled out, and Caaisho could feel her orgasm was so close she could taste it (if that made any sense), and she whined, "Nooooo, shove that cock back inside my whore box... oooooooooh!"
Caaisho's whines were resolved when Danielle dove into her pussy, and she began licking it aggressively.
"Oh, yes Mommy! Eat my cunt, lick my pussy, get your Muslim slut off!" Caaisho babbled.
Danielle attacked the clit aggressively, while she listened to the loud moans and nasty tongue of her new trophy, loving the creamy pre-cum that was an appetizer to the full flood coming (pun intended) very soon.
"Oh yes, Mommy, I love your tongue on my cunt! Oh yes, Mommy, make me your teen bimbo fuck toy! Oooooh, yesssss, I'm yours, Danielle, I'm yours whenever you summon me! I'll do whatever you order me to do! Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!"
Danielle had never before received such a vivid, all-encompassing declaration like this one, as she lapped up the creamy cum flooding out of the teen twat, like Niagara Falls.
"Eat my cum, Mommy slut," Caaisho demanded, as her entire body erupted, and quaked like an eight plus on the Moment Magnitude scale (which is the earthquake scale that replaced Richter).
Danielle smiled at being called a slut by her new slut, as she indeed did feast on the abundance of creamy homemade wine splashing into her mouth.
"Oh yes, I love being your slut, your pet, your bimbo, your slave," Caaisho babbled, as her pleasure kept coming, wave after wave.
Danielle then did what she did with every trophy the first time, she marked her new property by repositioning herself pussy to pussy, and she began grinding her cunt against Caaisho's.
"Oh my," Caaisho trembled, as she felt her cunt rubbing against Danielle's. She grabbed hold of Danielle's leg and held on, doing her best to grind back as best she could, given that she'd completely spent all of her strength and energy.
"I'm going to come in your cunt, and mark you as my forever pet," Danielle declared, knowing she wouldn't last long after this marathon fuck session. Her ultimate orgasms always resulted from the complete conquest of a new trophy.
"Yes, mark me your bimbo... Muslim-fucking-cum-slut bitch," Caaisho declared, still coming from orgasm number two... and possibly feeling a third one already rising.



"Yesssss!" Danielle was the one doing the screaming this time, as the intense grinding, and Caaisho's surprisingly wicked tongue (tomorrow she'd train it for pussy pleasing) had her nearing apocalyptic seizures, and then she came harder than she had in a long, long time!
Caaisho was surprised she could feel the cum erupting inside her, which made her entire body tremble as well. "Yes, Mommy! Fill my cunt with your cum, and mark me as your bimbo bitch cum whore forever!"
"Yes, my pet," Danielle said weakly, as she too collapsed. "You're such a good bad girl."
"I love that oxymoron, Mommy," Caaisho said, collapsing onto her back too, their legs still entwined.
Five minutes later, Caaisho still naked, and Danielle still naked, lay together under the covers.
Caaisho was exhausted, and she was quickly drifting into slumber. Once the pleasure had finally dissipated from her body, she knew she should start feeling guilty again, but as she cuddled into Danielle, everything felt tranquil and right.
Danielle kissed her pet's head and whispered, "My pet, this is just the beginning."
And as Caaisho slipped into peaceful unconsciousness, she wondered what more there could possibly be.
The end of part 1.
Continued in chapter 2: The next morning Caaisho tries to resist again, but instead she falls even deeper into utter submission.
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Somali Pet Ch. 02
Danielle waited until the teen was asleep before she silently crept out of the bed in her guest bedroom. Although she loved fucking girls, she didn't like sleeping with them. She preferred her own bed, and she preferred not to be touched while she was sleeping. Which was ironic, since she loved touching every part of another woman while they were in the throes of passion.
She admired the pretty teen sleeping. She looked so peaceful now, very different from the various facial expressions she'd exhibited earlier: shocked, terrorized, confused, angry, stimulated, and orgasmic.
She wondered what emotions Caaisho would experience in the morning. Would it be a day of regret for the teen following her intense rushes of adrenaline from multiple orgasms, or would she fully accept her new role as a pet slut? Perhaps there would be aspects of both. Danielle would continue her sexual assault in either case, to solidify the girl's 100% faithfulness to her.
She went and brushed her teeth, washed her face that still had the teen's pussy juice on it, put on her flannel pajamas, turned off her television (that was still playing the porn scene that had heralded this seduction), and got into her own bed.
Caaisho woke up around 2:30 in the morning. She was a little confused. Where was she? What a strange nightmare she'd just had! She sat up, and through the scant light from an open window curtain and lamppost outside, she was reminded she wasn't in her own bed... tonight she was sleeping in Danielle's house. She brought her hands to her breasts and realized she was naked. So it hadn't been a nightmare! She felt stickiness between her legs, and all of the previous night came flooding back to her. She'd been raped! She had eventually not only given in, but she'd even begged for more... so by that point it was debatable whether it was still rape or not. But in any case, she was mortified!
Caaisho got out of bed, grabbed her abaya, and put it on.
She dropped to the floor to pray, and happened to sit on the plastic cock. She tossed it away, disgusted that this object had been the first penis ever to be inside her, and then she begged Allah for forgiveness. No, it wasn't her fault she couldn't fight off the bigger and stronger Danielle at first, but it was her fault that she'd eventually begun to enjoy the experience, to want more of it, and soon to need it.
Frustratingly, as she prayed for forgiveness, her body betrayed her again when her vagina began tingling.
She prayed for the strength to be strong, before crawling back into bed, knowing that given the frigid weather outside and the total lack of heating in her own house, she couldn't go home until daybreak, at the earliest.
Thankfully, she was still exhausted, so she was able to fall back asleep quickly, promising herself she would never allow those sexual activities to happen again.
...
Sometime after dawn, Danielle quietly got out of bed and reached for her phone. As she expected, there were a few messages, and a missed call from Isniino. She went pee, wiped herself thoroughly, and decided to wake up the teen in a rather unorthodox way. In truth, given all they'd done last night, Caaisho had never been given the opportunity to sample Danielle's pussy. That omission she planned to rectify forthwith.
She selected a couple of toys: a seven-inch bright neon-red cock with a clit vibrator... a little longer this time for the eager cunt that had easily taken the six-incher, and with a remotely controlled clit vibrator add-on that usually drove women absolutely fucking nuts.
She returned to her guest bedroom where the sleeping beauty lay, but instead of a prince's lips to awaken her, it would be a woman's... and it would be the other set of lips.
She quietly slithered under the sheets to molest the teen for a second time.
Caaisho felt the bed move, and she slowly awakened, but only partially, once again confused about where she was.
Danielle glided her hand over the teen's big tits, and she whispered soft endearments while she traced her fingers around the nipples poking against her abaya. The teen was restless in her sleep, and she seemed to be having a naughty dream.
Caaisho let out a little moan, but she remained more asleep than awake.
Danielle loved waking a new pet with a little lap of luxury treatment. She crawled under the sheets and parted the teen's legs, surprised to find that although she'd unfortunately covered herself back up with her abaya, she hadn't put her panties back on.
She began slowly to lick, which she believed was easily the greatest way to be woken up in the world. She loved being awakened with a tongue between her legs, and she also enjoyed waking up a pet with a tender, pussy-pleasing tease.
Caaisho moaned as she felt her collar getting tugged, and she crawled on all fours towards a pair of spread legs.
Danielle gently traced the teen's pussy lips, enjoying the sound of the teen's soft moans as she began to awaken.
Caaisho shook her head no, but she kept crawling forward. She felt like she was being showcased like a prize-winning bitch at a dog show.
Danielle parted the teen's pussy lips, the slightest wetness beginning to form. Danielle always loved her first sight and taste of pre-cum. The beginnings of an inevitable flood.
Caaisho arrived at a pair of feet, and she pleaded, "Please Mommy, no!"
Danielle listened to the teen's soft moans and also to her somnolent words, and she smiled at the realization that Caaisho was having a sex dream of some sort... which could only have been triggered by last night's naughtiness.
Caaisho felt a tongue on her pussy, and she moaned again. She looked behind herself and saw Danielle smiling back at her. But if Danielle was behind her, then who was in front of her holding the leash?
"Wake up, sleepyhead." Danielle purred, as she bestowed one wide lick between the girl's pussy lips.
Caaisho heard the words, but she was still mostly asleep, unable to process the difference between her vivid dream and reality.
Danielle quickly moved up, spun around and straddled the sleeping teen, and lowered her pussy onto her face. "Good morning, my pet. I brought you breakfast in bed."
Caaisho was startled awake by the sudden sensations of movement. Suddenly she felt trapped. She opened her eyes, and she couldn't see anything. Yet she could smell an aroma. She tried to sit up, and her face collided with something soft and slightly wet.
"Good morning, my pet," Danielle repeated. "I brought you breakfast in bed."
Caaisho's eyes went wide while last night came flooding back: the molestation, the tit sucking, the fingering, her first-ever orgasm, the strap-on, the fucking, the name calling, her declaration of surrender, her acceptance, and a second orgasm.
"I hope you enjoy breakfast in bed. Personally, I love it," Danielle said, as she leaned down between Caaisho's legs and began licking.
"Nooooo," Caaisho whined, thinking, not again! She closed her legs, which pushed Danielle's head away.
"Bad girl!" Danielle scolded, sitting straight up, so that most of her weight was pressing her pussy onto the teen's face.
Suddenly Caaisho couldn't breathe! She panicked, trying to push Danielle off of her. She'd always hated being confined in small spaces.
Still with her pussy smashed against the girl's face, Danielle ordered, "Now be a good girl and spread those legs for Mommy." She'd spent some time the previous night before she fell asleep pondering the teen calling her Mommy, and she'd concluded it was a manifestation of the teen's secret wish to have a closer relationship with her undemonstrative mother, who never even hugged her daughter.
Caaisho recalled calling Danielle 'Mommy' repeatedly during the sex, especially when she was being fucked. She couldn't believe she'd lost her virginity to a white woman. If the wrong people... such as her parents... found out, she'd be a pariah for the rest of her life! Yet needing to breathe, she obediently parted her legs, but also she objected, "Please Danielle, not again."
"You told me you were my forever pet, and my forever slut," Danielle pointed out, as she reached down and began slowly rubbing Caaisho's pussy, knowing that stimulating it would confuse the teen again, and once again entice her into becoming a lustful bimbo slut for pleasure.
"I wasn't myself last night," Caaisho defended, which was definitely true. Not only had she never done anything like that before, she'd never even considered doing anything like that before. She'd fantasized about marrying a good looking Muslim man someday down the road after she'd established herself as a doctor, but she'd never contemplated the details of anything sexual.
"I think the opposite is true... you finally became yourself," Danielle countered, as she continued stimulating the teen's pussy.
"No," Caaisho moaned, frustrated that she couldn't control her body right now, like she'd always controlled her life. She'd focused only on academics, always resisting the urge to try any other things. "You made me do all that stuff."
"Oh sure, I did at first," Danielle agreed, as she leaned down and licked the pussy through the girl's abundance of public hair. "But it was you who willingly declared that I owned your tits, your cunt, and your self-declared bimbo brain."
Shoot, Caaisho thought to herself, I did say all that! She couldn't understand what had come over her. She defended herself again, while letting out soft moans, "That was in the heat of the moment."
"It was also you of your own accord, who declared you'd do anything for me," Danielle added, as she sucked the clit into her mouth.
"Oh, please stop," Caaisho moaned loudly. This was happening all over again!
"Eat your breakfast, then I'll go and fix your heater, and you can return to a warm home," Danielle offered.
"I'm not a lesbian," Caaisho pointed out. Everything that had happened last night had been done to her. Her breasts were sucked, and her pussy was fingered, eaten and fucked. Danielle was the lesbian. She herself hadn't sucked on any tits or licked a pussy. All she'd done was suck a plastic cock, which wasn't being gay.
"I didn't say you were," Danielle said. "But you're my pet now, and pets eat pussy for breakfast," Danielle said, again sitting up and lowering her pussy onto the reluctant teen. She always enjoyed breaking a pet completely, and this was one of the few times when a new pet hadn't yet completely accepted she was one. Yet Caaisho hadn't made any serious effort to escape from the bed, so deep in her subconscious, she'd already accepted her fate. "Eat your breakfast, young lady."
Caaisho, needing to breathe and feeling completely claustrophobic, began licking.
"Good girl," Danielle said, and she leaned up a little to allow her pet some air.
Caaisho was surprised by the pussy's almost complete lack of taste, which she would later learn was the case after a shower or pee, but not after a long day. She asked, as she looked at the black pubic hair, "Do I really have to do this?"
"You need a healthy breakfast every day," Danielle explained, as she once again reached down and rubbed the teen's pussy.
"This liquid isn't at all healthy," Caaisho argued, even while she slowly licked between the fat pussy lips.
"It's 100% homemade, and it has no calories," Danielle countered with a smile.
"Whatever," Caaisho sighed, not wanting to give any sign she approved of or liked doing this, she just wanted to get it over with, and then be allowed out of the bed. So resigned to her current fate, and frustrated to be enjoying the fingers on her pussy, she kept licking, not really knowing what she was doing.
Danielle smiled as she reached her hands under Caaisho's tight ass to bury her face deeper. She said, "I love how all you Muslim teen sluts have such big tits and big booties."
Caaisho sighed at the ridiculous stereotype. Just like all races, Muslims came in all shapes and sizes.
"Just such a fuckable ass, and such perfect hips to hold onto while I pound you from behind," Danielle said, wanting to remind the teen of everything they'd done last night, and also everything she was still planning to do. She said as much, as she stressed, "Last night was only the beginning, my pet."
Caaisho's eyes went wide at that statement. "No, Danielle. Not a beginning. This needs to end now."
"Just like during the earliest stages of last night, your words say one thing, and your body another," Danielle pointed out, as she attacked the clit to weaken her resistance.
'Ooooooh, no," Caaisho moaned loudly, as she kept licking. Truth was, she was still frustrated to be enjoying Danielle's increasingly exotic scent as she licked her pussy. It was almost indescribable... a little fruity, a little fishy... was the best she could describe it. And the taste, which had started out almost non-existent, was getting stronger, and she couldn't help wondering what it might be like when Danielle came.
"Oooooh yes!" Danielle moaned back teasingly. "I know what you need, and what you want deep down."
"I don't want this," Caaisho argued, even though she began licking faster... once again her words and her actions in opposition to each other.
"Mommy loves your tongue down there," Danielle moaned softly, appreciating the kinky, incestuous theme that Caaisho herself had initiated. There was an underlying psychology there she'd have to dig into at a later date.
Caaisho had no idea why she'd begun calling Danielle 'Mommy' in the heat of the lustful moments last night, it just came out of her mouth, and then it kept right on coming over and over again, and for some inexplicable reason, it compounded the pleasure swirling around inside her.
Danielle slowly licked Caaisho too, knowing her own rising sexual pleasure would enhance her eagerness to lick, and also to crush any attempts the girl might make to avoid giving in completely to the pleasure.
As she parted the pussy lips with wide paintbrush-like strokes, Caaisho heard Danielle moaning, which gave her a sense of pride for some reason. Or actually, she knew the reason. She was a natural people pleaser, a submissive in psychological terms, and when someone was happy because of something she did, she couldn't help feeling good about it. So Danielle's moans were in essence, an assurance she was doing a good job.
Danielle, knowing that positive encouragement would stimulate more eager obedience, moaned, "Oh yes, my pet, you're a natural little pussy licker."
Caaisho moaned at the positive name calling, and Danielle's tongue tracing her pussy lips, so natural or not, the inexperienced Caaisho replicated that tracing tease. Given her situation, it might be ludicrous to think like this, but because of her DNA, she did. If she was going to lick a pussy or eat a cunt, she wanted to be the very best at it. (Just like she always was at everything she put her mind to doing.)
"That's it, my eager little cunt licker, explore Mommy's tasty breakfast," Danielle encouraged her, as she parted the teen's lips. She preferred being on the bottom of a 69, which most Mistresses never did, even if they ate any pussy at all. Danielle could never understand the purpose of seducing a woman and then not tasting her. What was the point?
Although there hadn't been much noticeable taste when Caaisho had started licking, there was an increasingly, although still subtle taste in the wetness now being formed in Danielle's pussy. Like everything else she'd been forced (and sometimes not) to experience in the past dozen hours, she was gradually beginning to enjoy what she was doing, and what was being done to her.
"Do you like eating Mommy's pussy, my pet?" Danielle asked, as she swirled her tongue around, like a tiny, delicate tornado at the entrance to Caaisho's pussy.
Caaisho wasn't sure how she should reply. The truth was yes, but she didn't want to admit it. Admitting it would be a declaration she was a lesbian, or bi, at the very least. So she answered, lying like she'd already done when Danielle had asked her similar questions, "No, it's disgusting."
"You may be an academic genius, but you're a terrible liar, and a worse actor," Danielle accused, as she flicked the clit to get her pet's full attention, by making her twitch.
"Oooooh!" was all that Caaisho could say in response, learning from this brief and sometimes forced sexual awakening, that she had a sensitive clit.
"You love licking my pussy, my pet, and we both know that's true," Danielle accused, as she seized the clit between her lips and shook her head.
"Ooooooh, aaaaaaaaaah," was Caaisho's response to the accusation, as the aggressive attack on her clit catapulted her back into her muddled mental mess mode.
"I'll bet you'll be coming over here for morning or bedtime snacks, or perhaps some desserts after supper," Danielle predicted, knowing how women became addicted to her pussy. She couldn't explain why, but her cunt cum seemed to be as addictive as nicotine.
"I can't imagine doing any of that," Caaisho responded, even though she could easily imagine herself taking part in those scenarios, but only if she could get out of her house undetected. This tasty pussy was getting more delicious and more addicting, the longer she licked.
Danielle's phone rang, which was lying on the bed. She picked it up, checked the screen and said, "It's your mother."
"Don't answer it," Caaisho said, instantly all panicky, the heat in her body suddenly extinguished, as if a bucket of cold water had been thrown all over her.
"Now keep licking and be quiet, unless you want your mother to know what you're doing," Danielle ordered,
"Please, no, I..." Caaisho began to plead, but Danielle answered the phone, so Caaisho immediately stopped talking.
"Good morning, Isniino," Danielle greeted.
"I was getting worried," the mother said, exhaling huge sigh of relief, upon hearing Danielle's voice.
"Sorry, we went to bed early, and then we slept in," Danielle explained. It was true they'd gone to bed early, but they didn't get any sleep until long afterwards.
"How is Caaisho?"
"She's just fine, and she's having breakfast," Danielle said wickedly, before slapping the teen's pussy, prompting her to start licking.
Caaisho was mortified, yet helpless while she listened to the conversation, happy her mother would never detect the blunt innuendo she knew was for her. She moaned rather loudly when her pussy got slapped, and she prayed her Mom hadn't heard anything, as she began licking.
"You made her breakfast; how nice!"



"I think a homemade breakfast is the only acceptable way to start the morning," Danielle said, unable to stifle a little laugh at her innuendo.
Caaisho was mortified by this conversation, and yet she was also kind of turned on to be doing something so taboo, while her mother was sorta present, but oblivious.
"I should make her breakfast more often," Isniino said.
Danielle could barely contain her laughter about what the mother had unknowingly offered, and she piled it on even thicker by saying, "I bet she'd love that. She'd eat it all right up."
Caaisho gasped at what she was hearing. She continued licking, but cautiously, not wanting to make Danielle moan.
"How was last night?"
"I had to help warm her up, she was pretty cold at first." Danielle said... more wicked innuendo.
"That was good of you," the mother said.
"Yeah, she really warmed up to me..." Danielle said, "...once I coaxed her out of her shy shell."
"I'm happy to hear that; her shyness can be a little difficult to crack at first."
"I think I cracked her right open," Danielle smiled at the wit of that one. She'd not only cracked open the girl's sexuality, but she'd also cracked that pussy wide open.
"Then please keep it up; she could use a bit of jarring out of her routine," the mother said, knowing her daughter often tried too hard to impress her overbearing father.
"I think I accomplished some of that," Danielle smiled.
"May I speak with her?" the mother asked. "She hasn't been responding to my texts or my calls."
"That makes sense. I think she left her phone in your house," Danielle said, as she got off the teen, turned around, and smiled as she crawled between her legs.
"Is she there?"
"Here she is," Danielle smiled, as she put the phone on speaker, and handed it to the daughter. She looked like a stunned deer in the headlights as she accepted it. Danielle put her finger to her lips, and then lowered herself to the teen's pussy.
Now Caaisho was even more mortified. Suddenly she was on the phone with her Mom, while she was being licked. She could end this situation right now by blurting out what was happening, and what had happened. But would her Mom believe something so unbelievable? And did she even want it to end? She greeted, while focussing on not moaning, as Danielle traced her pussy lips with her tongue. "Hi, Mom."
"Hi. How was the night?"
"Different."
"Oh? How?"
Danielle slowly traced the pussy lips as she listened in.
Caaisho wasn't sure what to say. She improvised, "You know, different bed, different house, different sounds."
"Yes, I didn't sleep very well either. Different bed and pillows."
"Exactly," Caaisho agreed, and then she had to cover her mouth to suppress a moan, when Danielle wickedly slid a finger inside her.
"Be sure to help Danielle with anything she wants today, and help her fix our furnace."
"I will," Caaisho agreed, keeping her answers as brief as possible, while she continued focussing on not moaning.
Danielle slowly finger fucked the teen, wanting to drive her wild, to tease her like crazy, but not going so far that she screamed in rapture, which she could easily do if she wanted to. It was really amusing to watch her trying to carry on a normal conversation, while she grew more and more excited.
"And do anything she asks you to," Isniino generously offered her daughter's services.
Caaisho needed to stifle a giggle about the likely consequences of her obeying this request, and said, "I already am."
"I mean it, Caaisho. Do anything she needs you to," Isniino stressed.
"I will, mother."
"I mean anything. It was very generous of her to look after you last night," the mother said, really wanting her daughter to show Danielle her family's appreciation for taking her in.
Danielle couldn't help but smile at the truth of that statement. For instance, she'd given the girl a couple of very generous orgasms.
"Yes, Mom. I'll ask her if she needs anything, and then do whatever she wants," Caaisho said, looking down at the lesbian between her legs with a quirky smirk.
Danielle grinned up at her, and winked back.
Caaisho, suddenly feeling naughty said, "I need to go, Mom. I need to finish my breakfast, before it gets cold."
"Okay, we'll be home tomorrow night."
"I know," Caaisho said, as Danielle began fingering her harder and faster.
"Okay, love you,"
"Love you too," Caaisho said and then abruptly added, "Bye," and hung up.
"I can't believe you did that," Caaisho said, unsure whether or not she was complaining about it. It had been kinda fun!
"We didn't want her rushing home to check on you. I'm planning a very exciting night for us," Danielle said, having already decided to take her pet to Le Chateau Club, an exclusive lesbian nightclub that somehow avoided the 'morality police' shutting it down.
"I need to study tonight," Caaisho pointed out, since that was her Saturday night routine; actually, it was her every night routine.
Danielle moved back up, pulling her finger out of the pussy and sucking the wetness into her mouth, "No worries, you'll be learning lots of things tonight. Practical, educational, and hands on things."
"But Danielle, I...."
Danielle turned around and got back in the 69 position to cut her off and said, "Just trust me about that, okay? Now let's get back to what we were doing before we were so rudely interrupted. Breakfast in bed."
Caaisho sighed, and then moaned as Danielle resumed licking her.
Caaisho resumed licking too, and for a few minutes there was a rare silence, except for some soft moans, and the wonderful sounds of pussy snacking.
Wanting to come again, and also wanting to make Danielle come, Caaisho surprised Danielle after their brief break from talking by saying, "Come on my face, Daddy."
"Not Mommy?" Danielle asked, curious why Caaisho would switch to Daddy out of the blue... the 'Mommy' term she'd concluded, was about connection and need, but Daddy was a very different and intriguing sexual reference.
"Mommy, Daddy, white Goddess, whatever," Caaisho replied in a sexual daze, also unsure why she'd uttered Daddy this time and Mommy other times, but in any case, wanting to taste Danielle's cum.
"You really are a kinky little Muslim slut," Danielle accused whimsically, as she attacked the teen's pussy.
"Oh fuck, Mommy! You get me so horny that half the time I don't know what I'm saying," Caaisho admitted, as she tried to focus on licking, but her pleasure was making it impossible to multitask.
Danielle then stopped licking and said, "Now get Mommy off, and then I'll get you off, you cunt-hungry Muslim bimbo."
"Yes, Mommy. That's a good plan," Caaisho responded happily, reaching her hands around Danielle's ass and burying her face hungrily and eagerly into her wetness.
"That's it, slut. You love Mommy's pussy, don't you?" Danielle asked, playfully slapping the girl's pussy three times.
No longer feigning any denial, Caaisho admitted the truth, as she licked hungrily, as if this was her final meal, her body trembling with each slap to her pussy, "Oh, yes Mommy, I love eating your cunt."
"Good girl. Now get that tongue in there nice and deep," Danielle moaned, her orgasm rising.
"Come on my face, Mommy! Baptize me as your bimbo next-door-neighbour bimbo cunt-munching slave," Caaisho demanded between her hungry licks... once again demeaning herself and thus enhancing the pleasure consuming her.
"Yes, I'm going to come all over your face, and declare you my twenty-four hour, seven days a week, on call, cunt-munching slut," Danielle declared, her orgasm close.
By now, Caaisho could read Danielle's body and sounds well enough to know she was close. So she took the clit in her mouth and tugged and shook it, just like Danielle had done to her.
"Yes, yes, you dumb slut, don't stop! Yes, yes, I'm about to come all over your pretty face," Danielle declared.
Caaisho just kept focusing on the clit, and a few seconds later, she got her morning breakfast, and apparently her morning shower as well, when Danielle screamed, cum gushing out of her and pouring down onto the teen's face, "I'm coming!"
Caaisho was astonished by the abundance of cum splashing all over her face, as she opened wide and did her best to catch and swallow as much of the sweet downpour as she could capture.
Danielle quaked above the hungry first-time cunt-licker, as she coated her face with wetness. She was a squirter, meaning she came lots more abundantly than most women did.
Caaisho kept licking, almost drowning in the heavenly taste she knew she'd become addicted to, her pussy still on fire.
Danielle, wanting to push the teen into new levels of obedient kink, rolled off of her, spun around, stabbed her foot and heel against Caaisho's wet pussy and ordered, "Fuck yourself on my foot, you eager... needy... slut!"
The sudden pressure directly on her pussy quickly rekindled the girl's flames of lust, and although she knew this was a test of... something... either how submissive she was, or how desperate she was, or how obedient she was... whatever... Caaisho didn't hesitate. She was submissive, she was desperate, she was obedient, and she was fucking horny! So she raised her ass slightly, and humiliating or not, she began grinding on the foot.
"Good slut," Danielle approved, as she watched the teen's lustful expression, and her body sinuously moving.
"Mommy, your Muslim slut needs to come," Caaisho moaned, speaking in third person and sounding like a complete bimbo.
"How badly?"
"Sooooo badly, Mommy!"
"Then tell me what you are," Danielle ordered, always enjoying to hear a pet degrading herself, and as new as she was, on more than one occasion she'd already heard Caaisho doing that.
Caaisho herself got turned on by the humiliation of the act, and from the degradation of name-calling, even when she was doing it herself. "Okay here goes," she said proudly. "I'm a cunt-licking Muslim bimbo slut slave pet who's addicted to white pussy," as she furiously rubbed herself in a circular pattern... knowing her orgasm was imminent.
"Come, my Muslim slave, my cunt licking bimbo, my friendly neighbourhood slut," Danielle listed, knowing each derogatory name would push the teen deeper into submission and orgasm.
"Oh yes, Mommy, oh yes, Mommy, don't stop," Caaisho moaned and begged, the name calling getting her off in ways she couldn't begin to fathom.
"Come now, foot-fucker, Daddy-loving cock-sucker, Mommy-loving cunt-muncher, Muslim slave. Now come, you foot-fucking lesbian whore." Danielle attacked the girl's psyche with her words of dominance.
The words and the demand to come finally had Caaisho coming, and she screamed, soaking Danielle's foot with her cum, "Yeessssssss, Mommy, your bimbo slut is coming!"
Caaisho collapsed, and Danielle spun around and buried her face in her favourite food in the world: girl cum. She lapped it up, as if she was the eager submissive.
"Oh yes, Mommy," Caaisho moaned mindlessly, as the tongue licking up her cum enhanced the fireworks inside her core existence. As she came and came, she wondered how anyone could argue that such pleasure was a sin. No way would Allah create such a gift for a woman, and then place it on some inhumane forbidden list. This cruel hoax could only be blatant male manipulation, instigated for the sole purpose of keeping women duped and enslaved, to be used as no more than men's submissive property. Well, no longer would Caaisho allow herself to be utilized as no more than some... some... some chair!
"Good slut, so yummy," Danielle said.
"Going forward Mommy, my cunt will always be available for your dining pleasure," Caaisho offered grandly, as she languished in the afterglow of her orgasm.
"I'll keep you to that," Danielle smiled to herself... this evening and morning seduction having gone about as perfectly as a seduction could have.
"But this has got to be a secret," Caaisho said. No way did she want her parents to know. She might have had an epiphany about cruel hoaxes, but she wasn't prepared to share it with them!
"So, I shouldn't post your new calling on Facebook and Twitter?" Danielle joked.
"No one uses those platforms anymore." Caaisho teased.
"Your mother does," Danielle pointed out.
"Okay. And what would your post say?" Caaisho asked, playing along.
"Muslim neighbour discovers the joys of lesbian sex and converts to Slut-ism."
"My Mom would simply die," Caaisho laughed.
"So yea or nay?"
"Nay," Caaisho said, shaking her head at this silly exchange, after such wild earlier ones.
Danielle pointed to the strap-on and asked, "Want one more fuck before you go back to your mundane life?" Truth was, Danielle had plans for the entire weekend, but she wanted Caaisho to think this was it for now.
Caaisho's pussy was still burning as she checked out the strap-on. It was noticeably larger than last night's, and it was bright red. She smiled, figuring one last hurrah wouldn't be a bad thing. She shrugged playfully, "Only if Mommy wants to fuck me."
"Mommy only wants to fuck you if you want to be fucked," Danielle amended the terms, wanting to see if her new pet would make the request without any pressure from her.
Caaisho got off the bed, raised the strap-on above her head, and said enthusiastically, "Then yes! Your Muslim slut desperately wants this big cock inside her!"
"Inside her what?" Danielle asked with a broad smile, getting off the bed.
"Inside her slutty cunt," Caaisho answered, talking dirty and saying words she'd never even considered uttering before last night. Somehow saying them turned her on even more. She knew that according to the old rules this was wrong, and she might have to repent later, but she needed this one flamboyant final fuck, and she wanted it forthwith.
"Then strap it onto me," Danielle ordered.
Caaisho obliged.
"Now get it wet."
"You want your Muslim slut to suck your big, fat, neon-red cock?" Caaisho asked, already imagining it inside her.
"Yes I do, my eager whore," Danielle agreed, looking down at the Muslim, who was on her knees, but definitely not praying. "Get it nice and wet for that needy cunt of yours."
"Mmmmmmm," Caaisho moaned before opening her mouth and taking it into her mouth. She bobbed slowly, trying to get used to having it there. As she did, she couldn't help wondering if a real cock would be different. She hoped so. Since the cock was inanimate, this task was rather bland, while licking a live pussy was exciting.
"Good girl," Danielle encouraged. "Now lick the shaft."
Caaisho took the cock out of her mouth, and slid her tongue up and down the hard shaft. It didn't make much sense, since it still had no erotic significance, yet she obeyed. Anything to get that cock inside her! Yet the idea of her doing this to submit to her Mommy, did excite her.
"What do you want?" Danielle asked, always loving when a girl abandoned her moral code and surrendered completely to her inner lust.
"I want you to fuck me with this thing," Caaisho answered without hesitation... her lust overriding everything else, as she slapped her own face with the cock she wanted inside of her. She then resumed bobbing hungrily on the cock. (An intellectual, detached part of her mused that this was interesting. Simply doing this on its own, was boring. But either doing it to submit to her Mommy, or doing it so her Mommy could then fuck her with it, made all the difference in the world, and it became exciting. She hoped she could engage the psychological professorial side of Danielle in a discussion along these lines, at some point.)
Danielle (but not her psychological professorial side) loved hearing the slobbery sounds while a girl sucked a cock. It really turned her on. It was also hot to watch a girl who'd been a complete virgin a dozen or so hours ago, sucking a cock like a pro.
"Scoot forward and ride me," Danielle ordered, after pulling the abaya off the teen, as she repositioned herself on the bed, resting her back against the headboard.
"Yes, Mommy," Caaisho obeyed, quickly crawling forward and straddling the cock.
"Such a good eager girl," Danielle smiled, as she observed the complete excitement of this once prim and proper, god-fearing, daddy-pleasing Muslim.
"Thank you, Mommy," Caaisho moaned, as she lowered herself onto the cock.
"Such a perfect slut," Danielle admired.
"Only for you, Mommy," Caaisho moaned, as she began slowly bouncing on the cock.
"Let's see those huge black titties bounce," Danielle encouraged, her gaze going back and forth between Caaisho's pretty face and her luscious tits.
"These titties?" Caaisho asked, cupping them playfully.
"Those fat tits," Danielle agreed.
"Mmmmmm," Caaisho moaned, as she began riding the dick faster, her second orgasm of the morning already on the rise.
"Oh, yes! Fuck yourself, you orgasm-happy slut."
"I love your cock," Caaisho moaned, bouncing on the cock as fast as she could, taking it as deep as she could.
"And my pussy too?"
"Yes indeed. I love eating your pussy too, Mommy," Caaisho agreed, even though these enthusiastic declarations might come back to bite her later. But at the moment, all she cared about was coming!
"Such a good lesbian," Danielle added.
"No, I'm just a good slut," Caaisho clarified, still not wanting to be labelled a lesbian. Although, came a niggling thought, since you've never even seen a naked man, technically you're a lesbian.
"You're a very good slut," Danielle agreed, loving the teen's moans, loving the teen's declarations, and loving the teen's humongous fucking tits.
"Yes Mommy," Caaisho moaned, riding Danielle so hard, the headboard was banging against the wall.
"Turn around. I want to see that big booty bouncing," Danielle ordered.
"Yes Mommy," Caaisho obeyed, spinning around and dropping back onto the cock.
"Fuck, you've got a great ass," Danielle admired, as Caaisho bounced up and down.
"Thank you," Caaisho moaned.
Danielle slapped her booty, as she admired its deliciousness, and the tight pink cunt engulfing her neon-red cock.
"Oh fuck, I love this cock!" Caaisho declared, as she engaged in the most athletic physical activity she'd had in a couple of years.
"And my cock loves your slut box," Danielle embellished.
"Ooooooooh fuck, yes," Caaisho moaned, her next orgasm now on the horizon, but unfortunately not building.
After a couple minutes of furious fucking, Danielle ordered, "Get on all fours, slut."
"Yes, Mommy," Caaisho obeyed quickly, hoping this new position would hasten that orgasm.
Danielle crouched down behind her and licked the crack of her ass, lapping up the excessive wetness running down the teen's legs.
"Oh, yes Mommy, lick my pussy," Caaisho moaned.
"Such a yummy cunt."
"A yummy homemade breakfast," Caaisho said playfully.
"So delicious," Danielle agreed, lapping up some more sweet pre-cum, before kneeling back upright and sliding her cock inside the teen.
"Yes, yes, yes, Mommy, fuck me hard," Caaisho moaned loudly, loving the feel of this cock slamming into her.
"Oh, yes! You're my Muslim fuck slut!"
"Yes, Mommy! And you're my white Mommy!"
"My pet!"
"Yes, your pet!"
"My cunt licker!"
"Yes Mommy, your cunt licker!"
"My fuck toy!"
"Yes, yes! Your very own fuck toy!" Caaisho agreed.
And then she suddenly felt a buzzing inside her.
Danielle had retrieved the remote and switched on the vibrations, which she knew would catapult Caaisho into apocalyptic ecstasy.
"Oh... my... fucking... HELL!!!" Caaisho screamed at the top of her lungs, as the deep fucking, now mixed in with the intense vibrations, had ignited her entire body on fire!



"Do you like that?" Danielle asked smugly, as she kept slamming into her.
"Oh yes, Mommy! Oh yes! Oh, mother-fucking FUCK!!" Caaisho babbled, as her orgasm erupted volcanically inside her!
Danielle kept fucking her, pounding her into an epileptic-like orgasm.
"Ooooooh," was all Caaisho had left to say, as her brain and body smooshed down into a soggy pile of mush.
Danielle took her time slowing down, and she eventually pulled out.
She then said, "Why don't you go downstairs and have a real breakfast, while I drive to the hardware store?"
"Okay," Caaisho agreed, as she lay bonelessly in the bed, totally exhausted, not in any hurry to move a muscle.
Danielle got dressed and headed out, as the teen just laid there, trying to recover from the intensity of her multiple orgasms, while she processed the many stunning events since she'd arrived the previous evening, that had totally turned her life around.
Continued in part 3... fucking in the shower.
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Somali Pet Ch. 03
Continuing immediately from where Ch. 02 ended....
Caaisho continued lying in bed for a few extra minutes, replaying the past dozen or so hours, as the remnants of her tumultuous orgasm faded away.
At first it was a slight glowing satisfied satiation, yet gradually, as she took some time to reflect, the emotion that filled her the most hit her hard: guilt.
She usually felt guilty for being unable to meet her Dad's unbelievably high expectations.
She often felt guilty for having such great opportunities here in the USA, while many of her equally deserving friends back home were still suffering. (Because of its gross political instability and military conflict, and its extremely high predominance of poverty... according to the United Nations, seven out of ten Somalis were living in poverty... Somalia didn't even qualify as high as a Third World Country. Fortunately for Caaisho her father was a doctor, and thus their family was wealthy enough to have a very nice house and furnishings, and they could even afford to emigrate to the United States, which she and her parents had done a little over three years ago, and her six older brothers had left Somalia even earlier.)
But now she felt guilty for her weakness. She'd allowed a woman... a white woman, no less... to take advantage of her.
To suck her tits.
And finger her.
Eat her.
Fuck her.
Cum in her mouth and vagina.
Then made her eat her.
Talk to her mother on the phone while she was actively sinning.
She'd become what she'd always been forbidden to become... a slutty American.
Caaisho got dressed, threw her various belongings back in her bag, and headed home. She desperately needed to get out of that house. Just to escape from the house where she'd been so utterly shamed.
......
Danielle, meanwhile, first stopped at a lingerie store, and bought an all-white outfit for tonight.
......
Caaisho was astonished by how cold her house still was, but with a few inches of snow on the ground... which she'd never seen before... and it wasn't melting... she guessed she shouldn't have been. But whatever. After piling a few extra blankets onto it, she crawled into her bed.
She opened her laptop and began researching sex... specifically, lesbian sex.
She discovered a lot. Some of it made sense to her, and some didn't.
For example...
-A woman can be straight, and still entertain lesbian fantasies. In fact in one survey, over half of the women surveyed said they were attracted to women.
-The most common porn search by women was for lesbian sex.
-A full third of the surveyed women had acted at least once on their lesbian fantasies, yet only seven percent of that third identified themselves as lesbians, or even bisexual.
As Caaisho encountered these stats, she felt slightly better about herself that women could have lesbian sex and still not consider themselves lesbians.
As she continued reading, she also learned:
-86% of women who had sex with women came every time, while only 65% of the women who had sex with men did.
Caaisho couldn't help recalling that she came twice last night, and twice again this morning, and each orgasm had been magnificent! But she then shook her head, castigating herself for having such a positive recollection of the twelve hours just passed.
Caaisho continued researching:
-Women innately understand a woman's body... duh, obvious much?... so they're far more likely to succeed in getting another woman off than a man.
-Women are able to orgasm in waves, since their orgasms aren't dependent on ejaculating.
-A woman's orgasm averages twenty seconds, a man's eight... all of Caaisho's so far had lasted longer than that... at least double.
-The known record for orgasms in an hour for a woman is 134, only 16 for a man.
Caaisho was fascinated. Yet she doubled her resolve. She couldn't allow those stats, or her own subjective feelings, to control her actions and lead her into sinning again. Therefore she needed to avoid Danielle at all costs!
Feeling very dirty and extremely sinful, she went to take a shower. Thank Allah her frigid home's water heater was still functional!
......
Meanwhile, Danielle returned home, and she wasn't surprised to discover Caaisho was gone.
So she simply gathered the pilot switch she'd purchased and the few tools she'd need, and headed next door. She typed in the house code Caaisho's mother had given her, and she went inside to see where her pet was.
She heard the shower going, so she hurried back downstairs with a plan. She turned off the hot water, and headed back upstairs.
Caaisho was enjoying the warm cleansing water, until she screamed! Her nice hot shower water had suddenly gone to icy cold!
Danielle knocked on the bathroom door and called out, "I'm sorry, Caaisho. I had to shut off the hot water for a few minutes so I can fix the furnace." Which of course was nonsense. The two appliances had nothing to do with each other, but it was unlikely Caaisho would know that. "Just stay in there, where hopefully it's warm. I'll have the heat running in a few minutes, and the hot water turned back on before you know it."
"Okay," Caaisho replied, hating that she had to rely on Danielle again. She hadn't lasted fifteen minutes in her new determination to avoid her, before somehow she'd gotten inside her house.
Caaisho wrapped herself in a towel, and doublechecked the bathroom door was locked.
Danielle went downstairs, quickly swapped out the old and new pilot switches, started the furnace, turned the hot water back on, and returned upstairs. She knocked on the door, and reported, "Your furnace is working again, and the hot water is turned back on."
"Thank you," Caaisho called back, silently praying Danielle would just leave.
"Okay, I'm out of here. If you need anything, just give me a call," Danielle lied, as she began getting undressed.
"Okay, thanks again," Caaisho said insincerely, thankful Danielle was leaving.
"Anytime," Danielle said.
Caaisho started the shower again, shivering big time, and she got back in as soon as the water was warm again.
Danielle, now naked, picked the lock (which was dead easy with a house's bathroom door... she just needed to poke an icepick or something similar into the centre of the doorknob), and she ever so slowly opened the door. She tiptoed into the bathroom and over to the shower.
Caaisho was enjoying the hot water washing over her, praying that her plethora of sins could be washed away (although she could easily understand how Lady Macbeth had felt when she couldn't wash away her guilt).
Danielle quietly got into the shower, and she was surprised to be standing directly in front of Caaisho and not be noticed. She admired the teen's charcoal-coloured body for a few long moments, the water running down her body, between her extraordinarily large tits, over her hairy pussy, and down her very dark legs. She needed to alert Caaisho of her presence, but not startle her so much that she might slip in the shower and take a tumble.
With her eyes closed, Caaisho just let the hot water warm her up, and also attempt to cleanse her of her ultimate guilt.
Danielle reached for the soap, lathered her hands ever so quietly, then reached forward and cupped her favourite part of the teen's body... her tits. (Her big ass was an incredibly close second favourite.)
"What the..." Caaisho gasped, as she opened her eyes to see a naked Danielle cupping her breasts.
"I needed a shower too, after our wild fuck sessions and fixing your furnace," Danielle explained, "and you already had the hot water running, so I figured I might as well join you."
"Please leave, this is my home," Caaisho requested, as her tits were washed and fondled (not necessarily in that order).
"And you're my devoted pet slut," Danielle reminded the teen, pinching both nipples.
"Oooooooh," Caaisho trembled, having learned just how sensitive her nipples were during the constant sexual onslaught she'd experienced ever since the previous evening. "Please, just go."
"This game is getting old, Caaisho," Danielle sighed, as she continued rubbing the teen's breasts with sudsy soap. "We rejoin each other after being apart very briefly, I make an overture or two, you pretend to think we're doing something sinful, but soon you're begging for more of it like a dirty porn star. And why? Because you feel guilty?"
"Yes! Extremely! And now it's even worse, because we're sinfully naked together in my own home! Where my parents live!"
Danielle astonished the girl by breaking into peals of merry laughter!
"It's not funny!" Caaisho bellowed.
It took Danielle about twenty seconds to regain control of herself and stop laughing. Then she finally said, "But it is funny, you silly goose. And what's laughable about it... yes, laughable... is that you know better. Which you know very well by now, but here's a refresher course...
"First of all," she began, in spite of her total nudity, now looking and sounding like the Psychology Professor Emeritus she was, "as we've already established in our conversations, all this guilt you enjoy heaping onto your head for your so-called 'sinning', is not only unnecessary, but it's actively harmful to your wellbeing.
"Second, all those so-called moral 'rules' you're breaking aren't worth following in the first place. Which is because they too are harmful to your wellbeing, since almost all of them are contrary to your deepest instincts.
"Third, basically the only reason for morality even to exist is because of traditions that have been carefully crafted by men over the centuries, in large part to enhance the dominance of the stronger over the weaker, the most glaring example of which is men's dominion over women."
'What do you mean by 'dominion' in this context?" the honour student asked.
"It's the idea that I own you, therefore I know what's in your best interests, because that's whatever is in my best interests. For instance, at some point in the future your father is going to tell you who he wants you to marry. True?"
"That's the Somali tradition, yes."
"So when he lays down that particular law, are you going to do what he says?"
"Ummm," Caaisho had to stop and think about that one. Then after a full minute of silence, she said, "No. That tradition is bullshit, especially here in America. If I want to marry who I want to... even if it's another woman, if that's what I eventually decide... if my Dad has a problem with it, it's just that: his problem."
"Exactly," Danielle said with a smirk.
"But wait a minute," Caaisho said after another pause. "All you're doing is bossing me around too! Why is that any different?"
"Interesting point," Danielle said thoughtfully. Then after a brief pause, "I admit that on the surface it looks pretty much the same, except in our case we're wearing less clothing, and I'll even admit that I get a rush out of telling you what to do. I think the main difference is the effect. With your Dad, you're constantly on edge because he makes you feel you aren't good enough. Whereas I make it very clear that I think you're gorgeous and sexy. And I also give you dynamite orgasms."
"True. Except you keep calling me a lesbian and a slut."
"Which most people would consider insulting."
"Yes."
"And I disagree with them. To me, the terms lesbian and slut are endearments."
"Huh?"
"A slut is just someone who loves having sex. I think you love sex almost as much as I do, which means you're probably almost as big a slut as I am. In any case, it's certainly not something I'll ever criticize you for. On the other hand, even though I know that I'm a lesbian, I'm not absolutely certain that you are; I just know you're not 100% straight. You might be a lesbian, or you might be bisexual, or even one of those esoteric words, like pansexual; neither of us know you well enough to say for sure. But in any case those are just labels, and whatever category you fall into, it's all good."
"You just get me all confused," Caaisho said, her head swimming.
"And all hot and bothered," Danielle agreed, as she reached her right hand down to the teen's hairy pussy.
"Please, Danielle no," Caaisho protested again... by this point mostly out of habit. Danielle's longwinded explanation had been awfully convincing, and the woman did make her feel sexy and desirable.
"What?" Danielle queried, as she grabbed the soap and washed her pussyfooted region. "Cleanliness is next to godliness, is it not?"
"That's a Christian saying," Caaisho moaned, as her pussy being rubbed was getting her sexed up all over again.
"So Muslims don't approve of cleanliness?" Danielle asked, as she began rubbing the teen's pussy roughly.
"No, I didn't say that. It's very important," she admitted through a moan.
"So we're agreed. Now clean me up," Danielle ordered. "Fixing your sooty furnace got me all dirty."
"Then will you leave?" Caaisho asked, feeling a little frustrated that Danielle's hand had moved away from her pussy. Danielle had once again lit a fire inside her, and it was beginning to burn out of control. Again.
"Eventually," Danielle answered vaguely, as she handed her pet the soap.
"Fine," Caaisho sighed dramatically, as she accepted it.
"Start with my back and ass," Danielle ordered, as she turned around.
"Fine," Caaisho sighed again, but this time with less dramatic flare, and a little more contentment.
Caaisho felt humiliation burning through her as she washed the white woman's naked back and ass. Although this session was less overtly sexual than their earlier encounters, they were now in her home, and somehow that made it more demeaning. Plus, she was acting like the woman's personal maid.
Danielle ordered, after a couple minutes, "Now lick my asshole clean, my little slut."
"What? No!" Caaisho gasped.
"I'm not requesting, I'm ordering," Danielle said firmly. "I own your fat tits, your whore cunt, and your bimbo brain."
Caaisho was aghast! Not only at the task she was expected to perform, or the names she was being called that were meant to humiliate and dominate, but by her body's instant betrayal. Such as the intense pleasure centred in her pussy, which made her entire body tremble slightly. She also realised that her humiliation kinda felt good!
"Say it," Danielle ordered.
Once again Caaisho could feel her resistance fading while her lust took control. "You own me."
"You can do better than that," Danielle scolded. She turned around and reached for the showerhead.
"But I'm so ashamed," Caaisho admitted.
"For letting the real you come out to play?" Danielle asked. "And if you think about it, doesn't the shame actually feel good?" She pulled her pet up to her feet, and then tightened the shower spray into a narrow focus and aimed it at her pussy.
"Ooooooooh," Caaisho trembled with a sudden and surprising intensity of pleasure, having never remotely considered a showerhead being used for any purpose except showering. And yes, the shame did give her kind of a sexual thrill.
"It's better than any toy," Danielle grinned, as she watched her teen pet discovering the joy of a showerhead.
Caaisho couldn't speak, because of the constant intense pounding the water was subjecting her pussy to. It felt so good!
"Kneel," Danielle ordered.
Caaisho obeyed without hesitation, in part because the intensity of the pounding water pressure was making it difficult to remain standing.
Once her pet was on her knees, Danielle detached the spraying showerhead from the wall, set it on the floor directly beneath Caaisho, and positioned it so the water was spraying upwards and pounding on her pet's pussy again. She then stood up, turned back around, and ordered, "Now spread my ass cheeks and eat my asshole."
Caaisho was a complete mess! Shame coursed through her from being sexually dominated again, and it was beginning to feel better and better, and her entire body was on fire. Being humiliated inexplicably turned her on. She felt her own hands pulling the white woman's cheeks apart, and now she was congratulating herself for doing something so daring and naughty.
"Good bimbo," Danielle approved, as she looked back and watched the Somali girl behind her obeying her every instruction.
Caaisho sighed and trembled as she leaned forward, extended her tongue, and licked the tabooest hole ever... thankfully the water had washed away the scent and taste of what that region would likely smell like at any other time.
Danielle smiled, as she pushed her pet deeper and deeper into ultimate submission. This time inside her own home. This time notching her submission up to a new level. Danielle always got a rush when she succeeded in making someone who definitely didn't want to do something do it anyway. And having her asshole licked was also a big turn on. (As was... the rare few times she allowed it... a backdoor pounding.)
Caaisho licked the puckered backdoor, feeling the shame building inside her... and an orgasm, too. The contrasting feelings crashed against each other like polar opposites that suddenly discover they have something crucial in common.
Both licking a white woman's asshole and getting off from a showerhead were normally considered inappropriate, disgusting acts... yet Caaisho couldn't stop doing either of them, because now it truly felt like they weren't.
"Yes, you slutty ass eater," Danielle moaned. "Get that tongue inside my asshole."
Caaisho couldn't fathom even being physically able to get her tongue into such a tight hole... but she obeyed the best she could. Rolling her tongue around the hole, and then trying to poke inside it.
Danielle approved, "That's it, my bimbo ass-eating slave. Show me what a good pet you are."
Again, Caaisho knew those words were ridiculous. She wasn't a bimbo... she was a borderline genius. She wasn't an ass eater... or hadn't been before a couple minutes ago. She wasn't a slave, she came from a history of slavery before her time, and her family came to America partly to break free from totalitarian governments that perceived her people and even more so women as slaves. She wasn't a pet... yet she continued to obey her 'Mommy' like a puppy.
The reality was that her next orgasm was close by and closing in.
Danielle's was too, so she turned around, grabbed her pet's head, shoved it roughly into her pussy, and began grinding on it aggressively. "Eat Mommy, baby girl. Eat Mommy, and then you can come like the little slut you are," as she kicked away the showerhead so it was no longer on target.



Caaisho was so close she could taste it. Literally. Her brain on sexual cruise control, she devoured Danielle's pussy as if it was her last meal. Praying, ironically on her knees in a prayerlike position, that Danielle would get her off once she'd gotten Danielle off.
"Oh, yes slut, Mommy is so close!" Danielle moaned, roughly using the teen's face and tongue for her own pleasure.
Caaisho kept her tongue extended as far as possible, wanting to get Danielle off, wanting to taste her cum, and then wanting to come herself... her pussy... no, her cunt... burning like a house on fire.
"Yes, you slut," Danielle moaned.
"Yes, you ass eater," she added.
"Yes, you dumb fucking black bimbo dyke pet."
"Yes, you did it!" Danielle screamed, as her orgasm crashed through her.
Caaisho felt another chill go up her spine when she heard herself being called each label while her face was being used so roughly. Each term was best known as an epithet, but not to her. She now wanted to be the perfect slut, ass eater, bimbo, dyke, and pet. As soon as the cum started coming, she lapped it up like a cat cleaning up spilled milk. She couldn't get enough of it.
Danielle released Caaisho's head, but it didn't go anywhere. It remained between her legs, eagerly lapping up her cum.
Once she was somewhat recovered, she pulled the girl up to her feet and kissed her... hard.
Caaisho kissed her back.
Their tongues explored each other's mouths as Danielle moved her hand to the teen's twat.
After a few seconds, Caaisho now in complete lust begged, "Please Mommy, fuck me with the showerhead."
"You're such a slut," Danielle smiled fondly, and she bent down and retrieved the showerhead. Then with them both standing, she smashed it directly against the teen's clit, and watched as she went ballistic.
"Oh, fuck, Mommy," Caaisho began trembling intensely the moment the water hit her. "Fucking yes, get your bimbo slut off!"
Danielle sucked on her huge, hard, left nipple, biting down on it firmly, while Caaisho's orgasm rose inside her at the speed of sound!
"Oh, yes Mommy, yes Mommy, yes Mommy, oh yes, oh yes Mommy! Mommy, I'm your fucking slut!" Caaisho babbled like a bimbo, then declared her status, as an orgasm erupted through her.
Danielle replaced the showerhead in its mounting, and then she held a shaking and weak Caaisho. "Good slut," Danielle purred, holding her up by the ass.
"Thank you, Mommy," Caaisho said weakly, both for the orgasm, and for the physical support, with her legs now turned to jelly.
"Anything for my baby bimbo," Danielle said, kissing her. This time softly and tenderly.
Caaisho kissed back as she enjoyed the afterglow of lust, wondering again how anything that felt so good could possibly be called a sin.
Danielle broke the kiss and said, "I'll let you finish showering."
"I am quite dirty," Caaisho joked playfully.
"So dirty," Danielle smirked... she'd finally broken this slut.
"I'll be forever stained by you," Caaisho tried another joke. She wasn't very good at them.
"This is still only the beginning," Danielle smiled, before leaving the teen pet to wonder what else there could be.
Danielle left; Caaisho finished showering... she'd just recalled she had a four o'clock tutoring session with her cousin Aamilina, who was a senior at nearby high school, who didn't have the natural academic ability that she did. Aamilina was a sweet girl, but not one of the brightest.
Caaisho got dressed, feeling guilty again as she put on her symbolic, religious Abaya. She was supposed to be above American lust. But according to whom? According to Danielle, she knew better than to give any credence to the normal moral strictures, and she decided her Mommy was right, so she brushed the guilt aside, while she prepared for the tutoring session.
She promised she wouldn't allow herself to succumb to that pathetic guilt ever again.
Continued in part 4... ultimate submission and sodomy.
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Note 2: This is part four of the series. Obviously, reading the previous chapters will help this all to make sense... but in case you want to dive ahead, or just a refresher if you read the previous chapters a while ago.
Chapter 1: Caaisho and her Somali family move into the house next door to lesbian seductress Danielle. Danielle, using a sly seduction technique, mixed with some aggressive behavior (including some very non-consensual aspects) seduces and dominates her eighteen-year-old big breasted, big bootied neighbor.
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Somali Pet Ch 04
Takes place a few hours after the third time Caaisho submitted, mostly willingly after a brief resistance, to Danielle.
.....
Caaisho finally had some time to reflect upon her twenty-hour sexual debauchery. That she had allowed to happen not once, not twice, but three times. Three times! But she wasn't as mortified as she might have been, since Danielle's explanation about morality's primary purpose being to elevate the status of men and to minimize women's self-determination. On the other hand, she was exhausted from last night and this morning, and she really wanted a good night's sleep, so she changed the house password, so Danielle couldn't come inside and wake her up.
Contented, she went to bed. exhausted from last night and this morning. For some reason she went to bed wearing not only her abaya, but also her bra, panties and pantyhose. She couldn't think why, but she felt more secure with the extra clothing. Oddly, missing her foundation, her mother, she also decided to sleep in her parents' bedroom... just like she had when she was a kid.
It took her over an hour to fall asleep, since her pussy kept tingling... wanting some attention. Apparently after more than eighteen years of being ignored completely, it now wanted lots of attention. So deciding What's the harm, she masturbated for the first time in her life, and now more relaxed, she eventually fell asleep.
Danielle arrived home from a friend's poker night. She was horny, and realized she only had one more night of unrestricted access to her newest pet. So instead of going home, she went straight to her next-door neighbours. She typed in the code, but it didn't let her in. She tried it a second time, and it failed again.
"The little bitch changed the code on me," Danielle sighed. "That's going to cost her a punishment." She went back home, put a strap-on cock on under her jeans, grabbed a couple of toys, some sexy lingerie for her pet she'd purchased, a couple of tools, and tossed the items into a small duffle bag.
She returned to the house, assuming Caaisho was asleep, since the house was pitch black inside.
Danielle had installed security systems in houses as a side job for years, so she could easily disable the system from outside, without setting off the alarm or alerting the company.
She accomplished that, and then just as easily picked the backdoor lock.
Once inside, she silently went to Caaisho's room, looked in, and was surprised to see she wasn't inside. Danielle was disappointed. She wanted to continue the training, she wanted to discipline her disobedient slut, and she wanted an orgasm or two for herself. She was about to leave, when she heard snoring. She followed the sound, and discovered her pet asleep in her parents' bed.
Still dressed, she quietly slipped into bed beside Caaisho. Caaisho was lying on her side, facing away from Danielle. Danielle reached over and fondled her big left tit. Fuck, did she have humongous tits! This position was awkward, so she slowly and very gently rolled Caaisho onto her back, not yet wanting to awaken her. Instead, she wanted to awaken only her libido, ever so gradually. From experience, she knew that once someone's libido was awakened, it usually took control and overruled the mind... which she'd witnessed many, many times, including during her previous seduction of Caaisho.
Danielle smiled upon learning Caaisho was wearing her abaya and bra, even in bed. She admired the large tits framed perfectly as she laid on her back, like two large ski hills. She wondered if without a bra the teen's nipples could be seen poking against the abaya. She assumed so. Nipples were a tell-tale sign of stimulation... as were wet panties.
Danielle leaned over and sucked on the teen's tits through the abaya. It was a little frustrating, since there were two layers between her lips and the skin she wanted to feel. But she knew from long experience that patience was everything. She sucked the fabric and top of the flesh into her mouth, and heard her pet make the slightest of moans. She had to admit there wasn't anything much sexier than a woman slowly being awakened from her slumber through pleasure. The soft moans, the whimpers, were always so hot.
Caaisho felt Danielle sucking on her tits. God, it felt so good! She thought it was a dream. Danielle spent a few minutes going back and forth between the two tits. Sucking through the fabric, even biting a bit. She reached under the sheets, under the abaya, and to the teen's pantyhose-clad crotch. It was, as she'd suspected, already wet. Her sly attack was turning the teen's body on, and her emotions were following closely.
"Oooooh," Caaisho moaned out loud, as she fantasized Danielle rubbing her needy pussy, or at least she thought it was a fantasy. She imagined the hot, aggressive woman taking her on another sexual journey.
Danielle traced her fingers over the teen's pussy lips... knowing this gentle tease would provoke more juices, and make her pet more amenable to complete submission when she woke up... which she was beginning to do. The teen's body was awake, it was only her consciousness that was still slumbering.
Danielle pushed on the teen's pussy, and Caaisho raised her ass.
Danielle smiled, leaning up and kissing her sleeping beauty on the lips... deciding to be her Mistress Charming.
Caaisho was in a daze. She could feel a hand on her pussy, and then a pair of lips pressing against hers. This was no fantasy! She opened her eyes and saw Danielle... again. How did this woman get in here? Why was she feeling so horny? She shook her head, breaking the kiss, and objected, "Danielle, please no. This is my parents' room."
"We both know you want this," Danielle whispered, as she kissed the teen's neck.
"Yes I do, but not here," the teen explained, even though the hand on her pussy, the lips on her neck, and the hot breath had her moaning.
"We both know you actually do want it right here, because it's naughtier here than in your own bed," Danielle insisted, splattering kisses on her neck. "Shakira sings that your hips can't lie, and neither can your body."
"But we're in the wrong bed," Caaisho countered, although she did it with a moan, since her body was indeed betraying her.
Danielle ignored the accusation, which was obviously true, and instead she continued making points with, "Your hard nipples can't lie, your wet cunt can't lie, your writhing body can't lie, and your moans can't lie." This was all said as she teased the teen's pussy while nibbling and tugging on her ear with her teeth.
"But it's out of my control," Caaisho argued, although even she knew it was a weak argument.
"Everything is in your control," Danielle lied, as she manipulated the teen into thinking she was choosing this to happen. "Your body is offering its control to me."
"But..." Caaisho moaned, her body indeed appearing to surrender its control.
"You need this," Danielle added, tugging on her ear some more. "You want this," she continued, as she kissed a path down her neck. Then looking into the dazed, confused and flustered teen's eyes, she added, hovering above her, "You must have this."
Then Danielle leaned down and kissed her. She wasn't sure whether she'd get any more resistance or not, and she was prepared if she did. But Caaisho just lay there stoically.
I mustn't kiss her back, I mustn't kiss her back, I mustn't kiss her back, Caaisho repeated to herself again and again, as the woman's lips softly kissed hers... and inexplicably turned her on. Truth was, Danielle was quite pretty, and although the coed hated to admit it, she'd become very physically... and even emotionally... attracted to her.
Since the girl wasn't offering any real resistance, Danielle just kept kissing her, knowing it was only a matter of time, before the teen pet gave in and started kissing her back.
Caaisho remained stoic for a minute, or at least it seemed like a long minute, as the soft kisses kept up their sensual assault on her. And then she didn't even realize when she started kissing back. Tentatively.
Danielle smiled ever so slightly when the defeated submissive teen began kissing her back.
Danielle had been kissing her gently. The upper lip. The lower lip. Both lips. Now she began kissing with a little more aggression, a little more passion.
As soon as the intensity increased, Caaisho responded with an equal return of intensity, once again giving into the moment... the lust... the sin... her body once again overruling her mind. Her whole life until now had been ruled by a strict moral code, enforced rigorously by her mind... and of course by her parents... but now she was feeling a strange and surreal sensation of relief, when she just let go and allowed her body to lead the charge.
It was Caaisho who opened her eyes and slid her tongue into her predator's mouth.
Danielle was surprised, but she returned the aggression by inserting her own tongue in the teen's mouth, and they both began exploring each other's oral cavities.
Caaisho couldn't believe how turned on she was getting by kissing a woman. She was also discovering that the power of lust could override all the common-sense emotions and create a complex, confusing attraction. Her body was becoming addicted to Danielle's touch, and her mind was captivated by Danielle's seductive authority.
And instead of the other way around, Caaisho was the one who combed her fingers through Danielle's hair, giving into the passion of the moment. Drawing the woman deeper into the kiss.
Danielle could tell this time was different. This time Caaisho was all in. Which meant that soon Danielle would be all in Caaisho. Seizing control after a little more passionate kissing, she grabbed both of Caaisho's wrists, held them above her head, and began sucking on her tits through the abaya.
Caaisho now cared only about pleasure, as she moaned, "Yes, Mommy! Suck on my big, fat, tits."
"You love having your fat tits sucked on, don't you, slut?" Danielle asked, as she roughly sucked them through the fabric.
"Oh yes, I love having my fat fucking tits mauled," Caaisho agreed, as Danielle released her wrists, and used both of her hands to play with the girl's tits.
As Danielle sucked and bit the tits through the abaya, Caaisho couldn't help glowing in pleasure. She knew she had big tits. Knew that some of the boys at Harvard stared at them, since even though her conservative attire tried to conceal them, they were simply too big to escape being noticed. And now she was learning they were also very sensitive, since Danielle's attentions to them sent intense pleasure throughout her body.
"Yes Mommy, suck on my titties," Caaisho moaned, calling her Mommy enhancing the intensity of the moment.
"I could suck on these fat pillows all night," Danielle responded, loving those titties, and her pet's nasty tongue. Even given all her many seductions, nobody had ever flipped from being so extremely prim and proper, to a dirty submissive slut like Caaisho was doing.
"Pillows? Then you're very welcome to sleep on them," Caaisho offered, knowing that sounded weird.
"Thanks for the offer, but we won't be doing much sleeping tonight, my little Somali whore," Danielle promised, foreshadowing a night of wild sex. She was even thinking how fun it would still be to take her to Le Chateau Club tonight. It was only eleven. Her pet would be quite the treat for the hungry lesbians and bisexual women at the club.
"Suck on my fat tits harder," Caaisho demanded, loving the intense sucking, the rough biting.
"As you wish," Danielle obliged, and she got even more aggressive. She hoovered like a vacuum. She bit like a mosquito arrowing in for its last meal. She cupped and squeezed the huge tits like a boy touching tits for the first time.
"Fucking abaya," Caaisho said in frustration a minute later, her heavy clothing getting in the way. Originally she'd overdressed to protect herself from this exact moment, but now her clothing was serving exactly that purpose, and it was pissing her off. She lifted her ass and frantically pulled the abaya over her head, but then got stuck with it still wrapped around her head, with her arms in the air.
"You've gone and bound yourself," Danielle laughed, as she buried her face between her pet's luscious hillsides of female flesh.
"Yes, Mommy! Keep molesting my tits, keep using me as your plaything," Caaisho begged, the wet lips on the slopes of her breasts feeling so much better without that fucking abaya in the way, even as she kept struggling to get it off of her head and arms.
"Mommy wants to nurse on these udders," Danielle said, they being so big, that if she was on all fours, they'd sway hypnotically.
Caaisho finally got the abaya completely off, and she pulled her bra down so Danielle could access more of her boobies. She wanted her nipples sucked... bitten...swallowed whole.
"So needy," Danielle smiled, finally gaining direct access to the dark flesh and hard nipples, before she took a nipple into her mouth.
"Oh yes, Mommy! I need my big titties and hard nipples sucked," Caaisho declared with a moan, as pleasure coursed through her.
Danielle squeezed the tits. Sucked on the nipples. Bit the fat flesh.
Caaisho loved this concentrated attention on her tits... easily her most responsive erogenous zone. It triggered pleasure throughout her body. Her back arched up. Her legs tingled. Her pussy leaked into her panties and pantyhose. Her head went light.
And she said nasty things. "Bite my black tits," she demanded, then added, the racial aspect also exciting her, "make me your black slut, my white Mistress."
Danielle did as requested, so obsessed with the huge tits that she worshipped them like they were her new Mecca.
"Suck my fat tits in my parents' bed," Caaisho continued, now revising her prior objection into a kink. "Molest my black boobs with your white hands."
They were both astonished that when Danielle began sucking, milk began leaking from Caaisho's tits!
"Oh my," Danielle said, sucking down the sweet milk, having twice done so from women who were pregnant or breast feeding. But never from a non-pregnant, non-nursing pet!
"Ooooooh," Caaisho said, astonished to feel milk being sucked from her nipples.
"So yummy," Danielle said, as milk dripped onto her lips and down her chin, coming out suddenly and surprisingly.
"What's going on?" Caaisho asked. She was confused, although it felt good.
"How sure are you that you're not pregnant?" Danielle asked, since that was the only cause she could think of.
"I'm absolutely sure," Caaisho asserted. "Until last night I'd never had any sex at all... not even with myself!"
"Then I guess I'm milking my cow," Danielle responded, as he sucked the milk into her mouth, like she was a baby nursing on her Mommy's tits.
"Feels so good," Caaisho moaned, bewildered by this borderline impossibility that was actually happening.
Danielle went back and forth, literally milking all the cream from the teen's tits.
"Don't stop milking your cow," Caaisho moaned, being called a cow a strange turn-on. She should have seen it as a major insult, but she didn't.
Danielle continued sucking until her cow was completely milked. She then got off the bed and ordered, "Lose your panties and pantyhose, my eager slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho obeyed, hurriedly yanking off all her remaining garments. She felt some urgency about obeying, since all she wanted was to come. To be fucked. To eat pussy, and to be used.
Danielle reached into her duffle bag and said, "Put this on."
"What is it?" Caaisho asked, examining the unfamiliar garment.
"A garter-belt," Danielle said, "it goes around your waist." And went over to help her put it on.
"What's it for?" she asked, once it was on her. It seemed practically useless, although it had some clasps for something.
"To hold up your stockings," Danielle explained, as she gently pushed her pet onto the bed and lowered herself before her.
Danielle slid a white stocking up her dark legs.
"Oh," Caaisho said, as she saw the stocking going onto her leg.
"Tonight you'll symbolically become my slut bride," Danielle said.
"Bride?" Caaisho asked.
"Not legally, but I'm tainting your purity symbolically," Danielle explained.
"So, we're not dating or anything exclusive, right?" Caaisho asked. She was okay with being Danielle's slut, but that was it.
"God, no," Danielle said. "You're just a fuck toy to use whenever I need a bitch."
"Oh, good," Caaisho said, ironic as that sounded.
Danielle finished putting on the second stocking, pulled Caaisho to her feet, and clasped the backs of the stockings.
"Kneel."
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho obeyed without hesitation.
Danielle grabbed her phone and said, "Smile."
"What? No!" Caaisho gasped, spying the camera, and immediately covering her tits with her forearms.
"I own your body, cow slut," Danielle said sternly, going to her pet, and roughly yanking her arms aside. "And I want some sexy photos of my bimbo."
"Please, no," Caaisho pleaded, although when Danielle stepped away and aimed the camera, she didn't cover up her tits this time.
"These are just for me," Danielle assured her, which was mostly true. She might, perhaps, use them to help convince Caaisho's Mom Isniino to join her daughter in submission. But probably not... she'd already been planting seeds for that seduction, and she didn't think she'd need blackmail. Although sometimes blackmail was fun... the shocked look on the women's faces. And even more exciting was the shift from defiant denial to slutty submission.
"You promise?" Caaisho bargained, even though she knew she had no control over any of this. Her natural submissiveness, mixed with her uncontrollable lust, meant she'd always do whatever her Mommy told her to do.
"I do," Danielle nodded. "Now smile."
Caaisho gave her an awkward smile as Danielle took a picture.
"You can do better than that, you little slut," Danielle scolded.
She wanted slutty? Okay. Caaisho tried a naughty pose, cupping her hands beneath her breasts to showcase them, along with a kissy face.



"Good girl," Danielle approved.
"Now look coy," Danielle instructed.
Coy wasn't something Caaisho ever did, but she tried, beginning to get into this spur-of-the-moment photo shoot.
"Now turn around and get on all fours," Danielle instructed.
Caaisho got onto all fours, her ass now in focus, and she looked over her shoulder and smiled while she licked her lips.
"Much better," Danielle approved.
Caaisho laid on her side, and posed with one leg pointing at the ceiling. She then rolled onto her back, and spread her legs open for another shot of her wet, slightly parted pussy lips.
"You're so hot, my slut," Danielle said, taking way more pictures than she'd planned.
Caaisho was getting a major rush from posing and being the center of attention, which she'd never experienced before, except for academics. She stood up and playfully shook her ass.
"Nice," Danielle approved, clicking the video button.
"Do you like my black ass?" Caaisho asked, as she shook it some more for her white Mistress.
"You have a great wide back ass," Danielle complimented.
"And what about my fat cow udders?" Caaisho asked, turning towards the camera and cupping her tits.
"Best black tits ever," Danielle agreed.
"Want to suck on them?" Caaisho offered, sauntering towards her.
"Do you want me to suck on them?" Danielle asked, still filming.
"Yes, my white Mistress, I want you to suck on my black breasts, my Somali tits, my huge cow udders," Caaisho looked directly at Danielle and the phone that she assumed was filming her.
"Twerk for me," Danielle ordered.
"Like this?" Caaisho asked, and she shook her entire body like a bitch in heat... like Miley Cyrus... or like many other sluts. [Miley, if you're reading this, I mean that in the best possible way... I'm even a bit envious that you're sluttier than I am.]
"Exactly," Danielle laughed, as she filmed the teen shaking all her assets.
Caaisho was lost in her own world! Shaking her booty and body like she was breaking the chains of almost two decades of her disciplined refinement! She felt liberated! She felt sexy! She felt horny as fuck! She looked into the phone and begged, "Please, fuck me Mistress."
"On your parents' bed?" Danielle asked.
"Yes, take me and make me your bimbo pet bride," Caaisho pleaded, and she began rubbing herself for the video. "I'm yours... mind, body and soul!"
"You've said that before, but then changed your mind," Danielle reminded her, knowing the slut was finally completely broken this time, but wanting her to say it on video.
"I know, I know," Caaisho admitted. "It's just that in my culture, girls and women don't give into our lustful desires, and most of us don't even know they exist. On the other hand, Somali men can have up to four wives... or at least they're allowed to have that many in Somalia."
"I didn't know that. But...?"
"But you've awakened in me the beauty of submission, the fire of lust, the bimbo slut inside me, and once you fuck me on my parents' marital bed, there'll be no going back."
"Then give me a second," Danielle said, excited to see so much lust in her pet's eyes.
"Hurry, your bimbo-ish, cunt-licking, cock-taking, fat-tittied cow slut needs a dick in her cunt on her parents' marital bed right fucking now," Caaisho said wickedly, knowing the nastier she talked, the more it turned her on; and it also turned on Danielle.
"You may be the biggest and best slut I've ever turned," Danielle said, shaking her head, a little shocked by how nasty Caaisho could get, as she reached into her duffle bag for her biggest and fattest ten-inch dick.
Caaisho was accustomed to being the best at things. The best at school, the most knowledgeable girl at the mosque, and now she wanted to be the best slut, best cock sucker, best pussy licker, best bimbo, and the best pet in the world!
Danielle strapped the strap-on around her waist, and before she could even order her pet to suck it while she resumed filming, Caaisho eagerly dropped to her knees, and took the long, fat, fake cock into her mouth. Danielle was a little surprised by how willing, horny, eager and lustful the teen was, but she also mused that this training would one day benefit the girl's husband... if she wanted one... very, very much.
Caaisho bobbed on the cock with ravenous lust.
But soon Danielle pulled the cock out, wanting to continue pushing her pet, and to continue listening to her nasty mouth, she asked, "What do you want, my slut?"
"To suck your cock and get it nice and wet for my whore black cunt," Caaisho replied, looking up at her Mistress with the lust usually reserved for hot men. (Or to be clear, the lust that many other girls and women usually reserved for hot men, since until last night, Caaisho had been totally focussed on her studies. And her current interest in men... or lack thereof... remained unknown.)
"Then beg for it."
Caaisho looked right into the camera, and replied with a desperation you can't fake, "Please, Mistress Danielle. Please let your black bimbo bitch suck your big fat dick. Let me get it nice and wet, and then please fuck your black slave in every possible position, like the cheap bimbo fuck slut you've awakened me into being."
Danielle slid the cock back inside the teen's mouth, impressed by her nasty words, especially the declaration that Danielle was the one who'd turned her... or actually much better, awakened her... into a raving whore. She said something close to what she'd said before, "Oh, my sweet slut, this is only the beginning."
"I can't wait," Caaisho said between hungry bobs. "I'll do anything you tell me to."
"Anything?" Danielle asked.
"Yes, anything. Well, kinda. I may beg not to do something, I may tell you no, I may not want to, but we both know that deep down I'm your bimbo slut, and if you persist, I'll eventually do anything you say," Caaisho said, knowing that her words were the sad, pathetic and yet exciting truth. She'd never felt more alive than when once she'd given into her internal lust, she just did as she was told, and became one with her inner slut.
"I'll test that theory," Danielle said, knowing she'd be taking her out in public tonight, taking her to Le Chateau Club, using her to help seduce other black girls and maybe, just maybe, accomplishing the one thing she'd never yet fulfilled... a mother and daughter lesbian threesome. She'd seduced two mothers and daughters so far[A1], but she'd never played with them together, although she'd once gotten close a long time ago.
"Please do just that," Caaisho welcomed the idea. "Push my boundaries. You know what I need; you know how to make me into the best slut I can be."
"That I do," Danielle agreed, as she lifted her up and tossed her onto the bed.
"Yes, Mommy! Treat me like a cheap slut," Caaisho moaned. The more dominant Danielle was, the more it turned her on.
"Which pillow is your mother's?" Danielle asked.
"That one." Caaisho pointed to the one on the left.
"Grab it," Danielle ordered.
"Okay," Caaisho obeyed.
"Put it between your legs."
"Okay," Caaisho agreed.
"Now hump it. Hump your Mom's [A2]pillow," Danielle ordered, the camera still running.
"You want me to get my cunt juice all over my Mom's pillow?" Caaisho asked, as she did as she was told, loving how dirty and naughty this was.
"Yes, leave a nice gift for you Mom when she comes home tomorrow," Danielle suggested.
"A big wet spot of cunt cum," Caaisho moaned, as she ground on the pillow.
"Exactly."
Caaisho moaned, knowing she was still being filmed, "This is for you Mom. You probably need to taste some sweet cunt cum, a special gift from your whore daughter."
Danielle smiled as she asked, "Do you think your mother would enjoy the same training you're receiving?"
"Oh yes," Caaisho moaned, finding the idea of her mother being turned into a slut too, very stimulating. She was the only person she knew who was more uptight than she was... well, before Danielle had opened her eyes. "She'll probably resist you at first just like I did, but my Mom needs to discover her true inner self too. And if you want me to, I'll be happy to help you convince her."
"Convince her of what?"
"That black Somali women are meant to be bimbo sex slaves for white bitches," Caaisho declared.
"I'm a bitch?" Danielle asked, her tone suddenly harsh.
"I mean dominant," Caaisho corrected, "I'm so sorry, Mistress."
Danielle laughed, "No worries, I'm definitely a bitch. I was just yanking your chain for a moment."
"And I'm definitely a complete lesbian slut," Caaisho declared. She then gave a pout as she asked, "Aren't you going to fuck me now, Mommy?"
Danielle got onto the bed, roughly pushed Caaisho back down, her head just missing the headboard, roughly spread the black teen's white-clad legs, and asked, "Is this what you want?"
"Yes, Daddy. I want you to fuck the living shit out of me," Caaisho replied, desperately wanting that cock inside her.
"That's coming soon," Danielle promised, again being called 'Daddy', which she'd have to delve into at some point... she was a lot of things, but manly wasn't one of them. The girl could just be referring to the dick she was wearing, but she didn't think that was it.
Caaisho belatedly realized what she'd implied... sodomy... and corrected herself, "I mean I want you to fuck my cunt as hard and as deep as you can."
"Like this?" Danielle asked, and she held the teen's legs wide apart and slammed into her.
"Yes! Yes!" Caaisho screamed, as the entire ten-inch dick filled her tight twat. "Mother fucking yes!"
"You're a fucking dumb bitch," Danielle said, as she fucked her hard.
"Yes, yes! I'm the dumbest fucking black bitch," Caaisho moaned.
"A dirty whore."
"The dirtiest bimbo whore," Caaisho added, each time fleshing out the accusation.
"What kind of slut gets fucked in her parents' bed?" Danielle accused, rocking her hips back and forth, making her pet's huge tits bounce around like errant overinflated basketballs before her Mistress's lustful eyes.
"Bad, dumb, slutty, Somali lesbian sluts," Caaisho declared.
"You're a fucking nigger whore," Danielle added, using the powerful 'N' word for the first time.
Caaisho was surprised to hear the taboo word... which didn't really apply, since people from the Horn of Africa generally looked quite different from the African populations who'd been primarily taken as slaves... but she went along with it in the heat of the moment, crying out, "Yes, I'm the dirtiest, sluttiest, nigger whore in the world."
"You want Daddy's dick?"
"Yes, I want Daddy's dick pounding my pussy," Caaisho declared, not caring that the camera was now sitting on the nightstand and still filming them.
"You want Mommy's cunt?"
"Yes, yes, yes, I want Mommy to sit on my face while Daddy fucks his daughter's sinful box," Caaisho moaned, the nasty incestuous talk getting even hornier as pleasure rose inside her.
Danielle began slamming into the teen as hard as she could, so hard that Caaisho's bimbo head began banging against the headboard.
"Oh yes, Daddy, fuck your bimbo's brains out," Caaisho moaned, feeling even dirtier, now that she was being used so roughly.
"You love dick," Danielle said.
"Oh yes," she moaned loudly. "I love dick. I need a dick fucking my nigger cunt every fucking day." The taboo word flowed past her lips more freely than the first time.
"You love cunt."
"Oh yeah! I want to eat your cunt every day for breakfast, lunch and dinner," Caaisho declared, knowing she'd never be just into men.
"But not only mine. You'll eat whomever's cunt I tell you to," Danielle said, stopping deep inside the teen.
This new requirement frightened Caaisho a little, but wanting that cock fucking her again, she didn't even hesitate, consequences be dammed. "Yes, Mistress, I'll eat any pussy you offer me."
"Good girl," Danielle smiled, resuming her hard, deep fucking. She already had plans to take the teen shopping tomorrow at a friend's clothing shop, where she'd get some sexy new clothing, and would pay not with money, but with her tongue. Then they'd head for a Sunday afternoon romp of lesbian debauchery at Le Chateau Club... since she'd revised her plans for tonight. She'd now decided just to dominate her pet right here in this king-sized bed.
"Thank you, Mistress," Caaisho moaned, as the hard fucking resumed. How had she lived her entire life not knowing anything about all this pleasure that existed inside her? Why had her religion and her culture lied to her? Answer: To keep her satisfied with her status as no more than men's property. Even the highest quality tables and chairs... aka property... never had orgasms!
Danielle kept fucking her, almost hypnotized herself by the bodacious beauty of those bountiful black tits bouncing all over the place.
Caaisho knew she was about to erupt, so she begged, "Harder, fuck my slut hole harder, Mommy! I'm so fucking close."
"Come, my bimbo bitch! Come now, my lesbian licking dyke! Come, my nigger slave! Come right... fucking... now!" Danielle ordered, as she reached down and squeezed both black tits.
The litany of names, the hard fucking, and the tit squeezing was finally enough to make Caaisho's dam burst. She screamed loud enough to wake the dead, "Fucking yes!"
As soon as the orgasm careened into her pet, Danielle flipped the trembling slut over, pulled her up onto her knees, spread her ass cheeks, and started eating her ass. Danielle loved a sweaty asshole, and Caaisho's big ass cheeks were dripping with sweat, as her pussy leaked cum.
"Ooooooh," Caaisho moaned, surprised by the sudden tongue on her ass cheeks. Maybe it was because she was still in the middle of that amazing orgasm, or maybe it was the taboo experience of a tongue rimming her ass, or maybe she was just a complete pleasure junkie, but that tongue on her ass felt pretty good.
"Such a tasty asshole," Danielle said, as her tongue swirled around the puckered back door.
"That feels weirdly nice," Caaisho said, as her orgasm still trembled through her.
"Your asshole is mine too," Danielle pointed out, as her tongue tried to probe inside the formerly exit only hole.
"Yes, Mistress. My asshole is yours too," Caaisho agreed mindlessly.
Danielle then lowered herself and licked up the cum leaking from the forest. The black bush was drenched with cunt cum, as if it had been subjected to a sudden rain shower. The scent was strong, the coarse pubic hair capturing the scent like a flowery bouquet.
Danielle lapped up some of the cum, although lots of it was already soaking into the bedsheets, before getting off and going to change strap-ons.
Caaisho was still recovering from her orgasm, her entire body usurped of energy. She didn't look back to see what Danielle was doing, she just rested and processed once again the seemingly magical power Danielle had over her... as well as the power of Pleasure. By now she was convinced that without a doubt she couldn't ever resist Danielle, and why should she? She'd taught her more about herself in twenty-four hours than her parents ever had, or the Koran had, or the various schools she'd attended... even including Harvard. She now knew the power of Pleasure, she now knew she wasn't straight, and she now knew she was submissive. This was who she was. This was who she was meant to be.
Danielle put on the narrow strap-on, made perfectly for ass fucking, especially virgin ass fucking. She grabbed some lube and coated it generously. She then returned to the bed and asked, "Ready to be fucked again?"
"I'm ready if you are. But don't you want to come?" Caaisho asked, looking up and behind her for the first time since her orgasm, which was finally fading away.
"Oh, I definitely will, but I still have one more surprise for you," Danielle said, as she spread her pet's ass cheeks.
Caaisho felt something slippery and hard poking against her asshole, and she realized what Danielle was planning. Earlier she would have protested, earlier she would have scrambled away, but now she just smiled and asked, "Mommy, are you about to sodomize me in my parents' bed?"
"Sodomize," Danielle repeated. "I like that, you highly educated wordsmith. But I'm actually about to take your anal cherry by fucking your hot asshole."
"That does sound hotter," Caaisho agreed, hotter now a good thing, since the old her was now just a dormant presence in her memory, "So shove that dick in my shit hole, Mommy."
"Relax and breathe," Danielle instructed, as she slowly pushed forward. "You'll experience a little pain, before the pleasure begins."
"Okaaaaaay," Caaisho replied, feeling a brief resistance before the cock, clearly narrower than the one that had pounded her pussy to euphoria, slid inside her ass.
"Breathe," Danielle reminded her, as the cock slowly disappeared between her black ass cheeks.
"Okaaaaaaay," Caaisho replied again, surprised at the sudden pain inside her, but it was a pain that felt good. Which made no sense: good and pain were kind of opposites. But that's what she felt. A good pain.
"Your ass will be taking this cock regularly," Danielle said, surprised that all she'd just heard from her pet was a few whimpers. Usually a first-timer let out an uncomfortable yelp of some sort.
"My asshole was made for your dick," Caaisho said, thinking this must have been Allah's purpose, since it didn't really hurt badly. It should have hurt badly. She'd heard about sodomy in the past, and how it was one of the ultimate and most agonising sins... but as Danielle slowly began fucking her ass, it didn't feel sinful at all... it didn't feel bad... it actually felt good.
Danielle was impressed. Most of her pets ended up liking dick in their asses eventually, but Caaisho was the first one to take a liking to it instantly.
"Oh, yes Mommy, please fuck my asshole with your dick harder," Caaisho moaned, wanting it faster and deeper.
"Then you're an ass slut too."
"Yes, yes, I love a dick in my asshole, in my shithole. I love being sodomized like a slut," Caaisho declared, as she began bucking back to meet Danielle's forward thrusts... wanting the pleasure to usurp the lingering dull pain completely.
Danielle was excited by her pet's declarations, and she grabbed the girl's long black hair as if it were a pair of reins, and held on for the ride.
"Oh, Yes! Why does this feel so good?" Caaisho moaned, as the sound of her ass cheeks repeatedly colliding with Danielle's body echoed through the room.
"Because you were born to be a pleasure puppet," Danielle explained, a cute alliteration she just made up on the spot.
"Yes, a pleasure puppet, a Somali sodomy slut, a black bimbo, a fat fuck, a towering tittied tart, a cunt craving kitten, an anal angel of sin," Caaisho listed over a minute of hard backdoor fucking as she bounced back hard onto the cock, and Danielle bucked up just as hard.
It was pure rapture for the teen, as the Mistress watched her antics. Loving a rough anal ride sometimes happened during a tenth time ass fucking... never during the first.
On a whim, Caaisho wanted to be in charge, so she surprised Danielle by ordering, "Get on your back Mistress."
"Okay," Danielle said, intrigued. Then she was surprised when Caaisho pushed her onto her back and looked playfully into her face while she straddled the cock.
"I want you to watch me ass fuck myself. And to watch my fat tits jiggle while I do. Watch my ass swallow your cock. Watch your slut sodomize herself."
"I'll be more than happy to do just that," Danielle agreed, as she placed her arms under her head and watched while Caaisho lowered herself onto the dick... in her ass.



"Ooooooh, it feels even better like this," Caaisho said, as she sat on the dick.
"Each position delivers different pleasures," Danielle said, like a guru of fuck.
"Yes," Caaisho moaned, as she sat down completely on the dick. She then began riding it, looking directly into her Mistress's eyes. "I love what you've done to me, Mistress."
"I knew you would," Danielle said, mesmerized by the black tits bouncing around even more wildly in this position.
"You love my nigger tits, don't you, my white goddess?" Caaisho asked... loving being as wicked as she possibly could... the tabooer, the more stimulating.
"They're the best tits I've ever owned," Danielle said, which was true. So big and round, such perfect areoles, such big hard nipples.
"Suck them then," Caaisho ordered, as she leaned down and shoved her fat tits in the white woman's face.
Danielle was surprised by the teen's aggression, but she was escalating the sex instead of doing the opposite, and so she obeyed, sucking the hard nipple into her mouth.
"Yes, suck it, suck it," Caaisho gushed, riding the cock in her ass somewhat awkwardly. She couldn't explain why, but watching this older woman worshipping her tits was so exciting. She then imagined other women... strangers... sucking on her tits. She knew they were huge. She knew men would love them if they saw them... in fact on campus they already did stare, but if they could see them naked like this, they'd flock to her like bear cubs to honey! But right now she was wondering how she could use her tits to seduce other girls and women.
For a few minutes, there wasn't any talking. Just a variety of sex sounds while Danielle sucked on each nipple, and Caaisho rode the cock in her ass, eventually getting into a smooth rhythm.
Moaning could be heard from both women.
There were sounds of sucking and slobbering coming from Danielle, who was sucking the black tits, like they were her last meal.
There was the repetitive sound of bodies colliding.
Eventually, Danielle decided to take control again. She sat up then sank down on her legs, flipped Caaisho onto her back, raised her legs, and slammed her cock back into her ass. Caaisho begged, "Yes, fuck my asshole."
"Slap your cunt, bitch."
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho obeyed, and she slapped her pussy and swollen clit. Each slap made her body tremble, and her orgasm was now rising fast.
Danielle fucked her for less than a minute, not wanting the teen to come yet, but to have her on the verge of eruption. And then she pulled out, took the strap-on off and tossed it aside, and she straddled the teen's face and ordered, "Have a bedtime snack."
"Yummy," Caaisho said, frustrated not to be allowed to come yet, and her asshole suddenly feeling empty. She eagerly licked the completely trimmed white pussy... idly thinking perhaps she should trim her own hairy pussy. But whatever... she didn't care about that right now. All she cared about was making her Mistress come. Tasting her cum. Licking her cum. Drowning in her cum!
"Eat my white cunt, you nigger slut," Danielle demanded, as she ground on the teen's face.
"Yes, Mistress," she replied, as she lapped up the facewash of feminine wetness.
Danielle got hornier and hornier until she wanted to finish by coming inside her pet... it was the closest she could get to being a man.
Danielle swung around, crossed into a tribbing position, so their clits were pressed together, and she began grinding.
"Oh yes, I love this position," Caaisho moaned, as she began grinding back, holding onto Danielle's leg while Danielle held on to hers.
Young full black pussy hair intermeshed with trimmed coarse pussy hair. It was the Latinate[A3] example of salt and pepper.
"Oh yes, grind on my cunt," Danielle moaned.
"I love your cunt rubbing against mine," Caaisho moaned back, as they both sweated from their aggressive grinding.
Danielle's swollen clit was pressing directly into Caaisho's enlarged clit.
"You're the biggest slut I've ever met," Danielle moaned.
"I want to be the best dirty slut," Caaisho moaned. "A bimbo slut."
"A lesbian slut," Danielle added.
"Yes, yes, a cunt cum craving whore."
"An anal bitch."
"Yes, I want big dicks fucking my ass while I eat pussy," Caaisho moaned.
Danielle smiled, thinking that was just hours away. "Oh, that will be happening soon."
"Are you going to share me with your friends?" Caaisho asked, the idea terrifying, yet equally arousing. Ever since last night, she'd been crossing a plethora of dangerous, uncontrollable lines, yet she didn't care. Her body now belonged to Danielle, and her mind was Danielle's too. So she just wanted to immerse herself in complete submission.
"Every one of them," Danielle promised, Including many I don't know yet, she thought to herself.
"I want you to control me completely," Caaisho said, as she bucked her ass as furiously as she could.
"Can do. Very soon, you'll be my full-time submissive slave," Danielle said, thinking perhaps the slut could eventually move in with her, and be her full-time pet and maid. She'd long missed having a black maid, like she'd had in the past.
"Yes, please. I don't want to think for myself anymore," Caaisho said, feeling such profound relief to be setting aside all those years of stress from ridiculously over-the-top expectations from her parents. Primarily from her father, but her mother always supported his decisions, so in effect, even though she was lots more obviously caring about it, she was always on her husband's side of any disagreement instead of her daughter's.
"You'll be my complete bimbo," Danielle moaned, her orgasm rising.
"Yes, please," Caaisho moaned, her orgasm so close.
"Now come, slut," Danielle ordered. "Complete slaves come exactly when they're told to come."
"Yes, tell me what to do, Mommy."
"Come right now, slut, come all over my cunt," Danielle ordered, grinding furiously. "Now!"
"Yes!!" Caaisho screamed, as yet another orgasm ripped through her.
Feeling her cunt suddenly soaked with Caaisho's cunt cum, Danielle came just seconds later, spraying a massive load of cunt cum directly into her pet's pussy.
"Oh yes, breed me. Baptize my cunt with your cum," Caaisho moaned, as she felt Danielle's cum spraying inside her, even as she was coming herself. It felt so warm going inside her, and that warmed her entire being.
Then both girls collapsed in exhaustion.
Caaisho felt cum leaking out of her, knowing only part of it was hers. She felt its warmth as it trickled out. She felt the stickiness around her cunt, but also all over her entire body, from the massive workout she'd received. A fuck session with her Mommy burned way more calories than an actual workout... and it was a lot fucking more fun.
Danielle crawled up beside her pet, and Caaisho looked into her Mistress's eyes and said words she couldn't believe she was saying, since last night this had all started with her being molested pretty much against her will, "I love you, Danielle."
"I love you too, slut," Danielle said, being sincerely caring, yet keeping the hierarchy where it needed to be.
"I love being your slut," Caaisho said with the softest smile.
"I love that you are," Danielle said, leaning in and kissing her softly.
When the kiss was broken, Caaisho yawned.
"Get some sleep, my pet," Danielle said. "Tomorrow your outer makeover begins."
"Outer makeover?" Caaisho asked.
Danielle, exhausted too, decided to break her own rule of never sleeping in someone's bed after the sex was done, and she said, "I'll explain tomorrow my slut; sweet dreams until then."
Caaisho cuddled into the skinny, pale, white woman and whispered as she drifted into sleep, "I'll do anything for you, Mistress. Anything at all."
Danielle smiled as she pondered the possible ramifications of that lovely word 'anything', as she too drifted off into sweet slumber.
Continued in part 5... Pet gets makeover, and pays the price with her tongue.



[A1]It says so early in Ch 1.
[A2]I'm reserving the Mommy term for Danielle. The girl's mother is just her Mom, a term with no sexual connotations.
[A3]I had to google this word, and it has to do with the origin of an English word being Old Latin instead of Old German. Even given this clue, I still have no idea what you're trying to say here. But you were obviously trying to say something, so I left it in. Over to you.
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Somali Pet Ch 05
Next morning: Sunday morning.
Caaisho woke up to an empty bed.
Guilt coursed through her yet again. For two nights in a row she'd allowed herself to become a complete sexual bimbo to a white woman... an older white woman.
Yet even as she recalled last night and the night before, her hand went to her pussy, or her 'cunt', as Danielle insisted on calling it.
She began to rub herself slowly as she replayed her complete sexual submission to Danielle.
The good: Danielle created euphoric feelings inside her she hadn't known existed.
The bad: She humiliated her over and over again.
The bad: Worse, the humiliation enhanced the fires inside her and turned her on in ways she couldn't explain.
The good: She'd discovered pleasure she hadn't even known existed.
The bad: She was already craving more mental and physical abuse.
The bad: She wished Danielle was here right now.
The good: She'd never felt more alive than when she accepted her sexual submission to Danielle.
The real bad: She no longer felt she had much control over her life.
The really bad: Her parents would be arriving home later today.
The really, really bad: She'd be disowned by her family if they discovered any of what she'd allowed to happen to her during the past two nights.
"Hey, don't you dare touch that pussy without permission from your Mistress, you dumb fucking bimbo," Danielle ordered, as she smiled at how she'd completely corrupted this once morally upright Somali Muslim.
Caaisho apologized, reluctantly stopping, and hoping she'd get used again, "Sorry, Mistress." Guilt? What guilt?
"I forgive you, but do you remember who owns that hairy cunt of yours?" Danielle questioned, as she sauntered over to the bed, wearing only a t-shirt and stockings. She'd already decided what Caaisho would be having for breakfast... no, for brunch, since it was already ten thirty [A1]o'clock.
"You do, Mistress," Caaisho answered, excited to see Danielle almost naked... having immediately accepted once again that she was a bimbo slut for this woman, and all she could think about was the pleasure that submission constantly brought to her.
"So who decides when you're allowed to come?" Danielle asked, as she got onto the bed, straddling the girl's legs.
"You do, Mistress," Caaisho repeated, mindlessly answering like the sexual bimbo she now was.
"Are you hungry for some homemade brunch?" Danielle asked, as she knee-walked forward until she was straddling the very pretty black teen Muslim's face.
"Yes Mistress, very hungry," Caaisho answered, as the lightly-pubed box was lowered onto her face and she admired the tantalizing view... beautiful and appetizing.
"Well then, lick away, cunt muncher," Danielle offered, as she turned her attention to her phone and began texting arrangements for a wicked plan she had for her new pet later on today.
Caaisho felt a chill of adrenaline go up her back at being called 'cunt muncher'. She couldn't remotely understand why the name calling turned her on, it was just another sting of humiliation, but she couldn't deny that the rougher she was treated, and the nastier she was treated, the more thrilling it was. Her complete sense of helplessness and the inevitability of submission was a new facet to her life that she was not only accepting, but actually embracing.
The teen leaned up and licked the trimmed bush. It was fairly dark underneath this woman, but she could see the mixture of black and grey pubic hair... a reminder that this dominant woman was older than her own mother.
At first the taste was a little soapy; obviously she'd taken a shower this morning.
Danielle texted a friend (not a pet) who was celebrating her sixtieth birthday today: Happy birthday, bitch.
Caaisho was enjoying this casual exploration of just lying on her back and lapping away. She wasn't in a rush, just a calm exploration. A pussy, she'd discovered, was full of nooks and crannies to explore. The pussy lips, the folds, the clit, plus all the intricacies of each.
Danielle's friend Sharon responded as she read a newspaper (remember those?): Thanks, although I'm pretty sure you're the bitch.
Danielle laughed: That is hard to argue. I have a really cute present for you for your birthday, if you want to bid on her.
Sharon asked, knowing Danielle's preference of girls: Young and cute I hope.
Danielle responded: With huge titties just for you. I know how you love big tits.
Sharon smiled; she'd been married for thirty years, then divorced for three, but had indulged in more sex during the past three years than all thirty combined... and had even tripled the count. And all with women... mostly younger women. Her biggest weakness was tits. Hers were small, and she'd always wished they were bigger. She responded: I do love big tits.
Caaisho was creating a little wetness as she probed Danielle's pink hole, wishing to rinse away the subtle soap taste and replace it with the much more appealing cunt juice taste.
Danielle replied: And she's a Muslim.
Sharon smiled again. Danielle had seduced her neighbour rather quickly. She typed: Not to mention gorgeously black. That didn't take long.
Danielle replied: You know patience has never been my virtue.
Sharon laughed and texted: Ain't that the truth.
Danielle asked: Le Chateau Club Mansion at four?
Sharon was already looking forward to some birthday pussy and some birthday pets. She was a switch. A sub to dominants, and a dominant to subs... she enjoyed both roles equally. She replied: That is the plan. Should I add her to the auction list?
Danielle asked: Definitely. Her name is Caaisho.
Sharon: Delicious.
Danielle smiled as her orgasm built: Yes, she is.
Danielle added: Is Angela coming too?
Sharon responded: She'd better be... although I'd better be coming a lot too.
Danielle smiled. One thing she'd learned in the past ten years is the older you get, the blunter you get. She responded: You will be coming all day and night... although I won't be there for the auction.
Sharon said: I'd better be, and you'd better show up.
Danielle responded: I believe that is a promise I can keep.
[Editor's Note: To avoid confusion, I should explain that Le Chateau Club Mansion featured in this series is not the same Le Chateau Club that is featured in many other stories. The two locations are affiliated, but while the famous Le Chateau Club is a popular (and notorious) urban nightclub, Le Chateau Club Mansion is a little-known but luxurious hideaway located somewhere in the countryside near Boston, where attendance is by invitation only. Both locations feature wild lesbian partying.]
Caaisho continued luxuriously licking, gradually stimulating the cream from the cunt. She loved doing this, although she was frustrated she couldn't see Danielle's reactions. Danielle had never gone this long while being pleasured without speaking.
As if reading her pet's mind, Danielle set her phone aside and moaned, "Are you enjoying your
brunch?"
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho replied.
"Suck on my clit, my cunt-licking dhilo," Danielle ordered, having googled the Somali[A2] word for whore.
Caaisho moaned while she licked. For some reason, being called a dhilo, a term she'd never heard spoken by a woman, although she'd heard it from many of her male relatives (never directed at her), really turned her on.
"Are you a dhilo?" Danielle asked.
"Yes, Mistress. I'm a dirty, fucking, cunt-licking bimbo dhilo," Caaisho listed off, degrading herself, and thus enhancing the thrill of her own submission.
Danielle loved how quickly this sweet Somali had become a complete lustful bimbo. Of all her
conquests, and she'd had many, this was her most impressive. She'd turned pets more quickly, but nobody had come close to the completely obedient submission of this very recently virginal girl. "You love eating cunt, don't you?" Danielle asked, as she inched herself forward and ground, not on Caaisho's face this time, but on her forehead and hairline. This was, to her mind, an additional level of humiliation, that would push her pet even further into willingness to do anything for the privilege of serving not just her, but any dominant woman.
Caaisho was surprised to see the yummy cunt moving away from her mouth and onto her forehead, and even more surprised when Danielle started to ride her head, yet she answered, even as humiliation rose through her, "Yes, I love eating your cunt."
"No, I asked if you love eating cunt in general, not just mine, you dumb dhilo," Danielle clarified, as she rubbed herself on the Muslim's head.
"Then I don't know the answer, I've only ever tasted yours, Mistress," the teen pet explained, but now she wondered what another pussy would taste like. Did they all taste the same? Was each one different? She imagined they would likely have at least some subtle differences.
Danielle moaned in this unique position, one she'd never encountered in porn, so perhaps it was her own sexual position she'd just invented, "Then don't worry. You'll be learning the answer very, very soon."
"Yes, Mistress," she replied, as she tried to get comfortable while her forehead was being used to get her Mistress off. Her humiliation was intense, which lit a burning fire inside her. The prospect of eating more pussy was both terrifying and enticing. Terrifying because the further she went down this rabbit hole, the more likely her secret would be revealed to the wrong people, such as her parents. She also realized they'd be coming back tonight, so this wild weekend of sexual awakenings was likely about to end.
"Oh yes! So much cunt to eat, and so little time," Danielle chuckled, having already activated her plan to really push the teen's limits today.
"I am feeling quite hungry," Caaisho admitted, her worries about being outed already washed completely out of her mind, and replaced by her desire to have Danielle's pussy back on her mouth... the feel of the wetness on her forehead and in her hair only making her want it back on her lips even more.
"Prepare for your morning shower," Danielle moaned, as she ground roughly against her pet's head.
"Yes, Mistress! Come all over my hair and my head," Caaisho urged. This new kink was incredibly weird, yet oddly relaxing. As a child, she'd always loved when her mother washed her hair, it was so soothing. And although this experience was quite different, it was also strangely comforting. Kind of like a scalp massage.
"Oh fuck, here it comes, my dumb fucking dhilo," Danielle declared as she came, and her abundance of cunt cum flooded into the teen's kinky hair, onto her forehead, and drizzled down her face.
It was the weirdest sensation, feeling the wet warmth of Danielle's cum on her scalp and forehead. Caaisho wished she could taste it. She was really craving cunt cum. But instead, she just allowed the shower of cunt cum to drizzle down her forehead and flow slowly down her face. Cum was rolling down the left side of her nose and her lips. She licked her lips for... unfortunately... only a hint of the sweet taste she craved.
Danielle, knowing the addicted slut would be dying for some cunt juice, backed herself up again to sit on the teen's face properly.
Caaisho instantly began licking the leaking pussy, desperate to guzzle down every drop of the cunt cum she could reach. Most of it was in her hair, but that didn't stop her from using her fingers and tongue to explore the entire region for cunt cum droplets... like a stray dog doing her best to survive on garbage scraps.
"That's it, clean my cunt nice and clean," Danielle ordered. She snatched up her phone and checked what time she'd booked the salon for. 12:30. They had an hour to get there.
Caaisho licked aggressively, hoping to stimulate a second tasty orgasm from her Mistress's yummy cunt.
Danielle crawled off of her drenched pet and took a picture of her. She said, "You look extra slutty with my cunt cum dripping down your face."
"The perfect dhilo," Caaisho said, at this point in her misadventures not at all fazed by having her picture taken in such a compromising position. Danielle had a litany of compromising photos and videos of her already, and she had to assume her secret was safe and secure in Danielle's hands.
"Indeed you are," Danielle agreed. "Now go shower. We have an appointment at 12:30."
"Where are we going?" Caaisho asked, curious and a little nervous.
"Bimbo dhilo dykes don't ask fucking questions," Danielle uttered firmly. "They do what they're told, and they go where they're told, and they find out where it is once they get there."
"I'm sorry, Mistress, I really am still learning how to be a good submissive dhilo," Caaisho apologized.
"You're right. I keep forgetting that two days ago you were just a boring virgin," Danielle reassured her.
"And now I'm a bimbo cunt-licking dhilo, whose body is yours to use however you please," Caaisho said, desperate to receive her Mistress's approval.
"Yes you are," Danielle agreed, thrilled with the girl's progress. "Now go fucking shower, unless you want to go out into the world smelling like cunt."
"I will if you want me to," Caaisho offered, shamelessly and completely under the white woman's spell.
"Another day, perhaps," Danielle said. This girl really was the ultimate submissive!
"Whatever you say, Mistress," Caaisho agreed placidly, and she got out of bed and went to shower, her own pussy leaking a little, and feeling rather neglected, since her Mistress hadn't touched it all morning, and she hadn't allowed her to do so either.
.....
In Danielle's car, in her black abaya, Caaisho wondered where she was going. Danielle refused to let her wear a bra or panties... only black thigh high stockings, and bright red four-inch heels that she'd never worn before.
With her hard nipples slightly poking out her abaya, not wearing any underwear, she really did feel like a dhilo. And, as usual, conflicting emotions ricocheted around inside her.
Guilt.
Excitement.
Curiosity.
The not knowing what was about to happen was both the best and the worst part.
She'd always been in control of her decisions, or her parents were. And either way, whatever she ended up doing had been safe and boring. So right now, just riding in the car with no underwear was scary and exciting.
Danielle didn't say a word. She knew the teen was nervous and curious, but she also knew that building her anticipation was enhancing her submission and she was really looking forward to pushing her new pet's boundaries beyond her current limits.
They reached a mall, and Caaisho's eyes went wide. While this wasn't the one closest to her home, there was a distinct possibility of bumping into a classmate here. She considered saying something, but she recalled the harsh rebuke she'd gotten less than an hour ago when she'd asked where they were going. So just like she'd always trusted her parents without question, she understood she needed to trust Danielle the same way.
Danielle parked and said, "Let's go."
"Yes, Mistress," the teen bimbo replied. She really liked using the word 'Mistress'. It rolled off of her tongue so smoothly, and it always made her body tingle.
Danielle began walking, not waiting for the teen, who was struggling to walk in the totally unfamiliar four-inch heels.
Caaisho focused on not stumbling or tripping. And a fast learner in almost everything, after a few minutes, she was walking fairly smoothly.
As she arrived inside the mall itself, she couldn't help feeling people were staring at her. The heels with the abaya were obviously sending contradictory impressions: one was about ultra modesty, the other was the opposite. And although her abaya was normally within an inch of being floor-length, her high heels raised that to about five inches, which probably attracted extra attention to her sexy red shoes. She wondered what people would think if they knew her demure black pantyhose were actually sexy thigh high stockings, and her pantiless cunt would be easily accessible to anyone her Mistress saw fit to offer it to.
Danielle headed for the food court for two reasons: First, she was hungry. Second, she wanted to test Caaisho's obedience.
Danielle stood in line to order a Subway sandwich, and she glanced back to see Caaisho standing a few feet behind her.
Danielle beckoned her closer.
Caaisho approached her.
Danielle asked, "Hungry?"
"Yes," Caaisho replied, not addressing her as Mistress, since other people were within earshot.
"For pussy, or for actual food?" Danielle asked boldly, not at all concerned about what other people might think about her... one of the perks of being retired. There were no consequences... neither professional nor financial... for any of her scandalous behaviour. She couldn't strip naked in public of course, but there were no actual laws against publicly giving her pet the option of dining on some pussy.
Caaisho was shocked by the question, and she could feel her cheeks burning. She didn't know how to answer. It was undeniable that she wanted more pussy... but she was also actually hungry. She replied, "Food, please."
"Food please, what?" Danielle drilled down, enjoying her pet's obvious discomfort, especially since a few people nearby were obviously watching them and eavesdropping.
"Food please, Mistress," Caaisho replied, her cheeks on fire, painfully aware that strangers were watching, listening, and judging her.
"Good girl," Danielle replied, encouraging the obedience. "What would you like?"
"Um, well, a BLT," Caaisho answered, "if that's all right," feeling horribly insecure.



"It's perfectly all right, my pet. I'll order it for you, while you go around and ask five strangers if they can see your nipples," Danielle said.
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho agreed. With the cat this far out of the bag, the situation couldn't get much more embarrassing, so she might as well be just as brazen as Danielle was being, and hope for the best. So she turned to the person standing behind her, the only one now within earshot, and asked, as shame coursed through her, "Ma'am, can you see my nipples through my abaya?"
"Young lady!" the older woman gasped.
"Please answer the question. Can you see them?" Caaisho asked again, even though she could easily see her nipples through the fabric, so she already knew the answer.
"You're disgusting!" she accused, and she turned and hurried away.
"That's one," Danielle said cheerily, "only four more to go." She was a little amused by her pet's shame, but more by the prudish woman's response.
"This is embarrassing," Caaisho admitted.
"No worries, it's not your fault that old bitch was a prude. And regardless of people's reactions, a pet bimbo slut needs to learn that she has no shame," Danielle explained. "Your purpose in life is to please me, which often includes either pleasing or shocking other people. It's that simple."
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho agreed, not happy about Danielle's expectations, but knowing she'd go along with them anyway. She was well along the road towards becoming a mindless bimbo willing to do absolutely anything to earn that rapturous delight again that only Danielle had ever given her.
"Go and complete your survey," Danielle said, before going to the counter and ordering their sandwiches.
Caaisho looked around the semi-busy food court. Her assigned task was so humiliating, yet she couldn't deny it also kind of turned her on. The evidence was in the slight wetness leaking out of her, which was particularly awkward, since she wasn't wearing any panties, meaning her inner thighs were getting sticky. She hated that her body was controlling her actions instead of her better judgement, but she couldn't think of a way to argue herself out of doing this.
She approached table with three teenagers seated at it, and she figured this would count as three people. Because she didn't care what white girls thought of her... they were all dressed in ultra-short skirts anyway.
Once she reached the table, she asked, "May I ask you girls something?"
"Uh, sure," a pretty blonde in a tank top said.
"Can you see my nipples through my abaya?" she asked, posing a bit to showcase her big tits... which were way bigger than any of these three white girls.
"What?" another girl... a pony-tailed brunette... gasped.
"They're definitely noticeable," the blonde said, obviously amused.
"Yes, her nipples are bigger than your entire tits, Jamie," another blonde teased the brunette.
"Fuck you," Jamie snapped.
"If you had bigger tits, maybe I would," the blonde countered.
"Can you see them?" I asked Jamie.
"Who couldn't, you slut?" she snarled.
"Thank you," she said serenely, ignoring the jab and kind of enjoying the attention, and the way she'd stirred up some trouble between these pretty white girls.
"What a slut," Jamie said, loud enough for Caaisho to hear.
She didn't know why she did it... it was so not her... or at least not the old her... but she turned around and bragged, as she flagrantly cupped her breasts, "At least people want to play with my fun bags, unlike your tiny mole hills."
One of the blondes roared with laughter, and Caaisho turned and resumed walking away while Jamie yelled, "Fuck you!"
Danielle watched her pet cup her breasts, say something and walk away while a girl with a ponytail shouted something angry at her back. She couldn't help smiling. Caaisho was already stepping out of her shell and discovering the power of her sexuality and her body.
Caaisho smiled, feeling good that, for the first time, she'd given to a white girl the same kind of flack they usually gave her. One more person to ask, she thought to herself. She saw a nerdy looking college boy sitting by himself at the very end of the food court and decided, Why not? She went over to him and asked, "Hi, excuse me. May I ask you something?"
"Um, sure," he said, looking up at her, a little surprised.
"Can you see my nipples through my abaya?" Caaisho asked, even as she noticed he was already staring at her voluptuous chest and her hard, excited nipples.
"Um, I, um..." he struggled, in awe of the question, and the nipples that were clearly protruding against her garment.
"I forgot to wear a bra today, and the cool breeze has gotten my nipples rather hard," Caaisho explained as clinically as possible, enjoying the impact her question and her nipples were having on the guy. "I'm just a little worried they might be noticeable. Are they?"
"Y-y-yes, v-very," he stammered, unable to yank his gaze... no, his stare... away from Caaisho's chest.
"Darn," Caaisho sighed dramatically, enjoying the obviously huge impact she was having on the boy. "I just can't seem to keep them from getting hard. I hope you don't think they look too sexy, but do they? Your dick isn't getting hard right now, is it? Please tell me you don't have an erection!"
He continued staring at the very prominent nipples, wondering how big the entire tits on this confusing girl were. Was she for real? He took a shot at telling the truth. "I-I-I'm sorry to tell you that your nipples are very sexy, and I definitely do have an erection because of them. Is that bad?"
"Well, not bad, so much as unfortunate, since I need to return to my Mistress now, instead of giving you a blow job. But thank you for telling me, and have a good day," she smiled and turned and walked away, glad that she'd gotten him hard and flummoxed. She returned to Danielle, who was just sitting down with their food.
"Looks like you had fun," Danielle said.
"I did, after I got past the awkwardness," Caaisho admitted.
"Accepting who you are, who you can become, and claiming your sexual power is an enlightening process," Danielle explained.
"It was all of those things," Caaisho smiled, feeling a rush of adrenaline at the quirky multitask she'd just completed.
"Eat up, my pet. Our day is just getting started," Danielle hinted at the twisted events still to come.
Caaisho would have been terrified by those words a day ago, but now they excited her.
They ate in silence, before Danielle said after they'd both finished their sandwiches, "Let's go, my slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho obeyed, curious what was next in this already exciting day... her pussy, her wet fucking cunt, already leaking and desperate for some of Danielle's aggressive attention.
Danielle led her to a salon where a good friend worked. She walked in and said to the assistant, "My pet is here for her full makeover."
"Of course, Mistress Danielle," a diminutive Asian lady agreed.
Caaisho was a little nervous about what a full make-over might include.
"Follow me," the Asian ordered, always in awe of the pretty young girls an accomplished Domme like Danielle could seduce.
"Um, okay," Caaisho replied, looking at Danielle for guidance.
"Do as you're told and enjoy yourself," Danielle ordered, as she got ready for her own pampering from her favourite cunt-licker at the salon, a mid-sixties Japanese women who ate pussy like no other... often to at least half a dozen orgasms, all while Danielle was given a manicure, a pedicure and massage.
"Thank you, Mistress," Caaisho said, feeling compelled to inform the Asian of her status as a submissive bimbo.
The Asian, named Kiki, led the Somali into a small room and ordered, "Get naked."
"Naked?" Caaisho asked.
"Yes, completely naked, including your nylons," Kiki said, ignoring the girl's obvious concern.
"Um, okay," Caaisho nodded, and unlike a regular masseuse, Kiki didn't leave while Caaisho disrobed, but openly watched.
Caaisho was super nervous now. She'd never been naked in front of anyone before Danielle, and at least at first, that had been far from stress free. She knew she had a good body, but she considered it sacred, and it was supposed to be seen only by her future husband... well, at least that had been the law before she'd acquired a Mistress. And Danielle's parting words just now had included the admonishment to do as she was told, which now included stripping down to her skin in front of this stranger.
"Hurry up," Kiki instructed. "We're on a strict timeline."
"Sorry," Caaisho said, and she pulled the abaya over her head to reveal her almost completely naked body, with her thigh highs, and very hard nipples.
"Nice body," Kiki admired, always having a thing for a black girl's body.
"Thank you," Caaisho replied, flattered by the compliment.
"Nylons, too."
"Okay," Caaisho said, before adding for reasons she didn't even understand, "Mistress Danielle prefers me to wear them."
"She's not here right now, and they'll go back on once I'm done with you," Kiki said.
"Okay," Caaisho agreed, nervously unsure of what was meant by 'Once I'm done with you'.
Caaisho rolled her nylons off as the pretty Asian watched. Whether she was Chinese or Japanese, Caaisho couldn't decipher. She couldn't really tell the difference between the two nationalities... which sounded racist, but it was just the best she could manage. She herself had experienced the same perceptions, since it seemed that every white person assumed that all Muslims came from the same country... Saudi Arabia... and spoke the same language... Arabic. When in fact Somalia was about 1300 miles away from Saudi Arabia as the crow flies, and Caaisho didn't speak a word of Arabic, even though she spoke the Somali language fluently. (And yes, Africa does have widespread crow populations... the native variety is called 'pied crows'. I have no information about how straight they fly, however.)
"Lie on your stomach on the table," Kiki ordered.
"Okay," Caaisho nodded, unsure of what was about to happen. She assumed it was something sexual, she just didn't know what.
But it wasn't.
Kiki massaged the Muslim girl, admiring her big, dark booty, and wondering what it would be like to fuck it. No one who just looked at her on the outside would have a clue that not only was Kiki secretly a dominant woman, since most Japanese women were seen as submissive, but that she had a nice homegrown seven inch cock underneath her feminine attire.
Caaisho had never received a massage before, and she was surprised by how relaxing it was. Except for Danielle, no one had ever touched her body, and although at first she was uncomfortable with another woman massaging her feet, and now her calves, she began to relax.
Kiki said, "You have a great ass, slut."
Caaisho was surprised first by the compliment, second by the woman's hands suddenly massaging and squeezing her ass, third by being called a slut by this complete stranger, and lastly by the explosion of pleasure sensations from the combination of it all. She responded, with the slightest of moans, "Thank you, ma'am."
Kiki smiled at how subservient this black girl was... God, she hoped she'd be allowed to fuck her when this makeover was finished. She'd already fucked a couple of black women, and she'd found they got wild and animated once her dick was inside them, but she'd never banged a black Muslim, or anyone from the Northern part of Africa. "What a nice big booty," she added, as she squeezed those ass cheeks.
"It's a Somali trait," Caaisho explained... since every woman she knew from back home had the same wide backside.
"Then I guess I need to meet more Somalis," Kiki said, as she really worked that black booty over.
"We love the attention," Caaisho admitted, which had only become true in the past hour... but it had powerfully impacted her.
"I bet you do," Kiki responded, as she continued her focused ass massage therapy. Kiki worked on the ass for a couple more minutes, before she moved up and addressed the slut's back and shoulders.
Caaisho was a little disappointed when the Asian's amazing hands left her ass behind. It hadn't been erotically stimulating to the point of a cunt gush, but it had certainly been erotic and relaxing.
"Flip over," Kiki said, as she went back to the teen's feet.
"Yes, ma'am," Caaisho replied, trying to hint at her naturally submissive personality, and her willingness to obey this stranger without any limits.
Kiki massaged Caaisho's feet again and this time her hands as well. This time openly admiring her very large, firm, ripe tits. Her huge erect nipples she'd love to spend some quality time sucking. "You have amazing tits too, you sexy slut."
"Thank you, ma'am," Caaisho responded, loving the compliments. Since arriving in America three years ago, she'd gotten accustomed to racism and criticism based only on stereotyping, so Kiki's constant compliments were not only a major turn-on, but very flattering... making her feel extra special.
"I'd love to fuck these fat tits," Kiki added.
Caaisho had no idea how any woman would be able to fuck her tits... yes, it could be done with a strap-on, but what would be the point? But she didn't quibble about it, her hand massage feeling surprisingly soothing, "Yes, I'd love for you to fuck my big, fat, black tits."
"Do you like the race thing?" Kiki asked, having found that many women got turned on by races that weren't their own.
"I didn't think I did, until Danielle seduced me," Caaisho replied.
"Do you like having a white Mistress dominating your black body?" Kiki asked, as she tenderly massaged each finger.
"Yes," Caaisho admitted. And then, hoping for the chance to submit to this pretty Asian, she added, "I think the idea of being dominated by any race that isn't my own is a major turn-on, actually."
"Why?" Kiki asked, as she leaned down and swirled her tongue around the ultra dark nipple that was literally twice the size of hers. And these tits were quadruple the size of hers. Kiki hated her small tits, so she drooled over and loved fucking big ones. And these were among some of the largest ones she'd ever seen, and definitely the largest for a girl with her normal frame. Big Rosie from the Le Chateau Club had bigger ones, as did a couple of other super-sized women, but Kiki had to wonder how this girl could walk upright with these back breakers.
"I really don't know why," Caaisho answered, honestly unsure, as the wet tongue and lips on her nipples had her body burning with lust, and her brain was once again shutting down. She hated and resented the racial treatment she sometimes was subjected to at school and in the community, but when her libido got going, she became a completely different animal.
"You seem to be hinting that you want to be my black slut. Am I reading you correctly?" Kiki asked, as she sucked the other hard nipple between her lips.
"Yes you certainly are," Caaisho moaned, loving the feeling of those lips on her nipple.
"So you're okay with a little Japanese girl transforming you into a Muslim bimbo?" Kiki asked, she too loving racial play.
"Oh yes, I'm more than okay with that," Caaisho moaned, the attention to her nipples, as well as the dirty derogatory talk really driving her nuts.
This woman was rather plain, but she was a lot younger than Danielle.
Kiki noticed the teen spreading her legs and said, "You really want to get fucked, don't you?"
"God, yes." Caaisho admitted, hoping this woman would stop talking and just dominate her already.
"You probably scream like a bitch in heat," Kiki surmised, as she sucked on the other big, hard nipple.
"Yes," Caaisho answered with a moan, more from the pleasure than the actual question... although she realized it worked for that too.
"I can't fuck you right now," Kiki said, realizing she had more work to do. "But I promise when Danielle gives me permission, I'm going to pound you so fucking hard."
"Oh yes," Caaisho agreed, the idea so delicious in her horny, agreeable state, and wondering how big a strap-on Kiki had.
Kiki reluctantly stopped cupping and sucking on those perfect tits, as she went to get the nail polish.
Caaisho was disappointed when Kiki quit sucking her nipples, and she hoped she'd stepped away to fetch a strap-on to fuck her with.
Kiki returned with nail polish, red, and began painting her fingers.
Caaisho was surprised, and she opened her eyes, which had been closed for quite some time, and saw the woman putting red fingernail polish on her nails. This, oddly, was more worrisome than anything else she'd done this weekend, since her mother and father wouldn't be able to tell she'd been fucked and had eaten pussy, but they would easily be able to see her painted fingernails... which both of her parents were dead set against. But she didn't say anything, thinking she could buy some nail polish remover and get rid of the evidence before they got home.
Kiki did both hands and feet, before she offered Caaisho some Jasmine tea.
Caaisho was frustrated that her pussy had been set on fire again, but then ignored. Her need to come was consuming her. The tea was delicious, and she downed half of it very quickly.
Just as Kiki was finishing the toenails, Danielle came into the room. "Kiki, what do you think of my new pet?"
"She's beautiful, very submissive, and I'd love to fuck her," Kiki answered.
"Well..." Danielle said thoughtfully, "...she's not allowed to come until tonight," making Caaisho's eyes go a little wide... she was so fucking horny... "but I know what you really want to fuck, don't I?"
"You know me so well," Kiki smiled.
"Then lube them up, and fuck away," Danielle offered.
"Sweet!" Kiki squealed, giddy with excitement.
"Mistress, what is the plan for tonight?" Caaisho asked. "My parents will be arriving home very soon."
"They've been delayed," Danielle said. "They won't be home until sometime tomorrow at the earliest."
"Really?"
"Snowstorm. Closed airport."
"Oh."
"Now lie down on your back; you're about to experience something a little different," Danielle instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho obeyed, just as Kiki, now naked except for her white nylons, climbed onto the table and straddled her body... with a dick... a real dick! "W-w-what on earth is that?"
"It's a cock, my slut, a real cock," Danielle said.
"On a girl?" Caaisho asked, this not making any sense.
"On a trans girl," Danielle said, as Kiki inserted her cock between Caaisho's two huge black tits.
"Oh," Caaisho said, although that clarification didn't clarify much for her. A trans girl? What's that? she thought to herself.
"Squeeze your tits together for her," Danielle instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho replied, obeying, even though she couldn't take her eyes off the seemingly real-life cock that was now between her breasts.
"Tighter," Kiki ordered, as she began fucking the black tits.
"Okay," the teen said, squeezing the cock between her tits, and feeling the strange sensation of a warm dick sliding back and forth between them.
"Oh yeah, there you go," Kiki said, as she enjoyed the thrill of fucking this black teen's huge tits. She loved fucking a pussy or an ass, but her biggest fetish was tits... particularly fucking a huge pair... and these were the most amazing tits she'd encountered on a young slut ever!
"How does it feel, my pet?"
"Weird," Caaisho answered, "but interesting."
"And yes, that's a real cock," Danielle said.
"Wild."
"Yeah, I have a few lady friends who have cocks instead of pussies," Danielle said.
"Oh my," Caaisho said, still processing this strange piece of information.



"Yes, this way you can experience the softness of a woman's curves, and maybe worship her tits, yet still get fucked by a real cock, feel the throbbing of a real dick, taste the salty seed of cum, or even feel its warmth as it coats your face," Danielle explained.
"Oh," the teen repeated, oddly intrigued by this real cock, yet not wanting to feel it inside her, since it was real, which somehow seemed more sinful than being fucked by a plastic cock. Not to mention the risk of pregnancy!
"Don't worry, she isn't going to fuck you," Danielle said.
"At least not today," Kiki said, her balls beginning to boil, as she enjoyed fucking these luscious tits.
"But she might come between your big knockers," Danielle said.
"No might about it," Kiki said, as she furiously fucked the titties.
"Okay," Caaisho said, not knowing what to expect.
"Hold them really tight around her," Danielle instructed, enjoying the tit fucking as a spectator sport.
"Yes, Mistress," the teen said, gradually finding this weird experience becoming more and more arousing... even the soft and sensitive flesh between her breasts was able to deliver pleasure to her.
"Do you like getting your fat udders fucked?" Danielle asked.
"Yes, I love getting my black tits fucked by this hot Asian woman and her big cock," she said, lifting her head a bit to watch the action.
"Yeah, I'm going to paint your black tits white," Kiki said, about to bust.
"Come on my tits, give me that white cum," Caaisho begged, wanting to feel the cum shooting out of that anomalous dick.
"Give her that load, Kiki," Danielle demanded.
"Oh, fuck yes, here it comes," Kiki declared, and she gave out a primal grunt-moan, before she shot rope after rope of cum into the Somali girl's black valley of flesh.
"Oh yes, paint this black bitch white," Caaisho moaned, feeling all that warm, sticky goo splattering inside her valley of flesh.
"A bukkake might be a fun activity in the near future," Danielle said more to herself than anyone else. The idea of a dozen or so loads of white cum all over her pet's very black body was suddenly very intriguing... and a visual she couldn't help imagining.
"That would be hot," Kiki agreed, even as more cum oozed out of her cock in the aftermath of her orgasm.
"So hot," Caaisho agreed, in awe of the sensation of warmth coursing through her body... even though she had no idea what a bukkake was. The word sounded Japanese, so maybe it was some kinky specialty of Kiki's.
"I'll add it to my lengthy list of upcoming tasks for my newest pet," Danielle said, as Kiki slowly climbed off of her pet and down to the floor.
Danielle strolled over to her as Caaisho sat up and looked between her very big tits. "Oh my," the teen said, seeing the big gobs of sperm on her tits.
The Mistress scooped up a big wad from between the tits, and brought it to her pet's lips.
Caaisho eyes went wide.
"Open up, slut," Danielle ordered.
After another brief hesitation, she opened her mouth and tasted sperm for the first time.
"Good girl," Danielle approved, using her other finger to scoop some more of the cum from the black tits.
Caaisho was surprised by the lack of any strong taste. A hint of salt. On the other hand, the texture was rich and gooey.
Danielle fed her pet a few scoops of cum, which she obediently accepted and swallowed.
"You really are turning into a very obedient pet," Danielle approved.
"I want to be the best pet you have," Caaisho answered, each and every experience she had with her Mistress pulling her deeper and deeper into the exhilaration of pleasure and submission.
"You're well on your way to achieving that," Danielle said, as Kiki came with a warm, damp cloth and wiped the last remnants of cum from her body.
"Thank you."
"However, I do plan to push your limits of obedience tonight," Danielle warned.
"Okay?" the pet said tentatively.
"Get her dressed for the fundraiser," Danielle said.
"Fundraiser?"
"Yes, I'm taking you to a fundraiser for Senator Greene."
"Senator Daphne Greene?" Caaisho asked in awe. The woman who could become the first woman president [A3]in 2024... following two old men so out of touch with the real world in their opposing fashions... a much younger woman seemed like the perfect choice for America.
"Yes."
"I idolize her!"
"Well, play your cards right, and you might meet her some day soon."
"You know her?"
"Oh, I certainly do know her," Danielle smiled, having taken part in a massive lesbian orgy for the senator's 50th birthday just five weeks ago at an invitation-only gala at the original Le Chateau Club.
"Like know her, know her?" Caaisho asked.
"Yes. She's eaten my pussy, and I've fucked her," Danielle said. "Although she isn't my pet. We've just played together a few times."
"No way!" Caaisho exclaimed, as Kiki, still mostly naked, dressed her up. Well, if you can call putting her in gold stockings (who knew that colour existed in nylons?), a pure white flowing see-through abaya, and white four-inch heels, dressing her up.
"Yes, she's a very sexy and vivacious woman, "Danielle said, helping her pet off the table.
"I'll bring her back another day to pay for your services today," Danielle offered, just as her phone rang.
"Hopefully soon," Kiki said, her cock still rock hard, which wasn't a problem, because she'd also be fucking her next client... a well-off white woman who loved her dick.
Caaisho had her hair done as well, and she was very quiet while she wondered what would be happening next.
"She's quite the cutie," the hairdresser said.
"Very," Danielle said, as she answered the phone. "Hi, Sharon. We'll be on our way pretty soon."
Caaisho wondered where they were going next. Given the way her sheer abaya displayed rather than concealed all her assets, it wouldn't be to a fancy restaurant, that was for sure!
"Yes, I promise she'll be worth the wait. Likely the best girl I've ever brought to one of these charity shindigs," Danielle said.
Caaisho wondered who would be there... and why Danielle was making such a big deal about bringing her along.
"She'll definitely be your best birthday present ever," Danielle continued, quite certain that Caaisho would go for a pretty penny, and the favours she owed Sharon would be settled.
Caaisho kept listening, curious... curious... curious...
"Yes, of course the winner can keep her for the night," Danielle agreed.
Caaisho heard that, and her eyes went wide at the thought of spending all night with someone she'd never met. Even though her parents wouldn't be home tonight, she'd never been allowed to sleep over at any anyone's house. Except of course the other night when there hadn't been any heat in her house.
Danielle said, "She may resist for a minute or two, but then she'll give in, and she'll be the best submissive you've ever met, and one of the hottest."
"With this outfit and her humongous black tits in plain sight like they are, she'll be a huge hit," the hairdresser added.
"See you soon," Danielle said before hanging up and turning to the hairdresser. "Isn't she amazing?"
"You've brought some hot women in here, but none that compared to this one," the hairdresser said, her tip almost always being the same... a sweet pussy licking from the pet.
"I know," Danielle said. "
"Am I the hottest pet you've ever had?" Caaisho asked.
"Maybe," Danielle laughed, loving her pet's constant need for approval and attention. "Damn close, anyway."
"And she has some spunk," the hairdresser, named Jane, said.
"And I can really eat pussy," Caaisho added.
"If you mean mine, then you'll have a chance to prove that very soon," Jane assured her.
"Mmmmmm," Caaisho purred, the idea of exploring this woman's pussy was intriguing... especially because she was so fucking horny right now.
Ten minutes later, Caaisho with curls in her hair, was on her knees licking the hairdresser... her second pussy ever.
"She's a natural," Jane moaned.
"Yeah, she was born to please," Danielle agreed.
"Do you need an orgasm today?" Jane asked her friend. She always enjoyed the taste of Danielle's sweet pussy.
"Tempting," Danielle smiled, but she was on a tight schedule, and she'd just enjoyed multiple orgasms.
Jane moaned as the teen really attacked her clit, "I'm guessing you've already had my boss munching on your pussy."
"Four climaxes in less than an hour," Danielle said smugly, the old woman the only person able to get her off so many times consecutively.
"Only four?" Jane smiled, her boss having the ability to create the perfect ride for giving multiple orgasms... the next one seeming to crash down on top of the last.
"Sadly, there's someplace I need to take my pet, and I promised we'd be there soon," Danielle explained.
"Fair enough," Jane said, placing her hand on the back of the Muslim's head.
Caaisho was intrigued by both the similarities and the differences between the two pussies. This woman's was less hairy and had a milder scent, but an almost equally addicting unique taste. And just like when she licked her Mistress, she couldn't get enough of this woman's pussy... and she was dying to make her cum.
"You're doing very well. Don't stop!" the hairdresser moaned.
Caaisho had no intention of stopping, but she took the plea as a clue the woman was close, and so she really worked over the clit with her lips and tongue.
"Get her off quickly, my pet," Danielle ordered, since they were nearing a possible time crunch.
Caaisho was already focused on achieving that end, and she was rewarded not even a minute later, when the woman moaned loudly and didn't say anything, but she did push the coed's face deeper into her wetness. The teen licked up the cum as it leaked out of the woman and into her hungry mouth.
Once she'd recovered somewhat, Jane let go of her head, and Danelle ordered, "Let's go, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho nodded, standing up and saying in parting, "thank you for the delicious snack, ma'am."
"You're very welcome," Jane responded, stunned by the pure obedience of this young woman.
Danielle led her pet, her face wet and shiny with pussy juice, into the main part of the salon, and out to the limousine Danielle had hired for the rest of this special night.
Caaisho was unaware... or maybe forgot... that her entire body was visible through the very see-through abaya. Simply responding to its lovely white colour and delicate fabric, she wondered how Mistress Danielle had possibly found such an item.
The limo driver, a very pretty Norwegian blonde, opened the door for them as Caaisho asked, "Where are we going?"
"To Le Chateau Club Mansion," the pretty blonde limo driver answered, knowing this naïve girl would have no idea what the club was... an exclusive lesbian club (built as a reclusive spot outside the city for the elite in the lesbian society... run by a very rich woman named Sharon Stevens. On certain Sundays it hosted pet auctions for the rich and famous, and tonight this pretty Muslim would be going home with the highest bidder.
"Take good care of her," Danielle said.
"You know I will," Olga, the limo driver, replied.
"You're not coming?" Caaisho asked, suddenly very concerned.
"No, I have another engagement," Danielle said. "But I'm leaving you in amazing hands. Just do whatever anyone tells you to."
"Okay," Caaisho nodded weakly, although she was suddenly a bundle of nerves.
"Trust me," Danielle said, taking her pet's hands in hers, "I would never get you to do something I didn't think you were ready for. Just do as you're told, completely abandon of any pretense of your previous life, and have fun."
"Okay," Caaisho nodded.
"I know you're nervous, but I promise you'll be in good hands."
"Okay," the pet nodded.
Danielle kissed her as a few people walked by, eliciting a couple of gasps. Then when the kiss was broken, Caaisho... in full submission mode and desperate to continue showing her Mistress how good she was... rebuked their remaining audience of one by saying, "What? Haven't you ever seen a nigger kissing her white Mistress before?"
"Oh my God!" the older woman gasped.
"I'd have you screaming that phrase if I munched your white hairy grey cunt," Caaisho added, feeling totally liberated.
"Well, I never," the woman said before storming off.
"Caaisho, you're a nasty nigger," Danielle said, kissing her pet again.
Olga said, "That was impressive stuff."
"She's a very good girl," Danielle crooned, after she broke the kiss and slapped her pet's ass.
"Thank you, Mistress," Caaisho said, stepping into the limo.
Fifteen minutes later, Caaisho was in a different salon, where she received a complete make-over with make-up... which her parents never allowed her to wear... ever. It made her excited, which enhanced her face even more. As she looked at her finished face, she felt like she could be a model.
Back inside the limo, Olga said, "Now just relax for a while, pretty girl. We have a thirty-minute drive."
"Okay," Caaisho said, and before she knew it, she was drifting into a brief slumber... curious about what was ahead of her... excited about what she might be expected to do... but nervous that her Mistress wouldn't be present to guide her through her assumedly exciting upcoming adventure.
Continued in part 6... Pet is teased by numerous women at Le Chateau Club Mansion, and is auctioned off to the highest bidder.
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Somali Pet Ch 06
Thirty minutes later, Caaisho felt the limo slowing down. She woke up gradually, and began to become aware of her surroundings.
She was in a limo.
She looked down, and saw she was wearing gold stockings and while heels.
Which were clearly visible through her only other garment... a neck-to-floor white see-through abaya!
As she became fully awake, she recalled she was being driven to take part in a special fundraiser... although she didn't know what her role was to be.
She also remembered Danielle saying she wouldn't be coming along, and that it was someone's birthday. Oh yes... and she was a birthday present for that someone... whatever that meant!
The door opened, and her driver Olga said, "Come on, Caaisho, we're running late."
"For what?" Caaisho asked, trying to get more information.
"For the party," Olga answered vaguely, and she assisted Caaisho in climbing out of the limo, whereupon she saw a massive mansion surrounded by a forest of very tall trees, primarily maple and hickory.
Where was she?
How long had they been traveling?
How far away was Boston and all those other cities that surrounded it?
She admired Olga in her traditional limo driver outfit, except with a plunging neckline and a ridiculously short skirt, black pantyhose and six-inch heels. The blonde was very tall, and the heels made her tower over Caaisho.
She realized she wasn't carrying her purse or her phone, so she looked back into the limo and saw they weren't there either. "Where's my phone?"
"I'm guessing Mistress Danielle has it," Olga answered, not knowing where it actually was, but that seemed like the likeliest answer.
"I need to call her," Caaisho said, anxiety suddenly paralyzing her.
"Trust me, you're perfectly safe here. In fact, there's likely no safer place anywhere along the East Coast," Olga assured her. "And I promise you'll have the time of your life here."
Caaisho argued, still unable to move, "But I need to go home."
"I'll contact Danielle and confirm her intentions for you," Olga said, trying to reassure the nervous teen. "But you're her pet, correct?"
"Yes," Caaisho answered, finding the question weird, and her answer was also weird, and yet the truth.
"So if Danielle wants you here, and this is specifically where she asked me to bring you, you're definitely supposed to be here," Olga said, closing the limo's door and taking the teen's hand.
"I don't know," Caaisho said, looking down and seeing her hard nipples poking through the very lightweight fabric, and she realized she was able to see both of her breasts in their entirety. An abaya was supposed to be an ultra-modest item of clothing, but this particular one was totally useless for that purpose, since it displayed all of her charms to anyone who cared to look at her!
Once they reached the front door, Olga knocked, while Caaisho trembled with nervousness, but also because of the slight chill as day turned into night, and she was pretty much naked.
The door opened, and a butch looking woman in a tuxedo said, "Welcome to Le Chateau Club Mansion."
"Thank you," Caaisho said, unable to set aside her usual manners, even in the surreal situation she suddenly found herself in.
"I'll be back in a little while," Olga said, wanting to phone Danielle and confirm the night's plans... this girl was a lot more nervous than most pets Danielle sent here. She wondered if she even knew what was about to happen to her.
"No rush," the tuxedo woman said, "the night is just getting started."
Caaisho was suddenly alone with the woman, as the door closed. "Follow me."
"Yes, ma'am," Caaisho answered.
"Ma'am," the butch laughed, "that's a new one."
Caaisho was led into a large ballroom containing many white women, most of them at least forty, all of them wearing masks, sipping on cocktails and dancing with scantily and provocative dressed young women of various races, and all of them around her own age. About a dozen of them in all, and they weren't wearing any masks.
Caaisho instantly felt various bold looks directed at her. They were the hunters, and she was the prey. Part of her was flattered, since it seemed many of the older women were admiring her, and a couple of them even licked their lips. Another part of her was disgusted by what she'd become so quickly. How had she ended up here, and how had her life taken a complete 180º turn in just a couple of days?
Unfortunately, or fortunately, depending upon which feeling was controlling her at the moment, she didn't have much time to analyze her predicament, since before she could even sit down at an empty table, a salt-and-pepper-haired woman came over to her and greeted, "Good evening, dear. Obviously, this is your first time here."
"W-w-what makes you say that?" Caaisho stammered. "Was it the deer in the headlights look?" she added as casually as possible.
The woman took her hand and said, "Definitely the deer in the headlights look, but your obvious surprise and curiosity, as well."
"I don't even know why I'm here," Caaisho admitted.
"Who sponsored you?" the lady asked.
"Sponsored? I don't know anything about sponsors, but I was sent here by Danielle," Caaisho answered, and then corrected herself hastily, "I mean Mistress Danielle."
"Then she's your sponsor. And she really outdid herself this time!" the woman said, as she assessed the teen beauty, easily one of the most beautiful women she'd ever seen at one of these events. She already knew she'd be bidding on her.
"Thank you, ma'am," Caaisho said nervously, appreciating the compliment, but also feeling intimidated and awkward.
"You're a real beauty; what's your name, sweetheart?" she continued, placing her hand on the teen's hip.
"Thank you, ma'am. My name is Caaisho," she said, the touch making her tremble. She noticed the lights were dimmed to create a moody ambiance.
"I'm glad you're here, Caaisho. My name is Candace. Come and dance with me," the older woman said, taking the teen's hands and not waiting for an answer, just tugging her onto the dance floor.
Caaisho had never danced with anyone before. She wasn't allowed to go to school dances, and except for some small mosque gatherings, no opportunities had ever presented themselves. A slow song she didn't recognize had just started playing.
Candace led her to the middle of the dance floor, where another six couples were in semi-intimate dance postures, and she pulled the clearly stunned teen close to her. "Just relax, my dear, this is a safe place."
"Okay," Caaisho said uncomfortably, as this stranger, who seemed to be a similar age as Danielle, actually almost all of these older women did, placed her hands on Caaisho's hips. "I've never danced before, so I have no idea what I'm supposed to do."
"Never? Then you really are fresh meat," Candace smiled, wondering when this girl had been turned.
Caaisho could feel her cheeks burn at the comment, even though she didn't really understand it. How could she be considered fresh meat? She was a person, not a cow or something.
"When did Mistress Danielle turn you into her pet?" the older woman asked.
"Two nights ago," Caaisho answered, this conversation so uncomfortable, although the hands on her hips felt nice, as she tried to sway to the music in unison with the woman. Since neither of them were moving their feet, it was pretty easy. Dancing was nice.
"Oh my," Candace said, shocked to hear how recently this young woman had been turned. It was usually weeks, or even months, before a pet was brought to one of these special events. And a pet was always groomed for them. A pet always knew exactly why she was here. A pet knew she'd be auctioned off A pet knew she'd be owned for the night, almost certainly by a stranger. It was obvious that this ripe young teen... she couldn't be older than eighteen, but she had to be at least eighteen, since that was a club rule... hadn't a clue why she was here, or what was about to happen.
"Oh my what?" Caaisho asked, noticing the surprised tone of the woman.
"Nothing, nothing," Candace said. "I'm just surprised that Danielle isn't here with you. You know, to show you the ropes."
"So am I," Caaisho agreed. Where was she? Why did she send her here? Alone?
"Never mind, you're going to be the belle of the party," Candace said, reaching around and squeezing her big booty.
"Please, don't do that," Caaisho protested.
"Don't do what?" Candace asked, seeing through the girl's prim and proper outward demeanor to her obvious inner submissiveness. She knew that Danielle was no fool... she wouldn't have sent her pet here unaccompanied if the girl was going to totally freak out because of someone taking a few seductive liberties.
"Don't, um..." Caaisho struggled to articulate what she was objecting to.
"A gorgeous girl like you with this beautiful body deserves to be worshipped," Candace added, as she kept squeezing the girl's tushie. "And just look around. You're in very good company."
"Oh my!" Caaisho gasped, a little surprised, although she wasn't terribly surprised after her past two days. She looked around and saw other older women doing similar things to other young girls like her, although the girls belonged to various races. Every girl seemed to be her age, or slightly older. Every girl was wearing skimpy attire, two of them were topless, and all of them were wearing nylons.
Two of the girls were grinding on one woman's legs.
A few girls were being felt up, or their asses squeezed, or their lips kissed.
A couple were just dancing closely.
One girl wasn't dancing at all, but instead she was on all fours with a collar around her neck, while a large white woman easily in her sixties led her around with a leash. It looked utterly ridiculous. Yet Caaisho couldn't help but feel a little gush in her pussy at the girl's humiliating situation. And she didn't look at all unhappy about her plight, so perhaps Caaisho wasn't the only one who enjoyed being humiliated!
"This is a special gathering for older women to play with submissive younger women," she explained. "Every girl here who's around your age is someone's pet, and her Mistress probably isn't the one dancing with her right now. Tonight is a bit of a free-for-all."
"I see," Caaisho said, which she visually could see, but she couldn't fathom how such a place would or could exist.
How could it even have been started?
"And tonight you're going to experience the true ecstasy of submission," Candace said.
Candace then turned and walked away after kissing her cheek, so Caaisho went and sat down at a table by herself. She needed some time to process what was going on in this weird place.
But she wasn't alone for fifteen seconds, before a large, pretty white woman said, pulling Caaisho back to her feet like a rag doll, "My name is Zelda, and you're coming with me."
Caaisho was shocked as this very large woman dragged her back to the middle of the dance floor and pulled her close to her. "Aren't you a pretty thing?" Zelda said.
"Please let me go," Caaisho said. "I don't know any Zeldas."
"We're just dancing, pretty girl," Zelda insisted, as she pulled the big-breasted teen tightly against her.
"I'm not at all comfortable with this," Caaisho said. This woman was very abrasive.
"No worries, I can help with that," Zelda said, and she placed one hand onto the teen's cheek, while her big other hand pulled her long dress up until she could fondle her pussy skin on skin. Then, "Why are you so wet, if you're not comfortable with this?" she argued.
"Please, no," Caaisho protested weakly with a moan, stunned that no one seemed to notice she was being molested and violated right in plain sight on the dance floor.
"It looks like you really need someone to work over this cunt," Zelda said bluntly, as she slid a finger inside her.
"W-w-what are you doing?" Caaisho stammered, embarrassed and excited at the same time.
"Finger banging you," Zelda said bluntly, as she began pumping the wet pussy.
"Oh, please," Caaisho moaned weakly, while pleasure consumed her after her day of relentless, frustrating, teasing with never any release.
"Please what? Please more?" Zelda asked, even though she knew that wasn't the overwhelmed teen's meaning.
"This is just..." Caaisho began to say, as Zelda furiously pumped her plump fingers inside her.
"This is just what?" Zelda asked, knowing this girl was on the brink of utter obedience... like so many other initially unwilling submissives.
"It's just, I... oh..." Caaisho moaned, as the pleasure, just like with Danielle, consumed her, and it turned her into a willing wanton slut instead of a prim and proper Muslim good girl.
Zelda pulled out and spun the teen around, bent her over, and started grinding on her uncovered backside, while she reached around and slid two fingers back into the horny teen.
"Oh fuck," Caaisho moaned, noticing that some people actually had noticed her being violated, but instead of coming to her rescue, they were only watching intently while this big dyke banged her... and... frustratingly again... it was really turning her on!
As Zelda fingered her, still also grinding from behind, she said, "I've never banged a slutty Muslim before."
"Oh fuck," Caaisho repeated, ashamed and turned on, especially when she noticed her audience was growing.
Zelda knew she mustn't let the pet come yet, since that was one of the pre-auction rules... just explore, tease, and abandon. So she pulled her fingers out again, spun the teen around like a spinning top, slid two fingers back inside her and said, "Do you want to come?"
"Y-y-esssss," Caaisho moaned, completely at the whim of this large, scary, aggressive, woman.
"Nice ass," someone said from behind her, and they squeezed Caaisho's ass.
Caaisho looked back to see a grandma-looking woman, one you'd think made cookies for her grandchildren, squeezing her ass.
"Yes, she's the full package," Zelda agreed as she pulled her fingers out of the teen, knowing the submissive was too close to coming to continue fingering her.
Zelda shoved her large fingers into Caaisho's mouth and finger fucked her face.
Caaisho was shocked and humiliated, but she was surprised by the sweet taste of her own pussy.
Suddenly hands were cupping her tits... a third woman!
"Fucking amazing puppies," a woman with a heavy English accent said, as she cupped them.
"I'll let you two continue enjoying her," Zelda said, walking away.
Caaisho couldn't believe she was being molested in the middle of this dance floor, and nobody was stepping in to put a stop to it! What kind of place was this?
The woman squeezing her tits was a little younger than the others and very pretty, but she was equally aggressive; the woman lifted her knee up to Caaisho's pussy and began rubbing it with her hand. "Hump it, slut," the woman ordered.
Caaisho was humiliated by this molestation, and yet frustratingly, she was turned on and felt she needed to obey... her pussy once again ruling her mind. She didn't even notice she'd already obeyed, and her body once again had betrayed her.
"Good girl," the woman smirked, loving the sight of this hot teenager humping her leg.
"Oh fuck," Caaisho moaned, mortified she was doing this, and was unable to control herself... in part because she remembered Danielle ordering her to do whatever anyone told her to, but more because she so desperately needed to come!
"I'll be seeing you later," the British woman said and walked away... just before Caaisho was able to come.
Caaisho again returned to the table, very weakly... and had a drink of cold water. She downed the glass just as a woman with an actual mohawk, who might actually have been a guy, reached for her hand.
"Come with me," Mare, short for Mary, a common name that no one would dare call her, ordered in a gruff way, which kept Caaisho unsure if this was a male or a female... but one thing was for sure, there was no way she could disobey her.
Caaisho was literally dragged back onto the dance floor as the lights were dimmed even further, and a slow jazz number began playing.
Caaisho discovered this was a woman when she was pulled tightly close and felt her breasts pressing against her chest. "Ever been with someone like me?" Mare asked.
"No," Caaisho answered, as she was literally lifted off the ground while they danced.
"Kiss me," Mare ordered.
"I am..." Caaisho began, as Mare's lips mashed into hers.
Mare shoved her tongue down her throat, literally mouth fucking her. Mare loved aggressive kissing... she found that many straight women, and many very pretty women of whatever orientation, would start coming back to her after one aggressive kiss at a bar. Mar was a bouncer at a popular bar downtown. She averaged four plus straight girls a week, almost all of them married women or college babes. They all fell for a woman who could dominate them.
Caaisho tried to return the kiss as was no doubt expected, but she couldn't reciprocate with that aggressive tongue exploring her mouth. Whoever heard of an overpoweringly strong tongue! But here it was. It was so disgusting, yet it somehow turned her on. Why oh why did gross, aggressive things turn her on so much?
Then Mare, loving to leave them a little disheveled and wanting more, unexpectedly broke the kiss, pushed the wide-eyed girl away, and sauntered off without another word.
Caaisho just stood there, stunned.
What had just happened?
She didn't have enough time to process any of it, before another woman, this one with more piercings than anyone could ever fathom making sense, grabbed her by the shoulders, stared her in the face and asked, "So... do you take it in the ass?"
"Excuse me?" Caaisho asked.



"It's a simple question, you dumb fuck. Do you like a dick in your ass?" the blunt woman asked.
"No, I never..." Caaisho began... lying. It was far from a simple question... coming from a total stranger, it was astonishing!
"Oh my, then you're an anal virgin," she smiled like a feral vixen, loving to break in virgin assholes.
"Yes," Caaisho said, remembering how much she'd loved Danielle's strap-on dick in her ass, and the pleasure and pain principle she'd learned.
"Well, we can fix that pretty quickly," she offered, as she reached her hand under the dress and pressed her middle finger against the teen's allegedly virginal back door.
Caaisho's eyes went wide as she felt the finger attempting to invade her ass.
"Back off, bitch! It's my turn to inspect the merchandise," Sharon interrupted. And in spite of this new woman's aggressive appearance, Caaisho was thankful as the finger and its attached woman did back off.
"Later," the anal seductress smiled as she walked away.
"Merchandise?" Caaisho asked, as her dance partner changed yet again.
"Yes," Sharon nodded, calming down immediately, but not really explaining her appraisal, as she admired the Muslim bombshell. Amazing humongous tits, amazing ass. Pretty charcoal face. She'd definitely be an expensive item tonight... and would almost certainly go for the highest amount. The question was... was she worth it? "So Danielle tells me she owns you."
Caaisho wasn't sure if that was a question or a statement. Either way, it was humiliating. As had been having her ass mauled from behind. This woman was hard to read. She was very pretty, unlike many of the other women here... or at least the ones who'd shown an interest in her. She had very large tits. She had a lot of similarities to Danielle, and yet she was utterly gorgeous. And apparently she knew Danielle.
"Answer the question," Sharon ordered firmly, as she pinched both erect nipples through the see-
through abaya... which was amazing... someone had found a way to make the most decorous item of clothing ever, one that was supposed to completely hide a woman's figure and femininity, and they'd transformed it into one of the hottest, kinkiest, fashion statements ever.
Caaisho moaned as her sensitive nipples were pinched. "Yes ma'am, Mistress Danielle owns me."
"And you'll always do whatever she expects you to do, correct?" Sharon asked, as she teased the hard nipples.
"Yes, ma'am," Caaisho moaned, this slightly painful attention to her nipples really turning her on.
"Good," Sharon smiled, and she slid one of her hands under the abaya and rubbed the teen's wet pussy. "You're in for the time of your life tonight!"
Caaisho let out a loud moan as her pussy got rubbed.
Sharon knowing the power of the tease, and having a sixth sense about when a woman was about to come, took her hand away and snapped her fingers. "I've decided that you're going to be tonight's finale."
Caaisho was so frustrated by all these starts and stops during the entire day. She desperately wanted... no, she needed... to come!
"Take her backstage," Sharon ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," a younger woman said, appearing from nowhere, and admiring this dark-skinned beauty.
Caaisho was taken by the hand and led down a hallway and into a room. The girl, named Anastasia, said, "Freshen up, and go the washroom if you need to, and if you want to use some, there's plenty of makeup next to that mirror, just help yourself. You won't be summoned for at least half an hour."
"Summoned for what?" Caaisho asked.
"You'll see," she smiled, wishing she could use her right now, but that wasn't her role tonight.
Caaisho was then left completely alone. She went pee. She looked at herself in the mirror, and decided her face was still as gorgeous as she'd ever seen it, so she didn't need any more makeup. She struggled to understand where she was. She went to the door... it was securely locked from the other side. She began to panic. She was the finale. What did that mean? Was she being sold into slavery? She banged on the door... she screamed.
A large woman entered the room. She ignored the pretty girl's protests, and made some amazingly effective hypnotic gestures to put her to sleep for a bit.
Caaisho tried to keep protesting, but she faded away quickly.
...
Caaisho woke up groggily, feeling a slow buzzing inside her.
"Do I hear five hundred?" a woman asked.
"Five hundred!"
"Do I hear six hundred?"
"Six fifty!"
Caaisho was confused. She was sitting straddled on something that was causing those vibrations inside her.
"Six seventy-five!"
She was also blindfolded and gagged.
"Eight hundred!"
"Fast and furious," the hostess said. "Do I hear nine hundred?"
Caaisho tried to move, but someone's pushed her back down... onto something that was vibrating.
"No? Nobody?" The hostess asked. "Samantha is a submissive little pet who'll eat your cunt to multiple orgasms!"
"And my virgin ass needs fucking," Samantha said boldly, never having attracted a thousand dollar bid, and she really wanted to reach that special four-digit figure. This was her fourth time here. Fourth time on the auction block.
"A thousand!"
"There ya go," the hostess approved.
"A thousand fifty!"
Caaisho was terrified!
Edith, Sharon's granddaughter, whispered, "Sit still, slut. You're up next."
"Do I hear eleven hundred?"
Silence.
"Going once, twice, and sold... to Tabitha!" the hostess announced, as clapping rang out.
"And now, a first timer here at Le Chateau Club Mansion, the sweet and newest pet of Danielle," the hostess declared, "and also the blackest... the gorgeous Caaisho!"
Caaisho's eyes went wide! She was at last completely awake, and she realized what was happening. She was being sold in some sort of human slave trade auction!
"We will start the bidding at..." the hostess began, but she was interrupted.
"Five hundred!" Angela called out, having never had a Muslim before.
Edith removed the blindfold, but she kept the ball gag in place, and Caaisho was suddenly looking around at all the older woman sitting on chairs and holding auction paddles.
Caaisho tried to speak, but the ball gag did its job.
"Oh my, that was a crazy opening bid," the hostess said. "It's never begun that high before!"
"Six hundred!" Zelda called out, although she'd already won a bid for the Japanese Kaiko... she could always take home two for the night. She'd only had to pay two hundred and seventy-five bucks for Kaiko, so she couldn't have passed on that bargain.
"Seven hundred!"
"Eight hundred!"
Caaisho was feeling so rattled! She looked down and saw she was straddling a strange contraption that was vibrating, albeit at a slow speed, So it was 'only' keeping her frustratingly horny, but she was equally terrified.
Caaisho didn't think this was a human trafficking gang anymore though... just a sex club. Well... probably. She wasn't a hundred percent sure.
"A thousand!" Angela called out. She really wanted this chick. She'd long harboured some kinky racial fantasies she was already imagining bringing to fruition.
Someone will pay a thousand dollars for me? To do what? Caaisho was amazed and bewildered.
"Someone must be willing to cough up twelve hundred for this Somali beauty," the hostess cajoled. "She was turned only two days ago!"
"Twelve hundred!" Betty, a woman in her late fifties bid. She loved black women, but she'd never had a black Muslim.
"Fifteen hundred!" Cameron called out. Cameron was a 1960s movie star, whose years of plastic surgery had made her look like a bit of a circus freak.
Edith whispered, "You're very popular."
Caaisho couldn't believe there was a bidding war being waged over her.
The hostess said, "Two grand. Who will pay two thousand dollars for this big tittied, big bootied plaything?"
"Two thousand!" Angela said, waving her paddle around vigorously, although this was as high as she could go. Her husband always gave her a limit for these charity functions even though he had no idea what she was bidding on. Angela had won the bidding for three girls in the past four months... her highest bid had been fourteen hundred for Karen Kane, a surprise pet, who was a minor pop star. She didn't even know where the money was going this time. The first time it was a women's shelter, the second time it was for the SPCA, and last time it was another event to support Daphne Greene's 2024 presidential bid.
"Remember this is the last pet of the night. You don't want to go home tonight without an overnight bimbo plaything," the hostess said. "And according to Danielle, this big-boobed Somali is the most submissive... and once she's warmed up, the most enthusiastic pet she's ever turned."
"Three thousand!"
"Four thousand!"
Caaisho gasped into her ball gag.
"Let's hear what the pet herself has to say," the hostess said, thinking the cute Muslim might break the record of eighty-eight hundred for movie star Priscilla Jones more than a year ago. They hadn't even reached five thousand in three months.
Edith whispered, "I know this has been a frustrating day for you. But be a good girl, and you'll finally be allowed to come."
Caaisho felt the ball gag removed and the vibrations turned up slightly. She literally didn't know what to say.
The hostess asked, "How are you doing tonight, Caaisho?"
"I'm a little confused," Caaisho admitted with a moan.
"Are you Danielle's pet?"
"Yes ma'am," Caaisho admitted.
"And do you understand why you're here?"
"Not really," Caaisho answered, even though the evidence was becoming pretty clear.
"We're a secret lesbian society that raises money for charity by auctioning off sexy pets for a night of unconditional submission," the hostess, a chubby white-haired woman, explained.
Caaisho didn't say anything. This was kind of what she'd assumed and hoped, based on the lesser of two evils principle... the worse alternative being a lifetime of actual slavery.
"And it appears that many of us would love to indulge in some of your dark chocolate," the hostess added.
"Five thousand!"
"Six thousand!"
"I mean some of us really want you," the hostess said, a little shocked herself at the wild bidding. "You're already closing in on the highest bid ever, of eighty-eight hundred dollars."
Caaisho couldn't explain how or why, but instantly her competitive streak surged to the fore. It happened at school whenever someone else scored a higher mark than hers. It had happened in high school in Florida when there was a possibility she wouldn't be the Valedictorian at the graduation ceremony. So although she was nervous, a little terrified, and a lot horny she said, trying to appear smug and confident, "That's not so surprising. Why wouldn't they?"
"I like it!" the hostess roared, "why wouldn't they indeed?"
"Seven thousand!" Angela bid, knowing her husband would kill her, but she really had to have this girl!
"Eight thousand!" Betty called out, She could get multiple orgasms from a girl with that kind of attitude!
"Eighty-five hundred!" Angela bid, a bit worried this could lead to a divorce if she won... but her lust for this stunning girl's pussy was overriding her pretended interest in her husband's small cock... and besides, she wore the pants in her house anyway... metaphorically.
"Ten thousand," Sharon finally jumped in, calling out a bid for the first time tonight.
"A new all-time record!" the hostess announced.
Angela cursed, "Fuck!" Potentially angry husband or not, bullish stock market or not, even she didn't dare to go that high.
But Betty wasn't giving up yet. "Eleven thousand!"
Sharon went for the kill, knowing this horse race... or rather filly race... was only going to end one way... with her taking home the prize. "Fifteen thousand smackeroos!"
Ooooos and aaaahs resounded through the stunned partygoers.
The hostess even stammered, "F-f-fifteen thousand?"
Caaisho couldn't believe it. Why would anyone want to pay that much money for her? She was utterly flattered and flabbergasted, but was also determined to be worth every penny of it. She didn't even realize she was speaking until the words were out of her mouth. "Mistress," she asserted, since this woman had obviously earned the honorific, "this will be the best fifteen thousand dollars you've ever spent!"
"That it will," Sharon agreed with a big smile, confident that the bidding war was over.
"Fifteen thousand! Do I hear sixteen?"
Everyone knew it was over, and soon the hostess announced, "Going once, going twice, and sold! to the birthday girl, for a new record of fifteen grand!"
Everyone clapped as the hostess said, "Today's donations will go a long way towards supporting Senator Daphne Green's presidential campaign."
More clapping.
"Winning bidders, please pay Beth at the table, and then feel free to claim your pet for the night," the hostess finished.
Caaisho was stunned by how much she'd been sold for. And for only one night!
She was flattered.
Oddly excited.
She was eager to prove her worth.
Yes, it was humiliating.
Undignified.
Just about as anti-feminist as it could get... yet she was horny as fuck.
"Follow me," Sharon said, snapping her fingers and pointing to the floor.
Edith helped Caaisho out of her bonds and to the floor, and she began crawling, like the pet she was, behind her Mistress of the night. Or at least she tried. But in her long abaya crawling was impossible until she hiked it up to her waist, so her knees could touch the floor. She knew she was presenting quite the salacious picture like this, but probably not much worse than any of the other 'slave' girls.
Caaisho could feel wetness leaking out of her as she crawled. She couldn't believe how natural it felt to be on all fours. She couldn't believe how good it felt.
Sharon went to Beth's table, pulled out her purse and counted out one hundred and fifty hundred dollar bills. Caaisho watched the transaction while Beth meticulously counted the bills again, amazed and flattered that someone would pay that kind of money for a night with her... and was carrying around that much cash in her purse.
"Quite the prize," the younger Beth said, looking down her nose at the outrageously expensive pet.
"Yes, I certainly am," Caaisho retorted, not appreciating the girl's tone. Especially when she herself was clothed in only a babydoll nightgown with stockings and heels, her outfit just as see-through as Caaisho's, and she was still acting all hoity toity.
"We shall see," Sharon said, glancing down at the surprisingly spunky pet.
"Take her up to my bedroom, Edith," Sharon ordered.
"Yes, grandma," the overweight college girl said. She was looking forward to sitting on the Muslim girl's face.
"I'll be up to join you in a few moments," Sharon said, looking down at her pet.
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho agreed happily, certain this was the correct way to address her until she could return to her real Mistress.
"You're so well trained," Sharon smiled, impressed by Danielle's quick but thorough training.
"I'm a well-trained bimbo slut for your pleasure, Mistress," Caaisho said, not having any idea what this woman's name was.
"Yes. Yes you are," Sharon agreed, as her granddaughter snapped her fingers at the pet.
"Let's go, bitch," Edith ordered, loving the few times she was given power over the pets, all of whom were prettier than she was.
Caaisho obeyed, and she ignored the many looks she received as she followed the fat college girl out of the ballroom, down a hallway, up a long, winding flight of stairs, and down another hallway.
...
Meanwhile, still downstairs in the ballroom, Sharon approached Angela and offered, "If you give eight thousand to Beth, you're invited to join me in an hour."
"I wanted her for myself," Angela complained, hating how Sharon almost always won the hottest auction of the night.
Sharon was her best friend, but she was still tired of always losing to her.
"Take it or leave it," Sharon shrugged, hoping she could double or more tonight's donations for her good friend Senator Greene.
"No best friend discount?" Angela asked.
Sharon shrugged, "Sure. Seven thousand."
Angela sighed. Sharon turned to walk away when Angela, really wanting to play with this Muslim hottie, asked, "Where do I pay?"
"Pay Beth at the desk," Sharon said, as she looked around for the also well-off Betty.
She saw her leaning against a wall and sipping a glass of wine, and she sauntered over. "For ten grand, in an hour and a half I'll let you join me and my newest pet for a fun little orgy."
"I'm in," Betty agreed without hesitation. Money wasn't really an object for her, and this was only the second time in a year she hadn't purchased a pet.
"Go pay at the desk, and someone will come and get you when it's time," Sharon instructed.
"Will do," Betty said, happy to get some playtime with the new pet, and perhaps with some of the other girls and women too.
Sharon had already more than doubled the evening's money, and she still had one more woman to approach.
...
Meanwhile upstairs, Caaisho was led into a large bedroom, so large it was quadruple the size of her own luxurious one. Perhaps even bigger.
Edith lifted her dress, pulled down her panties, and grabbed the pretty girl's head. "Get eating, slut!"
Caaisho's face was suddenly buried in a hairless pussy, and so she just did what she was told. She licked. The pussy was already wet, and without any pubic hair, it was a lot easier to dine on. She parted the chubby girl's fat pussy lips, and explored within.
...
Sharon approached Hannah, who'd bid six thousand dollars, and asked, "Want to share in my pet?"
"Is my cunt wet?" Hannah asked.
"I imagine so," Sharon laughed. Hannah was always crude and blunt.
"I'm in," Hannah said.
"Just pay Beth your six thousand ," Sharon said.
"Six thou?"
"That was your highest bid for the girl, no?"
"Yes, but...."
"But nothing," Sharon interrupted. "All the proceeds are going to the Greene campaign. You don't want that crazy bigoted man back in office again, do you?"
"Yes, fine," Hannah sighed. "I'll go and pay."
"Someone will come and get you," Sharon said.
"Aaahaaah, so it's first dibs to you, of course," Hannah smiled.
"What? I paid more than double what you're paying. And besides, I need to check out the merchandise first," Sharon shrugged.
"Have fun," Hannah laughed, as Sharon turned away.
"Oh, I will," Sharon replied, going upstairs to do just that.
...
"Eat that cunt, you dumb bimbo," Edith ordered.
Caaisho's tongue probed the fat pussy, hungry to taste the aggressive fat girl's cunt cum. Would it taste the same as Danielle's? There were some similarities in wetness and scent, but they weren't identical. She wondered if the lack of hair had anything to do with it.
"I see you're enjoying my purchase?" Sharon said, watching her granddaughter riding the Muslim's face.
"I just couldn't wait to test her out," Edith said, close to orgasm.
"How good is she?" Sharon asked, having shared a few of her wins with her granddaughter in the past... hoping to get her out of her shy, insecure shell. Clearly it had worked. Edith's persona was now transformed night and day from how she was before she began accompanying her to Le Chateau Club Mansion.
Caaisho knew the fat girl was close, and so she attacked her clit with the vigor of a cunt-crazed slut... which she was.
"Soooo goooooooood," Edith almost went into convulsions, while her orgasm possessed her after just a couple minutes of the black girl's aggressive tongue.
Caaisho eagerly lapped up the cum flowing out of the fat girl... which was different from her Mistress's, but it still had quite an enticing taste.



Sharon watched, as she pondered what she wanted to do with this precious gift for her 60th birthday.
She also texted Danielle: What a perfect pet!
Danielle was finishing up her dinner with her mother, which she made happen every Sunday evening no matter what, at the assisted living home.
Which was why she never attended these Sunday fun events. Yet, she'd arrived late to share a pet with Sharon on occasion. She replied: I knew you would love her. How much did you pay?
Sharon responded: 15,000.
Danielle gasped: Fuck off!
"Guzzle down all my cum, you hungry Muslim dyke," Edith demanded, as she kept coming and coming.
Caaisho didn't like the term dyke, it was so crude, but she did like the taste of the fat girl's cum and, of course, she kept licking.
Sharon responded: True story. Now get your ass out here.
Danielle smiled: I'll be there in another hour or two.
Sharon smiled as she wandered over to her bed: She'll have eaten half a dozen pussies by then.
Danielle retorted: Only half a dozen?
Sharon replied: Or more of course.
Danielle responded, as dessert arrived: Finishing up dinner with Mom. I'll be there when I can.
Sharon respected Danielle's family dedication. Her mother had been alone for two years since her husband passed away, and Danielle had made the drive ninety minutes each way every Sunday. For a dominant seductress, this was a hidden side of her few people knew about.
Edith let go of Caaisho's head and said, "Fuck, you're a dirty slut."
"Says my lesbian granddaughter," Sharon smirked.
"You taught me well," Edith countered.
"Go find some other club members to serve," Sharon ordered.
"Yes, grandmother," Edith said, and she walked out.
Caaisho wondered if these two had an incestuous relationship, while she remained on her knees like a good pet.
Sharon, able to read the pet's face, answered the unspoken question, "No, we haven't had sex with each other. I've just encouraged her to explore her sexuality around here."
"No need to explain, Mistress," Caaisho said as she mindlessly crawled to the bed where Sharon was sitting cross-legged.
"You may be the most obedient pet I've ever met," Sharon said, really impressed by the girl's complete obedience.
"I aim to please, Mistress," Caaisho replied. completely committed to her submissive mindset. She needed more pussy... plus, did a grandmother and granddaughter have similar tastes... enquiring minds wanted to know.
She needed to please. She also needed to come!
"So you do," Sharon smiled, as she uncrossed her legs. "And what exactly do you want, my pet?"
"To be your complete mindless pleasure bimbo slut," Caaisho responded, no shame in her response... just a wholehearted acceptance of her new reality.
"What would your mother say about all this?" Sharon asked, as she slipped out of her heels.
This reminder of her mother brought her back to the cold reality of her situation. But lust and obedience (obedience having been taught to her by her parents since birth... so the way she was now was partly their fault for the years of brainwashing her without preparing her at all for the challenges of America) now consumed and controlled her. "She would disown me in a heartbeat!"
"Perhaps. But what if she's very much like you?" Sharon asked, as she brought her nylon-clad foot to the teen's mouth.
"What do you mean?" Caaisho asked, just as five slightly smelly nylon-clad toes were suddenly in her face.
"I imagine that your mother is already in Danielle's crosshairs," Sharon answered, as she stuck her toes in the teen's mouth. "Suck on each toe."
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho replied, as she tried to process Sharon's thought. There was no way... although she now recalled Danielle briefly hinting something similar during one of her heated moments of pleasure... and she'd even agreed it would be hot.
"Do you think that once Danielle starts bearing down, your mother will be able to resist her?" Sharon asked, as her pinky toe got sucked.
Caaisho sucked the toe through the nylon, which was a little sweaty, a little smelly, and a lot degrading. But the more degrading, the bigger the turn-on. "Yes," she answered, not able to even begin envisioning her mother succumbing like she had.
"Are you sure?" Sharon asked. "You fell pretty quickly, and I understand that at first you protested quite vigorously."
Caaisho recalled the wildness of her past two days as she sucked on the second toe. She finally answered, "Since she's given birth to me and my six brothers, my mother must have felt pleasure before, so it won't come as such a surprise."
"True," Sharon agreed. "But sex with a woman, with a dominant woman, is a completely different mental and physical euphoria than the wham, bam than you ma'am of a quick-shooting guy."
"I guess," Caaisho replied now doing the middle toe.
"Sex with a man is a short sprint, while sex with a woman is mostly a lovely journey, with only a bit of sprinting near the finish line," Sharon said, smiling at the impressively apt simile.
"I wouldn't know," Caaisho answered, not out of remorse for never being with a man, but just the truth. She advanced to the fourth toe.
"Trust me," Sharon said. "I was married for a long fucking time, and fucking men isn't worth the effort."
Caaisho wondered if her Mom agreed with that sentiment. If so, she hid it well, but she did seem a little said a bit too often. Did she hate the male-dominated regime she'd always been forced to live under?
"Your Mom will likely be easy pickings for Danielle," Sharon said.
Danielle, like many of the women here, had mastered the art of seduction. High school seniors, bankers, lawyers, teachers, lonely housewives, college girls, and every other possible calling. Women were usually just a psychological manipulation away from discovering their inner and true calling.
"I can't imagine," Caaisho said, now sucking on the big toe. Except she was imagining just that. If her Mom did succumb to Danielle, then she couldn't disown her. Her Dad still could and would, but she'd always been much closer to her Mom than to her Dad.
Sharon directed her other foot to the teen and said, "Lick my entire sweaty sole."
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho obeyed, as she tried to process everything this woman was telling her. Were all women living a lie perpetrated by men? Or at least all the ones who hadn't yet seen through the scam and started resisting it?
Sharon watched this black beauty servicing her soles. She too was building upon Danielle's seduction... layer upon layer of training.
"Toes next," Sharon ordered.
Caaisho obeyed, sucking each toe individually until she'd completed all ten.
"What are you thinking?" Sharon asked.
"A lot of things," Caaisho admitted.
"Like?"
"Well, my Mom for one," Caaisho answered.
"Yes?"
"And if it's really possible for her to be seduced away from all that harmful morality too."
"I guarantee she can be seduced," Sharon said, knowing that very few women didn't fall once they caught on to how the bullshit system worked. Of course there were exceptions, but it was unlikely they'd be Muslim women who'd been resentfully submissive for their entire lives to men.
"I still can't fathom," Caaisho said.
"Trust me," Sharon said. "Your mother is scheduled for a major sexual awakening very soon. And if you support her in that awakening, she might be very angry with you at first, but soon she'll be calling you her hero. It took you... what... about two days and three nights to get from being a naïve prude to spreading your wings as a slut well worth fifteen grand for a night's so-called work."
Part of Caaisho liked that, they would be the same; another part liked it because her Mom should know the pleasure that comes with submission; yet another part of her thought she should be protecting her mother from falling down to sexual rock bottom... although she didn't feel she was the least bit at rock bottom. She asked, "May I lick you?"
"Is that what you want?" Sharon spread her legs wider apart.
"Yes, Mistress, I want to please you," she said as she was suddenly looking at a very red haired pussy.
"Beg," she ordered.
"Please, Mistress, allow your black bimbo pet to serve you in whichever ways you wish," Caaisho pleaded, desperate to serve and to dine.
"Take off your dress," Sharon ordered.
"It's called an abaya," Caaisho clarified.
"Sorry," Sharon said, as she got off the bed. "But lose it. I just want to see that body up close and personal."
Caaisho stood up and pulled the diaphanous see-through fabric off of her as she joked, "I'm not sure this left much to the imagination in the first place."
Sharon laughed too, as she cupped the large firm tits in both her hands. "True, but now the view is even better. And these bazookas are exceptional!"
Caaisho, now confident in the visual power of her tits and ass, replied confidentially, "Yes, I know."
"There's some confidence behind that submissive persona; I like it," Sharon said, a little surprised, as she bent down to suck the huge, hard nipple into her mouth.
"Before Danielle turned me into a cunt-addicted hungry slave, I was very confident about who I was," Caaisho said with a moan. Allah, did she love getting her nipples sucked.
"And now?" Sharon asked, as she bit down on the nipple.
"I'm still confident," Caaisho said, "I'm just confident about new things."
"Such as?" Sharon asked, as she sucked the nipple into her mouth, and as much of the breast as she could manage.
"Now I'm confident I can eat your cunt to a climactic eruption," Caaisho answered confidently. "I'm confident I can excel at whatever sexual task you wish of me, no matter how disgusting some people might consider it to be, and to obey you wholeheartedly, but without groveling, unless you specifically require that of me."
"Impressive. And?" Sharon asked, as she went to the other tit.
"And I'm confident I'll be the best cunt-munching, cock-taking, bimbo slave you've ever had," Caaisho doubled down on her guarantees.
"We shall test that," Sharon smiled. This teen was very full of herself, but she could likely back up every word of her claims.
"Please do," Caaisho moaned. "Do you like my big, fat, black tits?"
"They're very impressive," Sharon admitted.
"And my inch-long nipples?"
"They're amazingly big and hard." Sharon continued to idolize and worship them.
"Yes, all Somali girls have amazing tits and nipples," Caaisho bragged.
"And asses, too," Sharon added, as she reached around and squeezed the big, black, booty cheeks.
"That's our trademark," Caaisho agreed, enjoying the hands-on way this red-haired beauty of a white woman was admiring her gorgeous black body.
"Turn around and rest your hands on the bed," Sharon ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho replied, gracefully doing as she was told.
Sharon bent down, spread the big, black, ass cheeks and buried her face between them, licking the puckered asshole.
"Oh yes, eat my asshole, Mistress," Caaisho moaned, the tongue probing her hole feeling surprisingly pleasant.
"And I'm going to fuck it later," Sharon revealed.
"Oh," Caaisho moaned, not from the idea, but the tongue on her hole. After her first ass fucking, she was more than willing to take another dick up her poop chute.
"I'm guessing you're a back door virgin," Sharon surmised, the asshole so tight, she couldn't even get the tip of her tongue inside.
"No, Mistress," Caaisho admitted. "Mistress Danielle has already sodomized me."
"Of course she has," Sharon sighed, hoping there was something she could be the first to do to this submissive black beauty. "Do you want to get ass fucked again?" she asked.
"I'm just a bimbo fuck slut, and I'm yours to use however you wish, Mistress," the teen responded.
"I know, my nasty pet. But do you want to get ass fucked again?"
"I did enjoy getting sodomized the first time," the teen willingly admitted.
"Mmmmm, I bet you did," Sharon agreed, amazed at the depth of this girl's submissive nature, and yet the confidence that also bubbled inside her... the mixture was a strange and intriguing paradox... and this black booty was just made for dick. "Do you want to be a bimbo ass slut?" she asked, slapping her ass hard.
"Y-y-yes!" Caaisho yelped, surprised by the sudden slap.
"Because you love old white women?" Sharon asked, slapping her ass again.
"Yes, yes, yes," Caaisho agreed, surprised that this spanking also turned her on. "I love older white women using me for their black slave."
Sharon pulled Caaisho up, spun her around, and kissed her. Hard.
Caaisho returned the kiss, melting into the passion, becoming one with her Maîtresse de la nuit.
Sharon squeezed the teen's ass, cupped her breasts, and said, "Fuck, I Love your fat, black tits."
"And I love being your bimbo slut," Caaisho replied.
Sharon picked Caaisho up and threw her onto the bed.
"Oh yes, use me, Mistress," Caaisho cried out, turned on by the dominant move.
"Hungry?" Sharon asked, as she pulled her dress off, remaining in her bra to hold her big tits in
place... although they weren't nearly as large as Caaisho's... pulled off her panties, and straddled the very pretty black girl.
"Starving," Caaisho answered, as she realized she actually was really hungry. For pussy yes, but she also hadn't eaten any food since lunch.
"For hairy granny cunt?" Sharon added, lowering that exact item onto the teen's face.
"I love hairy, granny cunt," Caaisho responded, as she began licking.
"Oh yes, bitch, eat my box," Sharon moaned, as the tongue contacted her slightly wet pussy.
"So yummy," Caaisho said, knowing that using this word made her sound like a dumb, bimbo bitch.
Sharon leaned down and pinched the teen's hard nipples while she was being licked.
"Oh yes, pinch my nipples," Caaisho moaned.
"Why are they so hard?" Sharon asked, loving to hear this girl degrade herself.
"Because I'm a submissive lesbian cunt-craving bimbo black bitch, in lust with hairy boxes," Caaisho replied, between hungry laps between the wet pussy lips, a little of the intimate wetness running into her nose.
Sharon reached down and roughly pulled the teen's legs apart. "Keep these limbs wide apart, you dumb black bitch."
"Sorry, Mistress," Caaisho apologized, as she spread her legs wide open for easy access.
"Bad girl!" Sharon scolded, slapping the teen's fat pussy lips.
"Oh yes! So sorry, Mistress," Caaisho moaned loudly at the intense pleasure.
"You want to be disciplined?" Sharon asked, as she began grinding on the teen's face, coating the face with her wetness.
"Yes, Mistress, punish your dumb black slave," Caaisho answered, realizing she was taking American black civil rights back generations with her responses. She could feel the wetness all over her face. Her forehead. Her hair.
It was like a facewash. One of her brothers had given her a snow facewash during that first winter in America on a ski trip to Smuggler's Notch Resort in Vermont. This experience was similar, except it was warm and delicious.
Sharon slapped the teen's twat three times.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Caaisho screamed into the pussy on her face. Her words were stifled, but the pleasure and pain principle really came into effect.
"Oh yes, you're such a good bad girl," Sharon said. (This was one of the rare times an oxymoron actually worked.)
Caaisho did indeed feel like a good bad girl. She wanted to be the best bad girl ever. She'd always wanted to be the best student in school (and had usually succeeded), and now she wanted to be the best student in her newest course of studies... Cunt Worship 101.
Sharon lifted her pussy and allowed her wetness to drip onto the teen's glistening face. "Admire my pussy, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho obeyed, looking up at the wet pussy, staring past the abundance of wet red and grey hair.
"What do you see?" Sharon asked, giving a single spank to the wet, wet teen pussy.
"A beautiful cunt, Mistress," Caaisho answered, as a little wetness oozed out of the pussy and dripped onto her forehead.
"You can do better than that," Sharon said, giving her two slaps.
"Ooooooh," Caaisho moaned, the slaps sending shockwaves of pleasure through her. She still hadn't come today, and now she desperately needed to. She answered, "I see a bouquet of red and grey tendrils, beautifully enhancing a pair of protruding pink pussy lips, that are as inviting as a pink orchid garden."
"Better," Sharon said, this time rubbing the teen's pussy for a couple seconds.
Oh, fuck yes," Caaisho moaned loudly.
"You really need to come, don't you?" Sharon asked, as wetness dripped onto the girl's face and trickled down.
"So badly, Mistress," Caaisho admitted. "Mistress Danielle didn't let me come all day."
"You poor girl," Sharon commiserated, as she climbed off of her pet and decided they'd both come together the way she loved it best... some direct pussy on pussy action.
"I know," Caaisho only kind of joked, as Sharon slowly slithered her legs between the teen's.
Caaisho realized what her Mistress was planning... just like Danielle. She recalled it was called tribbing.
Sharon's pussy rested against Caaisho's, and she began grinding slowly.
Caaisho did the same.
Sharon grasped Caaisho's leg for balance.
Caaisho mirrored her.
"Oh yes, fuck me, Mistress," Caaisho moaned, as they began grinding on each other's pussies.
"Grind on my cunt, you black bitch," Sharon ordered.
"Use my cunt for your pleasure," Caaisho replied, and as they both began grinding faster, both began writhing more, both began moaning louder, and they both had orgasms fast approaching.
"Oh yes, fuck!" Sharon moaned.
"Fuck! Rub my cunt," Caaisho moaned loudly, her long-forbidden orgasm building quickly.
"Come all over my cunt, you dumb slut," Sharon ordered, knowing the teen was close.
"Yes, yes, call me bad names," Caaisho pleaded, as she furiously ground on the older woman's cunt.
"Come now, you fucking useless black bitch, show me your worthiness," Sharon demanded.
"Yes, yes, yes, fucking yes, Mistress!" Caaisho screamed, as her orgasm finally erupted through her like a long-awaited tornado finally touching down.
"Good slut," Sharon purred, as she felt her pussy being filled with cum, which hastened her own building orgasm.
"Thank you!" Caaisho collapsed onto her back, even as Sharon kept furiously grinding.
"Get ready for my cunt cum to fill you, to claim you," Sharon growled, as she kept grinding, and then she erupted thirty seconds later, filling the teen's cunt with sprays of cunt cum.
"Yes, fill my cunt!" Caaisho moaned loudly, loving the feeling of cum gushing inside her.
"Take it all, bimbo," Sharon groaned, before she too collapsed backwards onto the bed.
Caaisho, still in her cunt-cum-craving lust, quickly spun around, even as her pussy leaked Sharon's cum out of it, and buried her face into the grey-haired box.
Sharon moaned, "Yes, lap up all my cunt cum, you insatiable slut."
Caaisho did just that, lapping up every drop of the sweet nectar that only comes from a cunt. She could never get enough. It was her new addiction. Her Mom was addicted to coffee. Her Dad to smoking. Her youngest brother to pop, and now she finally had an addiction, although not one she could share with her family or buy at a store... cunt cum.
Sharon lay still and enjoyed the teen's eager pussy, before she finally asked, "Are you still hungry?"
"I can't ever get enough cunt cum," Caaisho replied, still licking, still getting the slight tantalizing taste of the last remnants of both women's commingled pussy cum.



"Wait here," Sharon said, rolling off the bed and smiling, "You really are one of a kind."
"Thank you, Mistress," Caaisho replied. "I always try to do the very best I can at whatever I attempt."
"That you do," Sharon agreed, as she put her dress back on.
"Thank you, Mistress," Caaisho repeated, loving to get positive reinforcement that she was a good pet, and a good cunt muncher.
"I'll be back soon."
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho acknowledged, as she lay on the bed and waited patiently... her body still trembling ever so slightly from her intense orgasm... ready and willing to face whatever the rest of this night might bring... leaving tomorrow's consequences... for tomorrow... tonight she was a $15,000 lesbian slave, and she was going to make damn sure her Maîtresse de la nuit thought she was worth every penny.
An epic orgy wraps up Caaisho's wild Sunday... in chapter seven.
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Chapter 1: Caaisho and her Somali family move into the house next door to lesbian seductress Danielle. Danielle, using a sly seduction technique, mixed with some aggressive behavior (including some very non-consensual aspects) seduces and dominates her eighteen-year-old big breasted, big bootied neighbor.
Chapter 2: Caaisho wakes up mortified by what she allowed to happen to her, and by all the things she ended up willingly doing, yet after a brief resistance, she ends up submitting completely to her white 'Mommy' all over again.
Chapter 3: A short chapter, where Caaisho's determination to resist further temptation is mostly overcome by Danielle's adlib discourse about the harmful effects of everyday morality and the unnecessary guilt it provokes. Then her largely habitual resistance is fully washed away when she discovers the joys of a showerhead and eating ass.
Chapter 4: After one final and very brief resistance, Caaisho fully accepts her role as a submissive pet to her white neighbour and discovers the joys of sodomy.
Chapter 5: Caaisho now fully accepts her fate, and she receives a complete makeover for the special night that awaits her... paying for the services with her tongue.
Chapter 6: Caaisho wakes up in the back seat of a limo, and she finds herself delivered to a lesbian sex party for the rich and infamous and their half-naked pets, where she is teased mercilessly by various older women, before she is auctioned off for a night of complete servitude to the highest bidder.
Somali Pet Ch. 07
Sharon headed out and saw Amy, a nearby servant, and ordered her to find Angela, Betty and Hannah, and to send them to her room.
She grabbed a bottle of wine and some glasses, and returned to the room. Angela was following her, and she called ahead, "Was she worth fifteen grand?"
"Worth even more," Sharon smiled.
"Oh my," Angela said as she finished her wine, still walking briskly.
"Yes, she's one of a kind," Sharon said, as they reached her suite. (Le Chateau Club Mansion was partly a luxurious Party Central on the ground floor, and partly Grand Hotel, making lavish upstairs suites available to certain preferred women of means.)
Caaisho sat up on the bed and saw one of the women who'd bid on her entering the room. Two others entered just a few moments later, as Sharon poured the four of them some wine.
Caaisho could see each of them literally salivating, and could also see the hunger and lust in their eyes. And all because of her!
Sharon grabbed a blindfold and walked over to her pet. She asked, "Ready for some real fun?"
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho agreed, as she felt the blindfold being secured over her eyes.
"Good. Because each of these women have paid good money to play with you," Sharon explained.
"No worries, I'll be worth it," Caaisho replied confidently, as she directed her attention to the three new women... even though she could no longer see them.
"I'm first," Angela said, as she scrambled out of her clothes.
Beth countered, "I paid the second most after Sharon. I should go first."
"You'll each get a turn... or turns... together," Sharon said, as all three women got undressed. "I also have a selection of toys here, if you want to use them. She's completely subject to your will, but her asshole is off limits. That's mine."
"Fine," Hannah sighed, having thought a triple teaming gangbang would be fun.
"You can still pound her cunt or her face," Sharon offered brightly, as Betty joined Caaisho on the bed, pushed her onto her back, and sat on her face.
"Get licking, Muslim skank," Betty ordered.
Hannah came over and began cupping the big teen tits, as Caaisho began licking another pussy. "Yummy cunt," she said, as she cleared a path through the luxuriant hair, and moaned as her tits were mauled.
"What big fat tits!" Hannah praised as she squeezed, licked and sucked them.
"My turn," Angela said, as she roughly pushed Betty off of the teen's face.
"You three should rotate sitting on her face," Sharon arbitrated.
"Sure," Angela said, as she straddled the Muslim and ordered, "Get eating me, bitch."
"Yes, ma'am," Caaisho said, as she began licking another hairy snatch, although this one was less hairy.
"Ma'am!" Angela roared.
"Ma'am?" Betty scoffed.
Hannah rebuked teasingly, "What? She's just being polite to her elders, ma'ams."
"You're only two years younger than we are," Angela pointed out.
"That's an eternity," Hannah shot back.
"But I look younger than either of you," Angela laughed. "Except for our slut, of course."
"Seriously, these tits are magnificent," Hannah changed the subject, amazed by their size, heft and perfect symmetry.
"I had tits like that once," Betty said wistfully.
"When? During the Great Depression?" Hannah quipped.
"Fuck you," Betty said. Not angrily, but just because she couldn't think up a better comeback on the spur of the moment.
Caaisho wasn't listening, just exploring with her tongue. Each pussy's taste was similar, each scent was similar, but each of them also had subtle differences in both taste and aroma. Muskier or tangier, for example.
"Maybe I can fuck you after we bang the teen," Betty shrugged, as she went to grab a strap-on.
"My turn," Hannah said, eager to take the black teen's face for a ride.
"That's okay, I want to play with those titties, anyway," Angela agreed, even though she was enjoying the eager tongue.
"They are a lot of fun," Hannah said, as the two swapped places.
Angela crawled between the teen's legs and cupped both tits. "Holy shit, they're heavy!"
"Back breakers," Hannah agreed, as she lowered her trimmed pussy. She was a rare one who believed in tidy personal hygiene, unlike the rest of these cavewomen.
Caaisho discovered a new pussy, a new scent, and a new taste. Less hair, which made it easier to get directly to the pussy. She kept licking, even as the fire inside her burned while her tits were manhandled and her face used.
"Shit, she gets right to work," Hannah moaned, as her pussy was probed.
"Yeah, she's a real 'go licker'," Sharon chipped in, as she watched this lesbian orgy of sorts, giggling at her own play on words.
"Suck on my nipples," Caaisho demanded between licks.
"Her tits are very sensitive," Sharon explained.
"I see," Angela said, as she sucked a big, hard nipple between her lips.
"Yes, suck and bite them, just like that," Caaisho moaned, wanting them to know she was a dirty slut who needed to be used roughly.
"Sure, slut," Angela agreed generously, as she sucked and nibbled on the hard nipple.
"Focus on my cunt, you needy bitch," Hannah ordered, wanting the attention back on her.
"Sorry, ma'am," Caaisho apologized, and she attacked the pussy with renewed vigor.
"Good, bitch," Hannah moaned.
"Move over," Beth ordered, as she joined the other three on the king-sized bed.
"Why do you get to fuck her first?" Angela demanded.
"I paid the second most, and I'm already wearing the strap-on," Betty explained.
"Seems reasonable," Hannah shrugged, as she began slowly grinding on the teen's pretty face.
Angela reluctantly moved to the side, and kept playing with the big pillows of flesh, while Betty spread the teen's legs apart and asked, "Ready to get fucked, slut?"
"Yes please, fuck your black bimbo bitch," Caaisho begged, dying to have a cock inside her.
"So hot," Hannah observed.
"Such a nasty bitch," Betty added, as she slid inside the teen's pink pussy.
"For well aged white cunt, I am," Caaisho replied wickedly, wanting that cock to really slam into her.
"Shit, is she for real?" Angela laughed.
"One hundred percent authentic," Sharon assured her.
"Well worth the money," Hannah approved, as the teen's tongue really probed inside her.
"Oh fuck!" Caaisho moaned, as the cock began slowly fucking her.
"Pound that pussy Betty, and let's see what these natural beauties do about it," Angela urged.
"Sure thing," Betty agreed, and she slammed into the teen.
"Mother fucker, yes," Caaisho moaned wickedly.
"Oh my, what language," Hannah said, amused. She'd fucked many mothers in her time, as well as their daughters. She especially loved seducing a mother and a daughter 1imultaneously.
Thinking her next words would likely really shock the group, Caaisho added, "Yes Mommy, fuck me."
"Mommy?" Angela asked.
"Yes Mommy, fuck your baby girl's young cunt," Caaisho said, as she raised her ass a few inches above the bed.
"Holy shit, that's hot," Hannah said.
"Yeah, she's really a bitch in heat," Angela added.
"Well, fuck her then," Sharon said, watching these three dykes doing a pretty shitty job of dominating the needy girl.
"Right, right," Betty said, a little surprised by the teen's Mommy talk, but deciding to play along. "You want Mommy's big dick in your little black box, baby girl?"
"Yes, yes, yes, Mommy! Fuck your baby's charcoal cunt, her bimbo hole, her tiny twat, her sloppy slit," Caaisho moaned, wanting to be as nasty as possible for these women.
"Keep eating, slut," Hannah ordered, watching and hearing this bitch babble like a bigger slut than in any porn movie.
"Yes, ma'am," Caaisho obeyed, discovering she wasn't all that good at multitasking. Trying to munch pussy while getting fucked was a lot more difficult than she'd imagined.
Caaisho licked, as her body bounced around, and as Betty began fucking her hard.
"Look at those mammoth titties shake," Angela pointed out. "So fucking hot!"
"One of the nicest racks I've ever seen," Hannah agreed, watching from above the black body while it thrashed around.
"With nipples that could cut glass," Angela added.
"That would be a neat trick," Betty added, as she fucked the teen as fast and hard as she could, loving the sound of her moans, loving the sight of those tits bouncing around.
"Some hard fucking would be hot between those things," Angela said, admiring the big tits and hard nipples.
"Oh, fuck yes," Hannah agreed, as the teen licked away, really beginning to stimulate her cunt.
"Come on my face, ma'am," Caaisho begged, desperate to taste a full flood of cunt cum.
"My turn," Angela interrupted, literally pushing Hannah off of the teen.
"Actually, flip her over onto all fours," Betty suggested, wanting to pound her from behind, which was a more comfortable position, since she was so out of shape.
"Sure," Angela agreed, flipping the light teen over. "Shit, all her weight is in her tits."
"And some more of it in her ass," Hannah added.
"True," Angela said, as she placed her body in front of the blindfolded teen.
"What a great backside," Betty admired, in awe of the black perfection.
"Thank you ma'am," Caaisho said, loving to hear compliments about her body... although before this weekend, she hadn't given a damn about what people thought of her body... the body she always kept hidden beneath yards and yards of flowing, lightweight fabric.
"Do all Muslims have bodies like this underneath that silly outfit they always wear?" Hannah asked, also admiring the black teen's backside.
"Yes, we do," Caaisho bragged, proud of her body, proud of her heritage.
"Well then, I'll be on the hunt for Muslim cunt from now on," Hannah said, laughing at her own accidental poeticism.
"That should be on a bumper sticker."
"Or on a t-shirt."
"Come and get your dinner, slut," Angela ordered, wanting that eager tongue working on her again.
"Yes, ma'am," Caaisho obeyed, blindly hovering her face forward to find the pussy.
"There you go, right there," Angela moaned, as Caaisho's tongue found her clit.
"Oh, fuck," Caaisho moaned, as she felt hands clutching her wide hips, and then a cock back inside her again. "Fuck me, Mommy."
"You're sure I can't bang this asshole?" Betty asked. It would be a shame to use this bitch and miss plundering her backside.
"Not unless you have an extra $15,000," Sharon said, pretty sure that she herself would be capping off the night with some sodomy action.
"Likely I do," Betty said. It would be worth that much to be the first person to explore this fine booty.
"Shit, I shouldn't have asked," Sharon said. She then clarified, "I need to rescind that offer. Her asshole is either mine or Danielle's, and it's her call."
"Fine," Betty sighed, "it's just a shame, though. It's right here, all puckered up and begging for a deep shit pounding."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Sharon waved her off, "just focus on that hot black cunt and count yourself lucky."
"Fine," Betty sighed again, and she began slamming into the teen... hard.
"Oh yes," Caaisho moaned, as she licked hungrily. "Baby slut loves Daddy's dick."
"Daddy?" Betty questioned.
"Well, you do look a lot like a Daddy," Hannah teased. "Is that a bit of chest hair I see in your cleavage?"
"Fuck you," Betty said.
"I hate watching this," Hannah said, as she went to the box of toys to select another strap-on for herself.
"Then go and fuck her, or go and fuck Betty while she fucks Caaisho," Sharon suggested.
"Ohhhhh, that sounds fun," Hannah said, grabbing a large cock... the ten-incher.
"I want to make it very clear that Hannah will not be fucking me," Betty asserted.
"Very well, then you can fuck her," Sharon suggested.
"Hey!" Hannah objected.
"It makes perfect sense; you're the bottom payer here," Sharon shrugged.
"Keep fucking me, Daddy," Caaisho begged, since Betty had stopped to negotiate.
"She can't get enough of me," Betty said, amused by the needy slut.
"She can't get enough of anyone's pussy or cock," Angela said, as the teen licked her pussy as fast as she could.
"My turn!" Hannah claimed, as she got onto the bed.
Betty pulled out, and Hannah quickly replaced her with the thicker and longer cock.
"Oh yes, you're so big, Mommy!" Caaisho moaned, as her cunt was filled right up.
"See? I'm Mommy, because I don't have any chest hair," Hannah smirked.
Hannah, unlike Betty, slammed into her hard, right from the get go.
"Oh fuck, fuck!" Caaisho moaned, as her pleasure shot off like a rocket.
"My turn for her tongue," Betty said, removing the strap-on after she abandoned the idea of trying to do a train. Given their middle-aged big bodies and awkwardness, it would be a nightmare. Besides, she wanted that teen tongue back on her pussy.
"Fine," Angela sighed resignedly, her orgasm simmering just below the surface.
Betty offered her pussy to the teen, who was kind of playing a game of musical chairs, except they were delicious cunts, and even though she wasn't going anywhere, she was guaranteed to win every time the action stopped and began again, but differently.
Betty shoved her pussy right in the teen's face, as Hannah pounded the teen hard.
"You can really wield a cock," Angela admired, as she watched Hannah hammering the teen. She wanted to get fucked like that. She was the submissive one of her other two best friends Danielle and Sharon, and although she was a dominant in most of her sexual encounters, she was the fuck toy, whenever Danielle and Sharon and she were alone together.
"I'll bang your fat cunt anytime," Hannah offered, knowing Angela wasn't as confident as she pretended to be.
"You wish," Angela said, hiding that inner submissiveness.
"No, you wish," Hannah countered, as she kept deep fucking the teen.
"Oh yes, I'm getting so close," Caaisho moaned, the hard, deep, fast pounding building her second orgasm rapidly.
"Go right ahead and come, but don't stop eating my cunt just because you're climaxing," Betty ordered, pulling the teen's head roughly between her legs and into her wetness.
"Yes, ma'am," Caaisho replied, although the 'ma'am' sounded more like, 'mmbblurp', since it was drowned in the wet swamp of Betty's pussy pie. She kept licking, really struggling to focus while the pleasure erupting inside her attempted to consume all her attention.
"She's still working on her multitasking," Angela observed.
"It's a learned skill," Sharon added, as she saw a text from Danielle: Twenty minutes. She figured that was about as long as it would take for these three bitches to get off and get out of here.
Caaisho kept licking and sucking on the pussy lips and clit, before she suddenly bellowed something unintelligible into Betty's wet pussy, when her second orgasm coursed through her.
"I think she's coming," Betty interpreted for the others.
"Her quaking body would certainly indicate that," Hannah said, not slowing down at all.
"Ooooooh," Caaisho moaned, her mouth now an inch away from the pussy so she could take a breath, as the intense orgasm cascaded through her, and she attempted to keep licking, even though the hairy bush was starting to feel a bit sandpaper-like against her face. Was pubic hair burn a thing? She also thought she might have a pussy hair stuck between her teeth. She wished she was able to see each of these cunts... she loved cunt... the taste, the smell, but also the look. Each pussy was different in taste and smell, but also in how it looked and felt.
"All three of you need to come inside her," Sharon reminded them.
"You and your weird 'cum inside a pussy' fetish," Betty said. It was different. It was weird. It was also awkward. Although it did feel pretty good to have someone's cunt cum spraying into her cunt, or to spray her cunt cum into another woman's cunt.
"Some girls like tits, some like asses, some like legs, and some sluts like Caaisho like old white bitches coming in her cunt," Sharon shrugged.
"Each to their own," Hannah shrugged, having never tried tribbing in her life before a wild threesome with Danielle and a cheerleader a year ago. Now she really liked it.
Angela had been tribbing for years, it was how the three of them always ended encounters... although a threeway tribbing was always a bit comical, before they ever got into any real sense of rhythm.
Betty let go of the teen's head and said, "Well, I better let go of her then, before I come all over her face."
Caaisho asked, even as her ongoing orgasm refused to leave her body behind, "Mistress Sharon, may I please take off the blindfold?"
"Why?" Sharon asked.
"I'd really like to see each gorgeous fat pussy I'm eating," Caaisho answered.
"Well, who could say no to that!" Sharon laughed, as Betty lifted the blindfold off.
"Very nice cunt," Caaisho admired the pussy, wetness lightly glistening the salt and pepper hair.
"Thanks," Betty laughed.
Caaisho leaned in and licked the wetness, while Hannah pulled out of her.
Angela went behind her and buried her face in the teen's pussy, wondering what this fresh, black (or more accurately, pink surrounded by black), just fucked pussy would taste like.
"Oh yes, lick up my cum," Caaisho moaned, as she tried to stimulate some more cunt juice inside the cunt she was licking.
"What a delicious cunt," Angela said.
"Dark chocolate perfection," Sharon added.
"Indeed," Angela agreed.
"All right, ladies," Sharon said. "Let's fill this black box with all of your cunt cum."
"Me first," Betty said, really needing to get off soon. She moved away from the teen's eager tongue and got into a scissoring position, while Caaisho was flipped over onto her back again.



As she did, Hannah, her strap-on now discarded, straddled the teen's face and said, "Let's see some good multitasking."
"I'll try," Caaisho smiled as she felt the pussy to pussy contact, as Hannah's less luxuriant pussy hair was suddenly right in front of her face. She extended her tongue to begin licking, while Betty began grinding her fat cunt against hers.
"Do more than try, you dumb black slut," Hannah said. "I was generous enough to give you an orgasm."
"Yes, and thank you so much," Caaisho replied, and she began licking while simultaneously trying to grind. It wasn't easy at first, but after a minute of awkward starts and stops and some repositioning by Betty, they were grinding in perfect harmony, while Caaisho was also smoothly licking between Hannah's strongly-scented pussy lips.
"Oh yes, part my cunt lips, you hot bitch," Hannah crooned.
Caaisho couldn't help but smile. Before this weekend, she'd never thought she'd ever be called anything remotely like a 'hot bitch'. Of course she'd also never thought she'd not only be called a plethora of other nasty things, but that hearing each of them would greatly turn her on!
"Oh fuck," Betty moaned, as her orgasm built.
"Come in her cunt," Angela said, as she stared only at Caaisho's body. Her tits, her legs, her hips.
"Oh God, yes!" Betty continued grinding.
Caaisho also kept grinding.
And Caaisho kept licking.
"Oh, mother fucker, yes!" Betty screamed, as she came and spewed a massive amount of cunt cum, mostly inside the teen's wide-open hole.
Caaisho moaned between licks, as she felt the cum flooding inside her and filling her up, "Yes Mommy, fill my cunt with your cum!"
"She really gets off on the incest thing," Angela said, a little bewildered.
Betty slowed down, and once she was done, Angela said, "My turn."
"¡No problemo, amiga! You can have my soppy seconds," Betty joked.
"You did really coat her cunt with your cum," Angela admitted, as she stared at the very wet black pussy hair of the teen, and a rather large, wet stain on the bedsheets.
"What can I say? I'm a gusher," Betty said, admiring her own cunt cum leaking out of the teen's well used pussy.
"I'd better get a taste first," Angela said, suddenly hungry herself, her submissive lesbian side taking over. She loved lapping up cunt cum.
"Be my guest," Betty smiled. Since she didn't win a pet at the auction, she'd decided to take Angela home for the rest of the night.
Angela crawled between the teen's nylon legs, and buried her face in the leaking pussy.
"Oooooh," Caaisho moaned, surprised to feel a tongue on her pussy... pleasantly surprised.
"Mmmmmmm," Angela moaned as she lapped up the cunt cum in the teen's twat.
"Oh yes," Caaisho moaned too, as she kept licking Hannah's cunt above her.
For a couple minutes there was just licking.
Caaisho licking Hannah... bringing her closer and closer to her orgasm.
Angela licking Caaisho... getting the teen closer and closer to yet another orgasm.
Hannah suddenly got off Caaisho's face, scootched down to straddle Caaisho's fat left tit, and ordered, "Dove fuck me."
"Huh? W-w-what's a dove fuck?" Caaisho asked.
"Rub your big, fat, hard nipple up and down my pussy and my clit," Hannah demanded, as she straddled the large, round, hill of dark chocolate flesh.
"Oh. Okay," Caaisho agreed, and she reached for her big left tit, and began moving it up and down, her hard nipple making constant contact with the fat bitch's cunt. It felt surprisingly hot!
"Oh yes! That's it, don't stop," Hannah ordered, while she bucked her hips slowly, to enhance the stimulation the hard nipple was giving her pussy.
Angela looked up and watched, this being a position she'd never encountered before either, while Betty got dressed.
"That is new," Sharon said, as she watched the creative action.
"I can't fathom even getting into that position," Betty said.
"The dove fucking though, is a good idea," Sharon said. "Kind of like a dove sitting on an egg, while the squab is about to hatch. Then when you have your orgasm, the poppa dove hands out cigars to all his buddies."
"Definitely," Betty agreed. She'd have to try that someday soon. "Thanks for the invite, Sharon."
"Thanks for your generous contribution to the cause," Sharon replied.
"Always," Betty said, "Daphne's the best!" before heading out.
"Oh yes, oh yes, you fucking slut, get ready for a baptism," Hannah moaned, close to eruption, and deciding that instead of flooding the teen's cunt, she'd coat her tits.
"Come on me, come all over this black slut," Caaisho begged, desperately wanting to be showered with cum. She then glared down at the woman between her legs who'd paused to watch and demanded, "Get back to licking."
Angela was astonished that this bought and paid for slave slut was giving her an order, but she obeyed immediately, burying her face back in the teen's sweet cunt and resuming her licking.
"Oh yes," Hannah said, as she frantically rubbed her clit while she was getting dove fucked, until she came and sprayed her cunt cum all over the teen's tits.
"Yes, baptize me your slut," Caaisho moaned, as her own orgasm was rising, since the dove fucking had really stimulated her erogenous zones, as had getting her cunt eaten. The cum drenched her tits, splattering them with its sticky gooeyness. Some of it hit her face, some more of it flooded her hair as well, and she was soon totally drenched with cunt cum. It was all over her now... even inside her.
"What a mess," Sharon said. She'd definitely need to change the sheets when this was all over.
"Sorry, I'm a squirter," Hannah said, as her cum was still dripping onto the teen, as well as down her own leg.
"So I see," Sharon said, having gotten really horny from watching the wild threesome.
Caaisho was now a little... or actually a lot... sticky, both from the cunt cum and her own sweat.
Sharon ordered, "Your turn now, Angela. Fill my slut with your come."
Angela's pussy was on fire already, so although she could have dined on this teen delicacy forever, she got into a tribbing position like she often ended up in... pussy to pussy, cunt to cunt.
"Fill my cunt with your cum too," Caaisho moaned, as Hannah climbed off of the bed.
"Roll onto your side," Angela ordered, knowing the best tribbing position was side by side.
Caaisho obeyed, a little confused about what was expected, but Angela manipulated her legs around like she was a Barbie Doll, until they were both lying on their sides, their legs draped between each other's, and their pussies kissing wetly.
"Now start grinding slowly," Angela instructed.
Caaisho obeyed, this position surprisingly comfortable, lying on her right side with her left leg in the air. "Oh, this is nice," Caaisho moaned, this position feeling more intimate than the rest of this evening's wild fuck fest.
"Next, build the pace up slowly," Angela explained, "just follow my lead, and stay in sync with me," as the teen mirrored her slow, circular movements.
"Okay," Caaisho said, even though what she really wanted was just to start grinding like crazy, like she had during the previous tribbings.
For a couple minutes, the two just pumped their bodies in unison, slowly building the pleasure inside them, until Caaisho was unable to continue just teasing herself, "Mistress, I'm getting desperate over here! Please fuck me faster."
Angela obliged, saying, "Okay, let's speed it up."
"Yes please," Caaisho agreed, trying to keep the same identical pace as the older woman.
Hannah said... she'd already gotten dressed and was now just watching... "Thanks for allowing me to play, Sharon."
"Anytime," Sharon said.
"Thanks, I'll keep you do that."
"Oh yes, fuck," Caaisho moaned, desperate to come again.
"Come in my cunt, my black slut," Angela demanded, loving the feeling of cunt cum spewing inside her.
"Oh yes, then faster, faster," Caaisho begged, as her orgasm built quickly.
"Come inside me, come in me now, you dumb black bitch," Angela growled nastily, knowing some verbal abuse would help trigger the slut's orgasm.
"Yes, yes, fuck!" Caaisho screamed, as yet another orgasm erupted through her, so her cunt cum transferred out of her, and into her bitchy sex partner of the moment.
"Yes, fill me up," Angela moaned, that being the only way she could come these days, her own orgasm exploding just seconds later, as her cunt cum spewed out of her and back into Caaisho, and some of it sprayed straight up in the air like an overdue geyser.
"Remember running through the water sprinklers when we were kids? That's a fountain I could enjoy running through even now," Hannah said, slipping into her shoes.
"So could I," Sharon agreed, as cunt cum sprayed all over the teen and the bed.
"So much cum," Caaisho said, as she collapsed onto the bed yet again, all the energy in her body usurped from her.
Angela collapsed too, and both of their cunts leaked cum.
"See you next week," Hannah said.
"Sounds good," Sharon said, as she checked the newest text from Danielle: 5 minutes.
"Oh God," Angela said, lying on her back, exhausted.
"I hate to rush you, but Caaisho's actual Mistress will be here in five minutes," Sharon said.
"I'm not sure I can move," Angela joked.
Caaisho smiled at hearing Danielle was almost here. She would be so proud of her pet! Which was very important to her now.
"Up!" Sharon ordered
"Fine," Angela sighed as she got up. "Can't a girl who's just had an orgasm have some time to recover?"
"You can recover out in the hallway, if you can't make it any farther," Sharon said. "I'm certain nobody will mind if you take a nap out there, but I need you out of this suite forthwith."
"Fine," Angela repeated, as she staggered off of the bed.
"Thank you," Caaisho said, still lying on her back and recovering from she didn't even remember how many orgasms.
"Thank you," Angela said, as she admired the teen's body briefly before grabbing her clothes.
"Tuesday at eight?" Sharon asked.
"As always," Angela replied, a poker night that always ended up in a big orgy with the players and whichever teen maid that was usually there... always someone new, always someone turned recently by one of the gang.
Three minutes later, Angela was gone, and Danielle strolled in. "My pet, how has your night been?"
"Unbelievably wonderful," Caaisho said, now drinking a bottle of water and sitting up on the bed, wearing only her gold stockings.
"I bet," Danielle said, as she stepped out of her jeans. "Ready for one final adventure tonight?"
"I'm not sure I have any energy left," Caaisho said, feeling sticky from all the cunt cum in her hair, on her face, on her tits, and more still leaking from her cunt.
"You can always find more energy," Danielle said. "You just need to stretch into your second wind."
"I think I've already sexed myself through my fourth wind," Caaisho smiled, happy to see Danielle already had her cock fastened in place.
Sharon said, "She's been a miracle of obedience."
"I knew you'd like her," Danielle said.
"Like? I love her," Sharon corrected, as she went and grabbed some lube.
"I understand," Danielle said, "she has a very addicting quality."
"Indeed," Sharon said, also grabbing her box of toys, and bringing it to the bed.
"May I please eat your cunt, Mommy?" Caaisho asked, her body still weak from the recent onslaught of pleasure, but her insatiable lust for cunt hadn't subsided at all. Sure, she'd banqueted upon a variety of tastes tonight, but her favourite cunt was still her Mistress Danielle's.
"Maybe in a little while," Danielle said, as Sharon handed her some anal lube. "But first, get on all fours."
"Yes Mistress," Caaisho obeyed, but warned, "I'm exhausted."
"We'll need to work on your stamina," Danielle smiled, as she got onto the bed behind the oh-so-fine booty of her newest and best pet.
"Yes, Mistress," Caaisho agreed, thinking she must have burned a ton of calories tonight... gangbanging had turned out to be a great workout regime, and a lot more fun than the gym.
"Such a fine ass," Danielle said to herself, as she admired the wide black ass, wondering why only black women were graced with this bodacious style of booty.
"Thank you, Mistress," Caaisho said, never getting enough of the compliments and the power her body had over these lustful women. Of course she now understood her religion's modesty approach. She'd always assumed it was to evade the lustful urges of men, but she was now learning it was to evade the lustful urges of just about everybody.
Danielle kissed the big ass cheeks, before she pulled them apart and admired the cute backdoor hole... so inviting, as if it were calling her name.
Caaisho was sensing an upcoming second sodomy, and this made her body tingle. Danielle had awakened this side of her, a side she hadn't known existed, a side that had always been hidden away from her by her parents and her faith.
Danielle knew how to awaken this side of her new pet, she knew her pet had needed this orgy tonight to further her personal growth, and she was well aware of the juggernaut of tradition and bigotry that was behind the façade of what most people considered to be a virtuous woman. Not that she'd ever aspired to be virtuous, but instead to be a complete woman, just like the one she was now tutoring Caaisho to become.
Danielle licked the puckered hole, swirling her tongue around it... getting it nice and wet.
Caaisho encouraged her Mistress, "Yes, Mommy, lick my butthole."
"So you like this?" Danielle asked.
"It's a little weird, but it's soooo soothing," Caaisho appraised.
"She's fucking adorable," Sharon laughed, as she watched the interplay between the demanding but loving Mistress and her sweet pet.
"I know," Danielle said.
"I can also be a nasty slut," Caaisho wickedly pointed out.
"Yes, you have most certainly proven that tonight," Sharon agreed.
"Was I worth $15,000?"
"Every penny," Sharon said.
"Even I'm a little surprised by that figure, even though I knew you'd be a huge hit," Danielle praised, as she reached out a hand towards Sharon, index finger outstretched, while still probing the tiny hole with her tongue.
Sharon understood the gesture, and she dribbled some lube onto the finger, and then gently spread it around. She then poured some lube down the cleavage of the Somali pet's beautiful backside.
"Are you going to fuck my ass now, Mommy?" Caaisho asked.
"Indeed I am, my sweet one," Danielle answered, as she brought her finger to the previously exit only portal.
"Why does she call you Mommy?" Sharon asked.
"I don't know; usually it's only when she's really horny," Danielle answered.
"It's because I love how you look after my needs, like a truly caring Mommy or Daddy would," Caaisho explained, as she felt the finger pressing against her anal cavity.
"I see," Sharon said, this girl unlike anyone she'd ever experienced, and she had a lot of experience.
"Relax, and remember to breathe," Danielle instructed like a caring mother, as she prepared her pet for a little pain before the pleasure.
"Yes Mommy," Caaisho said, knowing there would be a little discomfort at first, as Danielle pushed her finger against her anal entrance.
"Relax," Danielle repeated as she pushed, and after a brief resistance, her finger disappeared inside the warm back door.
"Ooooooooooh," Caaisho moaned with a mixture of feelings. It hurt a little, but not any more than a needle prick. It was also awkward, since she wasn't accustomed to having anything foreign inside her ass. It was also morally wrong... if that still mattered... since sodomy was a major sin... worse than the plethora of other sins she'd committed during the past fifty or so hours... which, of course, made it even more exciting... since the tabooer, the more exciting.
"Relax," Danielle repeated, as she slowly advanced her finger inside, ever so slowly gaping the teen's tight ass.
"Okay," Caaisho said, although she already wanted a second finger, or better yet, a dick in her ass. She felt a little bit of physical discomfort, but it was more than tolerable; it was more like just strange, and it felt almost like an out of body experience, if that made sense.
"She's taking it pretty well," Sharon said.
"Yes, her body was created to be a temple of pleasure," Danielle said, as she continued slowly rotating her finger... gradually widening the hole and preparing it for a good fucking.
"Feels good, but weird," Caaisho moaned softly.
"It always does at first," Danielle agreed, remembering her first few times getting ass fucked decades ago. It had started painful, shifted to okay, and the very first time, it had ended with her having her first orgasm from getting fucked. Now, although no one here knew it, she still loved a nice hard ass fucking, and she had three trans female friends who would on occasion give her the backdoor drilling she needed. Yet at the two Le Chateau locations she was a dominant, so she wouldn't let anyone even suspect that she'd ever bend over and take a cock in her ass.
"But I like it," Caaisho added, wanting to let her Mistress know she was indeed enjoying this anal exploratory.
"I knew you would," Danielle said, as she began to really widen her gaping for the fat cock Sharon had put on... wider than the one she'd originally taken her pet's anal cherry with.
"She's the most submissive pet I've ever encountered," Sharon said, now wearing a fat, seven-inch black cock.
"I know," Danielle agreed. "She's one in a million."
"And I'm hot too," Caaisho added, her confidence brimming.
"Yes, you are," Danielle laughed, as she began slowly ass fucking her with two fingers.
"Ohhh, that feels nice," Caaisho moaned, loving the finger fucking sensations... but really wanting that dick in her ass.
"Can I fuck her yet?" Sharon asked, patience not one of her virtues, especially when such a nice ass was being prepped for her... and most especially when a big, black booty like Caaisho's was being prepped for her.
"Patience," Danielle said, enjoying the sight and feel of her pet's reactions to each action she was performing.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Sharon sighed.
"Do you want to get ass fucked, Caaisho?" Danielle asked, as she pumped her finger faster.
"It was really nice the first time, but I still don't know," Caaisho answered coyly, "in my culture, sodomy is the worst of all the sexual sins."
"Sodomy," Danielle echoed, liking the term. She pointed out, "You're committing sodomy right now, since my finger is knuckle deep in your ass."
"OOoooooooooooh," Caaisho moaned and winced, as a second finger brought a burn to her ass as it was stretched unnaturally. "And when you drilled my shit hole earlier."
"And adultery a little while ago," Sharon added.
"Adultery?" Caaisho asked, even as her head went a bit light from the sudden sharp pain. "But I'm not married. In fact, I've never been with a guy in any way, shape, or fashion."
"I'm sure you're telling the truth, but one of the women you fucked tonight is married," Sharon pointed out.
"I-I-I didn't know," Caaisho stammered, concerned about committing another naughty sin.
Danielle reassured her, "It's okay. Sodomy, adultery, it doesn't matter. Your purpose in life is to service as many women as you can."
"My purpose in life?" Caaisho asked. She needed to have more of a purpose than just that! Danielle continued slowly pumping her two fingers inside her.
"Yes, you were born to be a submissive; it's a basic facet of your nature. And you were born with this magnificent body so it can be used. You were born to serve, and to serve beautifully," Danielle explained, reminding her pet of position at the bottom of the sexual hierarchy... even as her bottom was being prepared for more serving.



"But I don't want to wreck anybody's marriages," Caaisho objected, feeling guilt coursing through her, oddly this newest revelation making her feel worse than any of her other twisted acts of submission and debauchery.
"First," Danielle began, "your body was created to tempt."
"Indeed," Sharon agreed, feeling very tempted right now.
"Second," Danielle continued, "anyone who is married and cheats, is making a decision on their own. That's not on you, it's on them."
"I guess," Caaisho said, Danielle's reasoning making sense, but guilt still consuming her, as was a burning desire to get fucked, since yet another orgasm was beginning to simmer.
"No guessing," Danielle said firmly, as she continued gaping the teen's ass for the cock that would soon be inside of it. "You were born to tempt, born to serve, and that will always be your role in life."
"My only role?" Caaisho asked, a little concerned she might have fallen too deeply into this rabbit hole.
"Of course not," Danielle said. "You'll still go to school, still excel in your academics, still graduate from college, still become a doctor if that's what you still want a few years down the road, still meet a man if you want, still get married if you want, and still have kids if you want. But you'll also have a secret side to release your stresses, and to bring you the pleasure that in your case, only sexual submission can bring you."
"Oh, good," Caaisho said, oddly wanting every single thing that Danielle had listed. She wanted to continue in college on a full scholarship and graduate with honours, she wanted to fall in love eventually, get married, and have kids. But she now knew without a doubt, she also wanted lots more experiences like this evening. This sexual submission. This complete lack of control. This feeling of pleasure that came from sexually serving other women.
"I'll guide you through it all," Danielle promised, as she began slowly three-finger fucking the teen's ass.
"Yes please, Mommy. I need you to be my mentor, probably forever," Caaisho said, this newest journey being the first part of her life she didn't feel in control of... except of course, her family and religion... both of which were now taking a back seat to her sexual awakening and liberation.
"Can I fuck her ass now?" Sharon sighed dramatically. "She seems more than ready!"
"She's almost ready," Danielle corrected. "How are you feeling, my pet?"
"Quite serene, actually," Caaisho admitted, realizing the pain in her ass was almost completely dissipated, and she'd even begun moving back a bit to meet Danielle's fingers.
"Then are you ready to be sodomized by a nice cock?" Danielle asked, as she began pumping the teen's ass faster.
"Oh yes! Give me a big dick, and slam it in my ass, and sodomize me all to hell," Caaisho begged wickedly, now needing to be an ass slut... a sodomy slut. She'd recently sucked plastic dick, been fucked in her cunt by plastic dick, eaten pussy, licked ass, been splattered with cum, had dove fucked somebody, and ground pussy to pussy... so doing anal seemed like a natural progression... for after all, she not only aspired to be, but she actually was a three-hole Muslim bimbo slut for butch bitches.
"Okay, I'm going in," Sharon said, getting onto the bed.
Danielle pulled her fingers out and stared at the gaped ass for a moment... fuck, did it look inviting. She reached for the lube and said to Sharon, "Let's get your dick all greased up first."
"Hurry up about it," Sharon said urgently, her need to fuck now consuming her. She stared at the black ass, she saw the gaped hole, she peered into it, and she needed to fuck it right here, right now. She needed to fuck this black ass, to... as the slut had put it... sodomize her. She didn't know why, but describing it that way sounded so fucking hot and nasty.
Danielle lubed the cock, and Caaisho, who was also feeling impatient, and was feeling empty without Danielle's fingers in her ass, asked, "Is someone going to sodomize me, or what?"
"Shit, yeah! You're about to get it good, girl," Sharon assured her, as she went behind the black ass and positioned her cock... now well lubed... at the gaping whole.
"Yes, sodomize me, and make me your three-hole black fuck slut," Caaisho crowed, as she offered up her asshole.
Sharon pushed forward, and the seven-inch cock disappeared inside the big black booty.
"Oh, mother fucking, shit!" Caaisho babbled, as the cock went deeper than Danielle possibly could, although it wasn't wider. It created fresh pain, but also a surreal pleasure, which seemed to be fighting for control over her.
"Relax," Danielle reminded her, as she caressed the teen's back.
"I'm trying," Caaisho said, as the entire cock rested deep inside her, remaining motionless for now.
"And this is a small cock," Sharon pointed out. She also had an eight, ten, and even a twelve-inch strap-on in her black box.
"I can't imagine," Caaisho said through gritted teeth.
"Over time, twelve inches will fit easily into your cunt, and even your ass," Danielle reassured her. "You know, practice makes perfect."
"And she'll need a lot of practice, so here goes," Sharon said, as she began slowly fucking the teen.
"Ohhhhhhh," Caaisho moaned, as she began getting ass fucked again. It felt weird. It felt painful. It felt pleasurable. It felt both natural and unnatural. It felt both right and wrong.
"Maybe she needs someone's cunt to munch on, to distract her," Sharon hinted broadly.
"I imagine she is hungry," Danielle agreed, as she sat down in front of her pet and straddled her face from about a foot away. "Are you hungry, my dear?"
"For your cunt?" Caaisho asked rhetorically, as Danielle slid her body slightly closer. "Always."
"Good answer," Danielle said, as she slid two pillows under her ass to lift herself up, placing her cunt in a very convenient position for her pet to dine on.
"Mmmmmmm, yummy," Caaisho said, as she stared into the hot and ready box. A cunt was the most appealing thing to look at, to lick, to savour. She began licking, the pubes briefly tickling her nose, while her back door was still being violated.
"Best birthday ever," Sharon said, as she slowly fucked the teen's ass, enjoying a massive adrenaline rush from taking this hot teen's back door.
"It'd better be," Danielle said, as she enjoyed the slow, leisurely licking from her pet.
"I want this for my birthday too," Caaisho moaned, as the pleasure began overriding the pain.
"Which this?" Danielle asked. "My cunt, or to be sodomized?"
"Both and more," Caaisho moaned, "I want to eat every cunt at my birthday party, I want to get drunk on... or better yet, bathe in... cunt cum. I want to be triple-teamed by dick. I want to feel my cunt so full of cunt cum after tribbing, I'll feel like I'm going to explode!"
"That can definitely be arranged," Sharon said. She could charge a thousand per person for the event, and make a killing.
"Be careful what you wish for," Danielle warned, "Sharon's mind is already going into overdrive."
"Another fundraiser," Sharon said.
"For Daphne?" Danielle asked.
"Of course," Sharon said. "We'll make a mint."
"Especially if we promoted her as the star attraction," Danielle said, loving this idea. She added, "And what if I could add her Mommy to the lineup?"
"But you're her Mommy," Sharon teased.
"I mean her real Mommy," Danielle said.
"That would be epic," Sharon said, and she grabbed the teen's hips and began fucking her harder and faster.
"Oh yes," Caaisho moaned, as the fucking got more intense. But the conversation also had her stunned.
"Do you want me to bring your Mom into the fold?" Danielle asked.
Caaisho was moaning, and she said yes to the fucking, not about her Mom, although she did wonder whether Danielle could possibly seduce her. It seemed highly unlikely, but originally, so had her being sodomized... yet here she was, a repeat offender. She answered, "I don't know, Mistress. I can't imagine that actually happening."
"Moms are always easier prey than their daughters," Sharon said.
"And you were very easy to recruit," Danielle pointed out. "A few orgasms and a couple of discussions about it being a man's world unless, and boom! You were sold."
"More like overwhelmed," Caaisho countered, as the fucking got more intense.
"And now?" Danielle asked.
"Totally accepting of my natural purpose in life," Caaisho said, as she licked the yummy cunt she was undeniably addicted to.
"Which is?" Danielle questioned.
"Unconditional obedience to white women," Caaisho answered, as she kept licking, as she kept
getting sodomized, and as surprisingly, another orgasm began building inside her!
Danielle said, "Let's both get an up close and personal view." She backed away, moved Caaisho's hands a little further apart, and slithered beneath her, headfirst.
Caaisho was confused at first, but then she realized what her Mistress was doing... an unorthodox 69, with Sharon as an additional caboose.
Caaisho bent down to resume dining on the pussy she now always craved, just as she felt a tongue on her own pussy. "Ohhhhhh, fuck!"
Danielle leaned up and licked the teen's delicious pussy. She knew from personal experience that the double pleasure of a cock in her ass while she had her pussy eaten would drive her pet nuts. Danielle had been double penetrated a few times, and that was both exhilarating and frustrating, but when she got ass fucked and eaten at the same time, she always came quickly and intensely.
"Yes, eat me, Mommy," Caaisho moaned, her pleasure instantly intensified, as Danielle's tongue contacted her fevered pussy.
"Sharon, fuck my slut's ass really hard," Danielle ordered, as she parted the pink pussy lips with both hands.
"Oh yes, ream my asshole, sodomize my shit hole, pound my slut ass," Caaisho babbled, as her pleasure increased exponentially.
Sharon obliged, slamming into the teen's ass as hard as she could with each forward thrust.
"Oh, yes Daddy! Sodomize my Somali asshole!" Caaisho screamed, as the peak of pleasure consumed her yet again.
Danielle attacked the teen's pussy.
Sharon hammered the teen's asshole.
Caaisho gave up even trying to lick Danielle's pussy as her orgasm rose and then erupted like a 10 on the Richter scale.
Caaisho's cunt cum splattered Danielle's face, and then Caaisho's cunt slammed down onto Danielle's face, as Caaisho collapsed forward, and the cock in her ass slipped out.
Caaisho moaned weakly, as she trembled uncontrollably, her pussy lying directly on Danielle's face, as it leaked all over her.
"Well, that was intense," Sharon mused, as she watched the teen undergoing convulsion after convulsion.
Danielle flipped the teen over onto her back, straddled her in the traditional scissors position, and began grinding.
Caaisho was too weak to participate, but she definitely enjoyed the pussy rubbing.
"Come inside her," Sharon urged. "Fill that teen twat right up!"
Danielle did exactly that, her orgasm having been simmering for a while, and after only a couple minutes of grinding, she erupted and spewed a large load of cunt cum inside her pet.
"Yes, Mommy," Caaisho moaned, sounding like she was falling asleep.
A minute later, Danielle had collapsed in exhaustion as well.
They lay there for a few minutes, simply recovering from their long, eventful day and their orgasms. Neither realized that Sharon had left, and returned with a young blonde, who was now dining away at her cunt.
Caaisho asked groggily, "Are you really going to try and seduce my Mom?"
Danielle smiled, as she answered, "I'm not going to try."
"You're not?" Caaisho asked, surprised.
"I don't try to do things, I just do them. And I'm going to seduce your Mom," Danielle said, already having planted a couple of seeds, and it was time for her to do a little more gardening, while she watched them grow to fruition.
The end
Thus ends Caaisho's initial journey (all seven parts written at once).
Shall we continue down this road together?
Do you want to read about her mother Isniino submitting to Danielle?
Do you want to read about Caaisho and Isniino exploring their familial bonds of sapphic love?
Do you want to read about how Danielle and her two pets render the father/husband's subsequent possessive rage totally inadequate?
Do you have any other hot ideas?
Share away...
Jasmine April 2023.
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Summary: Pussy 8: Meredith discovers the joys of eating ass.
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 seven 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'....
In Chapter Six, as Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour, she is ordered to go to a house, where she services two young women and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.
And now, continuing immediately after the end of part 6....
PILLOW PRINCESS CLUB Ch. 7:
Once I was back in my car, I once again checked my phone.
SILKSTOCKINGSLOVER had replied. I clicked on it, and she'd only said: Maybe.
Not much of an answer, but since she hadn't said no, I interpreted her response as a cryptic 'yes'.
I responded back.
MILFMER: I'll take that as a yes. Which means you're my FAVOURITE writer!
ZZTOP had also responded: I plan to do that as soon as I get back to the city. Unfortunately, that's a couple weeks away. Currently in Paris. I just fucked a hot girl who's a dancer at the Moulin Rouge.
I loved the Moulin Rouge movie staring Nicole Kidman, and seeing the real show was high on my bucket list.
MILFMER: I'm so jealous of that dancer, and also that you visited the Moulin Rouge. I take it you got to see the show.
Deciding to check another message or two while I was still regaining my strength from the fist fucking that had usurped all my energy, I clicked on New Messages.
PREACHERSDAUGHTER: Want to worship me?
Was she really a preacher's daughter? That would be hot. I don't know why, but a series called Church Girl by SILKSTOCKINGSLOVER (all caps because I was pretty sure she was the one who'd texted me) was one of my favourite lesbian series, even though it was about a MILF seducing a minister's innocent daughter. Even though I regularly (okay, irregularly) attended church, there was something so taboo and kinky about stories that misused religion. In fairness, I should mention that even with all the sex the girl began having, she never seemed to lose any of her innocence, and she wasn't the least bit unhappy about all the changes in her lifestyle.
MILFMER: I'd love to. Are you really a preacher's daughter?
The preacher at my church only had sons, so I knew she wasn't his daughter.
I clicked on another message.
SEXYSWITCH: welcome to the Club.
I responded, knowing a switch was a woman who was happy being either submissive or dominant.
MILFMER: Thank you very much. It has been a crazy day.
FOOTSIES: Would you like worshipping a girl's feet?
I'd never paid much attention to feet... but now having licked Miranda's nylon-clad sole, sucked her toes, and even had my pussy rubbed by her foot, I thought maybe I would like it.
MILFMER: I don't know, but I'll be willing to try someday.
I checked one more, before figuring I should start driving to ANALANNIE, who'd sent me her address, and it was only a few blocks away.
BEGGINGBITCH: Hey, Meredith! I am so thrilled you've joined. I wanted to show you the Club's app the last few times I was over, but I had no idea how to bring it up. I knew if I could get you involved, you could discover how beautiful you are, and get out of the funk you are in from Jack's neglect.
I immediately knew who BEGGINGBITCH was. She was my good friend and neighbour (well, she lived three doors down) Carolyn. She was the only person I'd ever told (read: poured my heart out to) about my insecurities and frustrations because of Jack... except for my best friend from high school who'd moved to Green Bay a few years ago.
So Carolyn was a member too!
And a submissive?
She was a strong-willed woman.
She'd suggested I peg Jack... like she often did to her husband Doug. She wore the pants in her family (which was only a figure of speech in her case, since she always wore dresses or skirts).
No, I didn't think she was submissive at all.
Except... was she submissive to her daughter? That seemed to be universal in the Club. Eve had just finished her third year of nursing and was living back home again, and she volunteered at the nearby hospital. She was a cute brunette with green eyes, who was engaged to a hunky guy who'd just been drafted in the first round of the NFL. I can't remember which team, except it has some bird or other for a mascot... sports aren't my thing at all. \
I responded.
MILFMER: Carolyn, is that you?
There were some more messages I wanted to read, but ANALANNIE messaged me again: Are you on your way?
MILFMER: Just leaving my last appointment. Be there soon; you are only a few blocks away.
I drove for only two minutes to get there, my head spinning the entire way, since I really wanted to know if that was Carolyn. I was 99% sure it was her... I mean it had to be. Except I couldn't fathom her ever begging for anything. If anything, she could be a complete bitch... although not very often.
As I pulled up to a duplex, my phone beeped.
I had another text message... from Carolyn!
I clicked on it and saw a picture of her on her knees licking a pussy. The words that went with it said: Carolyn can't reply right now, since she is busy licking my pussy... which you too will be eating very soon... but yes, BEGGINGBITCH is your good friend Carolyn.
Wow!
I responded: Eve, I'm greatly looking forward to being in the exact same position as my best friend is right now.
But she responded: BEGGINGBITCH: Guess again. I'm not Eve.
Huh?
But anyway, I then hid my phone beneath my seat like I'd done at every stop... stepped out... no longer bothering to look around to see if anyone might see me in my skanky maid's outfit... any shame long gone... submission and lust guiding my way... and I headed to the duplex on the left.
I knocked on the door, and a voice called out, "Come in."
I walked in, wondering if anyone ever locked their doors after joining the Pillow Princess Service Club.
I found my way into the living room, where a large woman in her fifties (I'm guessing) was sitting on one of those really comfortable chairs you can lean back. She looked up at me and said, not at all fazed by my appearance, apparel, or why I was here, "My daughter's room is upstairs: second door on the left."
"Uh, thanks," I said, finding this encounter much more awkward than most of them had been today.
"Have fun!" she said brightly, which only added to the surreal strangeness of the situation, since I assumed she was Annie's mother, but knew exactly why I was here an didn't mind in the least. So in essence, she was cheerily telling me to have fun sexing her daughter. Weird, yet somehow oddly kinky in a pleasant way.
"Thank you, I hope to," I said, trying to act casual about a hot situation... although perhaps she too was a member of the Club.
I went upstairs and passed the first room on the left, then a bathroom on the right, and arrived at an open door on the left.
I walked in and saw a woman was already between Annie's legs... and from the red dress she was wearing, I knew who it was right away. Since Carolyn had been wearing a red dress in the picture I'd just been sent.
My surprises today continued compounding on surprises.
"Carolyn, your friend is here," a very cute brunette, her hair in pigtails and looking very young, her room filled with teddy bears and looking more like a tween's bedroom than an eighteen-year-old's, which I was sure was the minimum age for Club members.
"No, what?" Carolyn asked, as she removed her head from between the knee-high-sock covered legs of the girl, and turned around to see me... her eyes showing her shock... and her lips glistening with beautiful pussy wetness.
"Hi, Carolyn," I said.
"Hey, Meredith," she responded. "Nice outfit."
"Miranda," I said, knowing that simply saying her name would be enough for Carolyn to understand why I was dressed this sluttily.
"Well, she did a good job," she said. "You look hot."
"Thanks," I said, appreciating the compliment. Carolyn had been giving me compliments for weeks... often mentioning how sexy I looked... but until now, I'd thought it was just because she was my friend, which was still likely to be at least part of the reason, but now I wondered if she'd been planting seeds for an encounter very much like this one.
"Come here," Annie ordered, or I was pretty sure her name was Annie.
I approached her bed, but asked, needing to make sure... I mean I'd done a lot of sinful things today, but nothing illegal... just kinky as fuck, "I'm sorry I need to ask, but are you eighteen?"
She said with a smile, "Yes I am. I get asked that a lot."
"She's almost nineteen," Carolyn said, still between Annie's legs. Annie was naked except for a Duran Duran t-shirt... did she even know who they were?
Although as I admired her cute body, I smirked to myself I was indeed Hungry Like the Wolf.
Who cared? The message was the same.
"I know... I look twelve," she said.
"Well, not twelve," I said, "but not nineteen either."
"I know, it's annoying," she sighed.
"Sorry," I apologized.
"It's not your fault I look so young," she said.
"I've told her to enjoy looking young as long as possible," Carolyn said. Carolyn was almost fifty, yet she looked younger than I did... aging a lot better than I was.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Annie said. "I'm sure I'll be delighted to look young... someday."
"I can't believe you joined," Carolyn said. "But of course I'm also delighted!"
"I can't believe you're licking between a teenager's legs," I countered.
"I can't believe you came here to do the exact same thing," she came back at me. We always enjoyed teasing each other.
"Actually I came here to eat her asshole," I said wickedly, trying to shock her since I was always the more conservative one of the two of us... at least until today.
"You both came here to pleasure me however I want," Annie interjected. "Now... Meredith is it?... come here and kiss me."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, assuming that every Pillow Princess preferred to be addressed like that ... and this time the Pillow Princess was lying in a bed with two pillows actually propping up her back.
"You can just call me Annie," she said.
"Okay Annie," I said, discovering this time I was wrong, but anyway, I leaned in to kiss her... this situation much more awkward than any other today, or perhaps more erotic, because my best friend in the world was a couple feet away and licking between the teenager's legs.
Annie kissed me back.
Softly.
Tenderly.
Intimately.
When she broke the kiss, I was startled to find Carolyn's head right beside mine, and she too kissed me for a while.
Again, softly.
Tenderly.
Intimately.
Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I returned the favour... our tongues dancing the tango inside each other's mouths.
"Excuse me, but you're both supposed to be here for me," Annie said after a good minute or two of my kissing my best friend.
"Sorry Annie," Carolyn said. "But I've been wanting to do that to her for some time."
"You have?" I gasped.
"Yes, every time I came over. Every time I visited, I tried to figure out a way to tell you about the Club. But I just wasn't sure it was something you'd want to do," she said. "You might get horribly offended, and I'd lose my best friend. Pretty scary!"
"But now that I've showed up in this skanky outfit, probably with pussy stains all over it and me?" I asked with a playful smile on my face.
"Now I know you're a skank and you know I'm another skank, so neither of us will be offended about anything, and we need to make up for lost time," she said as she kissed me one last time (for now).
Annie then interrupted by kissing her.
And then she kissed me too.
And then... in one of the most sensual three-way interactions ever... which I'd never read anything about... nor had I ever seen in any porn scene... we shared a three-way kiss.
Nobody spoke.
No instructions were given.
We all just leaned forward, and our three sets of lips pressed together in a perfect equilateral triangle. Nobody objected. It was so sexy, sensual and intimate.
No tongues.
Just soft kisses.
None of us in any hurry to do anything except to kiss each other.
Annie eventually broke the kiss, then pulled me in for an exclusive wet, sensual kiss.
She then did the same to Carolyn.
Just kissing.
No more, no less... but that was enough to make my entire body heat up, and my pussy to tingle and leak ever so slightly.
Annie then said, "Why don't you two go downstairs and kiss my other lips now?"
"I'd love to," I said, the idea of Carolyn and me kissing and likely licking her pussy together was a wickedly hot idea.
We both wriggled down the bed, Annie impressively spreading her legs very wide to accommodate us between them, and a moment later I was staring at another ripe, young, shaved, glistening pussy. I'd always loved glazed donuts, but I was discovering nothing beats a nice glazed pussy.
"Shall we?" Carolyn asked, as together we brought our faces close to the teen's pussy.
"We shall," I smiled, this being perhaps the craziest of the crazy things that I'd taken part in today... except for learning my daughter was a lesbian, and that all the mothers in the Club with daughters old enough, served as willing pets to those daughters... regularly and willingly committing incest with them. That was the one thing I still wasn't sure I could do... or would ever want to do. Not that I didn't consider my daughter cute and pretty, but I'd never thought of her that way.
I pushed that complication to the back of my mind for now, and leaned forward with my tongue extended to share this teen's pussy with my best friend... which was not committing incest, so I could enjoy it freely.
Carolyn extended her tongue too, and both of ours met between Annie's pussy lips.
"Mmmmmmm," Annie moaned, as our two tongues began working together on her teen pussy. "Yes, eat my cunt," she moaned.
I didn't know why hearing her use the word 'cunt' surprised me... perhaps it was her sweetness, her young-looking cuteness, or her pigtails... but it did, and it also turned me on.
Then working smoothly together as if we'd spent hours practicing this team activity, we worked Annie's pussy over like pros.
I licked between her pussy lips while Carolyn teased her clit.
Then as I moved up, she moved down, and we kissed each other before swapping tasks. This was delightful!
Then Carolyn went even lower and began licking Annie's asshole.
"That's it, lick my asshole," Annie moaned.
"It tastes so good," Carolyn said, as I briefly paused to watch her licking it.
After a moment Annie instructed, "Lie on your back, Carolyn."
"Can do," Carolyn agreed, exiting from between Annie's legs.
Annie sat completely upright and said, "Now move your head the other way, near the end of the bed."
"Okay, I see what you're doing," Carolyn said, although I had no idea what either of them had in mind... although I was curious.
She rotated her body 180° as I climbed off the bed.
"Now scoot yourself to the middle of the bed," Annie instructed. "You may need to bend your knees, or to rest your feet on the headboard."
"Got it," Carolyn said, as she adjusted herself so her head was almost in the middle of the bed and her knees were bent.
"Perfect," Annie said. She then stood above Carolyn's face and lowered her pussy down to Carolyn's mouth. She said to me, "lie down behind me and eat my ass."
"Oh, now I see," I said, finally understanding where she'd been going ... as she leaned her body forward and rested her hands on Carolyn's legs for balance.
"Meredith, can you grab me a pillow?" Carolyn asked.
"Sure," I said, reaching for one and placing it gently under her head, even lifting her head up a bit to make it easier.
"Thanks," she said, her face now resting at a perfect angle to lick Annie's pussy.
"Anything to help," I said, as I admired the teen's amazing ass from my position... it was curved so beautifully. I then got onto the bed and warned, as Carolyn started licking Annie's pussy, "I don't really know what I'm doing back here, so please feel very free to tell me how I can do better."
"Just spread my ass cheeks apart and lick my rosebud," Annie said. "Easy peasy."
"Okay," I replied, "I can do that."
Although I'd never before had any interest in anal sex, to my mind the anus had always been an out only hole... much to the disappointment of my husband, the entitled guy who never went down on me... this teen's ass was so sexy, and the submissive task of eating her asshole was wickedly delicious.
So I did as she instructed, making sure my knees wouldn't squash Annie's legs, since I had to spread my legs particularly far apart to avoid them... in what was the strangest of my three threesomes of the day... which was two more than I'd ever had in my life.



Back in college during a wild party, I blew two guys at once and took both of their loads on my face. The next day I was mortified by my actions, and then coincidentally, I met Jack for the first time a couple weeks later.
So I pulled Annie's ass cheeks apart... they were perfectly tight and toned... and I examined her tiny rosebud... the first one I'd ever seen close up. I wondered whether she only enjoyed having her ass eaten, or did she also put things in it. I seriously couldn't imagine even a finger forcing its way into that tiny thing, let alone a cock.
"That's good so far. Now just bury your face as far between my ass cheeks as you can get it, and start licking," Annie said.
"Sorry, I was just admiring your amazing ass," I explained truthfully.
"I appreciate the compliment," she said with a soft moan. Carolyn's tongue was obviously doing well.
I took a breath, extended my tongue the same way I had for every pussy I'd dined on today, and began licking her asshole.
At first I took it slow... like I did when eating a pussy... since I was an expert at doing that now ha ha... wondering whether the same procedure would work here. A slow burn tease first, and then get more aggressive.
I began by circling my tongue around her anus, creating a slow whirlwind of wetness.
I had no idea if this was what she wanted, as I moved my tongue in a circular motion. Then when she moaned, I wasn't sure if it was because of me or Carolyn, or perhaps both of us.
"That's it, get my asshole nice and wet," Annie moaned approvingly a few seconds later, making me feel much better about how I was doing.
I responded, it now being confirmed that the same approach worked for an ass as well as it did for a pussy, "I'm surprised. Your ass tastes really good."
"I know," she moaned. So this ass must have been eaten by many women, and she'd likely been told that many times.
And I wasn't fibbing. Her taste was intriguing. A little salty, a little sweaty, and a little something else I couldn't place.
A minute later, after I'd switched to up and down tongue sweeps like paintbrush strokes, she said, "Tongue fuck my ass."
"How can I do that?" I asked.
"Keep licking my rosebud, and try to push as much of your tongue as you can into my hole," she explained,
"Okay," I said, as I noticed her puckered hole wasn't as tight as when I started... the hole was wet now, and ever so slightly opened.
"Just get in there, Meredith. Eat that asshole and fuck it with your tongue," Carolyn said wickedly from underneath Annie and me.
"Okay," I said, smiling at Carolyn's bossiness. No doubt if we had sex, and it seemed very likely we would, she'd be in charge. And of course that's exactly what I'd want. We were going to have some great times together!
I started making tiny whirlwind tongue motions at her tiny anal entrance, in what might have been the tiniest tongue tornado ever.
"That's good, eat my ass," Annie moaned, my technique seeming to work. Which encouraged me to swirl my tongue, making an even tinier tornado... while I felt her tiny hole opening up a little more... maybe my tongue bath was softening her entrance so it could enlarge more easily.
I was determined to make her happy... to eat her ass the best I could... focusing on whether I could open up her tight asshole just with my tongue.
"Oh yes. That feels great!" Annie moaned, as I continued my attack.
Slowly, as her hole opened up more and more, I began actually inserting the tip of my tongue a tiny distance into her asshole... and as I did, I was discovering new scents and tastes.
"That's it. Now get your tongue even further in my asshole," Annie moaned, again letting me know I was doing the right thing.
Her ass was nothing like a pussy in taste or scent, but it was equally erotic. It was like my own nature, as ridiculous as that may sound. What I mean by that is the wetter you get me, the more compliant I become. It also tasted and smelled... I think earthy might be the best way to describe it.
And it was a little bittersweet.
And... this next point is going on sound utterly silly... but it tasted pink. I know that makes no sense, what the hell would pink taste like?... well, what I'm saying is it tasted exactly like the inner surface of a rectum. A little tangy, a little earthy, a little bittersweet, and mixed together into a perfectly blended homemade pink ass pie in both scent and taste... and oddly, everything perfectly complemented everything else... the scent and taste drew me in as deeply as I could bury my face between her ass cheeks, and as far as I could get my tongue inside her asshole... which was much deeper than I could at first... but I still wished I had Gene Simmons' magically long tongue.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass just like that, rim it good," Annie moaned, her moans getting louder. Although I would have loved to taste her pussy when she came since obviously there wouldn't be any ass cum, I just kept doing what she told me to do. I tongue fucked her asshole. I ate it as if it was my final meal.
"Oh God, you two, don't fucking stop," Annie demanded, her tone of voice and moans telling us both she was getting close to orgasmic bliss.
I worked my assigned hole eagerly... hungrily... loving on the natural taste of a woman... which I'd never once considered doing in any way, shape or fashion, before today.
"Oh, fuck yes, eat my cunt, eat my asshole, oh, don't stop, don't stop, don ' t stop, oh FUUUUCK!" Annie screamed, her mother downstairs now definitely aware that her daughter had reached orgasm. I kept eating her ass while Carolyn assumedly enjoyed the sweet nectar of Annie's cum... which made me a little jealous.
Not that I didn't enjoy the ass eating, I did... a lot, truthfully... I just wanted more pussy cum in my mouth and throat... my new addiction... my utter craving.
A moment later Annie rolled off of Carolyn and collapsed on the bed... so I, in my craving mode, immediately dove into her pussy to retrieve any cum that might still be exiting her perfect pink pussy. (Yes, her pussy tasted pink too.)
"You're such a hungry slut," Carolyn teased, and I felt her hands on my ass a moment later.
"I can't ever get enough pussy cum," I confessed playfully.
"And just think! All this time we could have been playing together," Carolyn bemoaned equally playfully, while I felt her parting my ass cheeks.
"I know; why didn't you just grab my head and shove it in your cunt?" I asked wickedly, deciding to use the wickedest term for a vagina.
"Oh, trust me, I will from now on," she said, just before I felt her tongue licking my rosebud.
Even though it was obvious, and it felt really nice, I asked, "What the fuck are you doing?"
"Eating your asshole," she said matter-of-factly.
"So I can feel," I moaned, the sensations of a tongue licking my asshole sending me mixed signals. On the one hand it felt kind of nice and relaxing... like a wet, warm massage in a sensitive location that never gets any attention. On the other hand, it felt kind of weird, doubled by Carolyn being a close friend of mine with her face buried between my ass cheeks.
"Just relax," Annie said, as Carolyn slowly continued licking my pussy while I was lost in a bit of a daze.
"Okay," I said. This wasn't as intense or bodily stimulating as having my pussy licked, but it was definitely erotic, and a completely unique feeling. When I was younger, I felt very insecure about my pussy's scent and taste, and I had to really be trusting of the first person I allowed to go down there. This was similar, and maybe even worse. Did it smell really stinky back there? Did it taste gross?
As if reading my mind, Carolyn said, "Your asshole tastes so fucking good."
"Yeah? Then you should taste my pussy," I tossed back playfully, even though I greatly appreciated her words of reassurance.
"Oh, very soon I hope," she assured me.
As she licked my rosebud for a few minutes, slowly opening up my asshole and succeeding in penetrating it a little bit, I discovered there were a lot of nerve endings in there. I suppose that was obvious based on its purpose, but as she licked it, I found myself relaxing, and as my sphincter muscles mellowed, I felt my asshole opening... inviting Carolyn's tongue deeper inside.
The experience was somewhat akin to getting my pussy licked, in that it was so up-close and personal. Her face and tongue were closer than close... and I was completely vulnerable, but trusting. The longer she ate my ass the deeper she went, and the more I enjoyed it... letting her in over and over, deeper and deeper.
The wetness... the pressure... the probing... all had me settled into a state of pleasant bliss... I wasn't going to come because of this... but it sent sensual sensations throughout my body. I felt, as her tongue swirled inside my asshole, as if I was paralyzed... but not in a bad way... it was like my lower half couldn't move a muscle... I just knelt there on all fours with my face buried in Annie's pussy, haphazardly licking her (not much control there either) while I lost myself in the thrill of having my ass eaten.
"Now get her off," Annie ordered as her hand went to the back of my head and gently guided me a bit deeper into her pussy.
"Sorry, I'm really being distracted right now," I said, having been focusing on her pussy hardly at all.
"Don't worry about me for now," Annie reassured me. "Right now is about you discovering the joy of having your ass eaten and the slow burn orgasm it can give you."
"Okay, thank you," I said, as Carolyn kept probing my hole, but she also sent a hand between my legs and to my wet pussy... and she smoothly slid two fingers inside me... while somehow managing to rub my clit and vulva at the same time. Soon the slow burn of the past few minutes increased exponentially, with both of my holes being stimulated... doubling or even tripling the sensations very quickly.
My ass was bathed in glorious wetness from her tongue, my pussy was smoothly being fingered, and my clit was stimulated. I moaned loudly into Annie's wet peach, "Oh my God!"
"Just relax and enjoy," Annie said, taking her hand away. "Actually better yet, look into my eyes."
I leaned my head back and looked up into her eyes, feeling completely subjected both to her and Carolyn's whims, a growing rapture soaring inside me .
"You're so beautiful," Annie said, looking deep into my eyes.
"Oh God," I moaned, as Carolyn was working three different pleasure points simultaneously with such perfect precision, I knew I wasn't going to last long.
I wanted her tongue to go as deep into my ass as she could manage.
I wanted her to finger bang me like I was a cheap slut.
I wanted to feel her rubbing and slapping my clit until I quaked with euphoria.
I begged with lustful moans, "Yes Carolyn, eat my asshole, finger bang my cunt, slap my clit!"
"Come for me my slut," Carolyn said softly, just five words. and with them not only was she ordering me to come, but she was also establishing the hierarchy our sexual relationship would be based upon. And like I've already said, if she wanted to be my boss, I was all for it.
"Oh yes... more!" I moaned, so fucking close... my pussy and ass working together to bring me to yet another orgasm.
"Now, you nasty cunt-licking cum slut," Carolyn said wickedly, while my eyes remained locked on the pretty teen's face.
"Now," was all Annie said next... just one word, and my body exploded with intense pleasure.
"Yeeeeeeeeeees!" I moaned as I collapsed face first into the teen's pussy, as my body quaked uncontrollably, and as orgasm number four of this wild day cascaded through me.
Carolyn quickly removed her face from my ass, dived underneath my legs, and buried her face in my leaking pussy.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, as she licked up my cum, while my face remained resting against Annie's pussy.
For one minute, perhaps two, I lay motionless, paralyzed in orgasmic bliss... until Annie asked, "Did you enjoy that?"
"God, yes," I answered, looking up into her eyes.
"I can imagine. You look completely glazed over," she smiled.
"It was intense," I said. "So intense," I repeated.
"Your cunt cum is delicious too," Carolyn said from beneath me.
"Thanks," I said, as I began licking Annie again.
"You two need to come back soon to double eat my pussy again," Annie ordered.
"Mmmmmmm," Carolyn moaned, as she briefly sucked on my clit, making me twitch, before she crawled out from beneath me and joined me between Annie's legs.
"This was some quality time I never imagined you and me sharing," I smiled lovingly, as she and I worked together to get Annie off one more time.
"Oh, you and I will be spending lots of quality time together from now on," Carolyn said, as our tongues touched, and together as one, we began licking Annie up and down in perfect unison.
As a team, our tongues constantly worked in unison, and we worked over that teen pussy until she was once again moaning loudly.
As her moans increased, we tag teamed her pussy. I sucked on her clit while Carolyn probed her pussy like a tiny dick.
In a minute or perhaps two, Annie alerted her mother to her second orgasm by screaming, "Fuuuuuuuck!"
Then Carolyn and I eagerly lapped up as much of her pussy cum as we could... our tongues frequently touching each other as we savoured the cum.
Eventually we were kissing each other again for a minute or so, before she broke the kiss. She said, "I'd love to keep doing this, but I'm meeting my mother for supper."
"Have you eaten your mother too?" I asked, before even realizing I was speaking.
"Meredith!" she gasped.
"I'm... I'm... I'm so sorry!" I apologized, feeling so bad for asking such a horrid question.
"You really should be sorry!" she accused, paused, and then added with a wicked grin, "She usually eats me!"
"Carolyn!" I gasped with a laugh, slapping her shoulder playfully.
"Now we've got to get your Mom in the Club," she said.
"No way," I said, that prospect striking me as even more impossible than my daughter being in the Club... except that she was.
"Way," she said, kissing me again.
"Have you been with my daughter?" I asked.
"Do you really want me to answer that?" she asked, although her asking that question answered mine.
"I do," I nodded.
"Yes," she admitted. "I've also been with my daughter."
"Wow!" I said.
"The Princess Club pushes us into exploring all our kinks," she said, as she got off the bed.
"Such as ass eating," Annie said.
"Which I have a newfound love for," I said. "Both giving and receiving."
"Good to know," Annie said, as I too got off the bed.
A minute later as Annie went to shower, Carolyn leaving a minute before I did, I went downstairs, and the mother asked, "Did you enjoy eating my daughter's asshole?"
"Yes ma'am, I certainly did," I said, not even pretending I hadn't, as I noticed her legs were spread open with Carolyn kneeling between them.
"It is delicious; I always have to go back for more," she said. And by now I wasn't shocked in the least she was in the habit of eating her daughter's ass.
"Utterly," I agreed, then I watched the action for a minute before heading out.
Once I was in my car, I picked up my phone to check my messages, but realized I really had to pee.
So I stuck my phone in my purse, pulled out of the driveway, drove a couple blocks, and stopped, of all places, at a Hooters... it was the first place with a public restroom I saw, and it had the added benefit that inside there I wouldn't stand out too much, even wearing this outfit.
Bringing along my purse, I hurried inside, went straight to the bathroom and went pee... unaware I'd be eating pussy number nine before I left, and would learn some more about the Pillow Princess app.
The End of Part 7
In Part 8, Meredith decides to check her messages on the app, while she orders some food at Hooters since they have great wings, and she also wants a beer. She then learns about the tracking feature on the app, gets a pantyhose foot rub, and dines on her ninth pussy of the day.
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Best of Both Worlds: XXX Scenes
Summary: Deleted scenes and concepts and alternate pics.
Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story, and for coming up with the idea.
Note 2: This is a collection of deleted scenes, concepts, pics and so forth from the entire series.
Note 3: All characters are at least 18 years old.
Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this story.

Originally this story was only going to be a single chapter, ending with Daddy taking me in my classroom. But once I decided to illustrate it, and then to add a whole new collection of my own fantasies, as well as real-life past activities of both Daddy and Babygirl, as well as mine, the scope of the story got way, way larger than I'd originally planned
Thus, here is the evolution of the story, with my thoughts, ideas and so forth intermingled within.
CHAPTER 1: A SURPRISE
Chapter 1 ended up being just the set-up for an entire series, with the real action not beginning until Chapter Two. Here are some small changes I made.
CHARACTER DEVELOPMENT: DAUGHTER CHANGE
I changed the model playing my daughter partway through the series. The original scene here is completely cute (and looks a little like I did back when I was a cartoon teenager), and yet it's not as nerdy-looking as the one I ended up going with... since I decided my daughter should be a shy nerd.
So these pics portray one of my fantasies of sharing cock with my daughter... a daughter who was originally destined to be a seductress instead of a shy nerd.
One: I'm shocked to be seduced by my daughter, her boyfriend and his buddy.

And here's a terrible pic showing me riding her boyfriend in midair, but you do get to see my daughter's original face.
..............

DELETED CONCEPT: DAUGHTER DOMINATION
With the idea of having my daughter be a dominant... one who would eventually turn me into her Mommy pet... I had a whole sub-plot fantasy laid out... but alas when I changed her persona, this scene didn't make any sense. Notice I also recycled the original model for my daughter to be my daughter's friend (clearly, I liked the look).
PS: I know my daughter looks less nerdy here... since at the time she was going to be a domme. The glasses that I added later on in some other scenes are important.
FIGHTING MY DAUGHTER OFF
My favourite pic, and one I'm sure I'll use someday in some other story, shows me ineffectively fighting off my daughter while her friend restrains me. I imagine this would have been a wickedly fun scene to write... but alas it wasn't to be, at least not in this series.

DINING ON MY DAUGHTER
I thought both of these next pics were pretty hot, and I'm sure I would have used them both if the scene had been written. I especially like the way both pics show my head being held... first by my daughter, next by her friend, forcing me into eating out my daughter in both pics, whether I wanted to cooperate or not.


FACE SITTING AND FINGERING
I couldn't decide who should sit on my face... so I created a scene for each girl.


LESBIAN SPIT-ROAST OF SORTS
I know this isn't really a spit roast... so perhaps I'm coining a new term: a lesbian spit roast. Getting fucked by a strap-on at one end, while dining on a delicious pussy delicacy at the other... I hope this idea takes off... if you try this at home, please be sure to give me credit for my brilliant innovation... LOL.
PS: I love this picture so much.

DP
This last scene is one where I thought it would be fun to show six to ten pics in rapid order, illustrating the process of taking it in the ass... I'll show you just three of them here, but I like the idea. I used a similar concept for the facial that concluded Part 4, the Classroom BBC.
It's weird that I chose to have the friend sodomize me instead of my daughter. Isn't it best to keep these things within the family? LOL.



...............
ALTERNATE FANTASY PICS:
I liked these next three pics just as much as the others, but I wanted to limit the illustrations for each of my fantasies to one or two pics max.
...............



.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
CHAPTER 2: BLACK SLAVE
This was a fun, and also a somewhat surreal chapter to write. As you know if you've read very many of my stories, or have read my 20 and 21 question essays, I'm a natural submissive... but so is Babygirl, who requested this story... thus I was forced to explore my dominant side... sort of... submissives don't tend to be very forceful... and I found it rather thrilling... perhaps someday I'll explore it in real life.
DELETED CONCEPT: THE KISS
I couldn't decide how to write this, but once I decided to make it rather clear that I'm the top and she's the bottom, I decided the intimacy of kissing didn't make sense, because it was too egalitarian.
So I tried to put the first one in, but it just didn't flow properly.


...............
ALTERNATE FUCK SCENE
This scene ended up being too romantic and intimate for the chapter... although I tried to balance rough and kinky sex with the intimacy of the two women exploring each other, lusting for each other, and building trust with each other.
Note... the one of me eating Babygirl's asshole... that was a delicious scene, and I was sad not to use it.




...............
DELETED SCENE: PUSSY EATING AND FUCKING ON COUNTER
These pictures are pretty hot I think, but I decided the countertop pictures should focus on Babygirl instead of me, and on getting her ready for fucking. I also decided to do the actual fucking old school... on a bed.... LOL.



.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
ALTERNATE ANAL FUCK SCENE
I decided to do the anal fucking in a sauna for some variety, but these were the original pics. They're just as good as the ones I ended up using, but I simply had too many of them, and when I decided to create an entirely new chapter (Butt Pounding... where I would be submissive to Daddy over the phone in a kinky roleplay) and then added the set-up to the phone scene, these next pics either didn't work, or they were repetitive. That said, here are some fun pics.
I love the look of this strap-on penetrating Babygirl's asshole.




..............
DELETED SCENE: ANAL CHOKING
Finding a pleasing balance between dominant, sexy and intimate was a major challenge, and these next pics just seemed too extreme... too unlike me... too out of place here... even though I think Babygirl would have liked them included, along with some suitable text (actually, I know she would have).


...............
DELETED ANAL PIC
I just had too many pics, and this position looks like something I could never manage in real life. Someone from Cirque du Soleil perhaps, but not me.

...............
ALTERNATE BABYGIRL MEMORY PICS:
I had simply too many pictures, and didn't want to take away too much from the actual plot... alas, I'm pretty ADD, and this series probably proves that.
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
CHAPTER 3: BUTT POUNDING
DELETED SCENE: ROMANTIC RIDE
Similar to some of the other picture deletions, this one looked too romantic for that moment... where Daddy was in charge via speakerphone. If Daddy hadn't been calling the shots and using Babydoll for his surrogate stand in, I'm pretty sure this intimate moment would have worked well.


...............
DELETED SCENE: ASS FUCKING MYSELF
Originally I had an idea for Daddy to order me to ass fuck myself. In the end, there were way too many sexy pics of Babygirl that I decided were better.

...............
ALTERNATE FUCKING SCENES
I made way too many pics for this scene... clearly I was excited by the idea of being fucked and dominated by Daddy via Babygirl. Here are a few of the hot ones I didn't use... both cunt and ass pics:



...............
ALTERATE ANAL ROUGH SCENE
I created two versions of my getting sodomized roughly. I hemmed and hawed for a long time over which one to use, and I went with Babygirl gabbing my arms and stretching them behind me as she went deep into my asshole.



God, I need to get myself fucked like this for real sometime!
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
CHAPTER 4: BBC CLASSROOM
ALTERNATE CUM SHOTS ONE AND TWO
I like cum. (I'm talking real life here.) I like swallowing it. I like getting facials. The facial I ended up using is one of the fave scenes I've ever created... but these ones were also good.
ONE: CUM BODY SHOTS

TWO: FACIAL

...............
ALTERNATE WALK IN
I love this pic, but it isn't believable. If someone appeared out of the blue and touched their hand to your pussy, you wouldn't look that happy... you'd be shocked... but God would I be happy, if it was really someone with an impressive BBC to follow up with.

...............
ALTERNATE ANGLE: BBC SURPRISE
I ended up using another angle to get a great look of my face showing shock and awe, but this pic shows a delicious look of Daddy pointing out his Great... Big... Black... Cock.

...............
ALTERNATE PIC OF RICH BITCH
I decided to place her on her desk... it seemed more believable... but this pose... with her legs spread... her pussy so inviting... was a tough one not to use.

...............
ALTERNATE PICS NOT USED:
Lastly, I simply had too many options. So here are a cock sucking pic and a fucking pic I didn't use. For no reason except that other pics had already done the job.


.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
DELETED ORIGINAL ENDING OF PARTS 1 THROUGH 4 BACK WHEN IT WAS A ONE-CHAPTER STORY
So, as already mentioned, the original request was short and simple: Babygirl arrives in my classroom angry at how I've allegedly mistreated her daughter, I realize who she is because of a distinctive tattoo (I changed that to a necklace when I realized I'd already made all the pics showing a necklace), I order her to buy some toys and meet me at a hotel, I fuck her there, and then the next day Daddy comes into my classroom and dominates me (only the Classroom BBC part follows the original request almost in its entirety... the departure is that I fucked up and did a facial instead of a cream pie, which I used in part 5).
I also had an idea that their daughter LaCresha would dominate me, which was the cliff hanger ending I'd originally planned... but the real life Daddy and Babygirl were a little uncomfortable about their daughter appearing in the story in any major way; and besides, the story ended up evolving into a far more complex one.
Here now is the original ending....
I would walk into my classroom the next morning and discover my daughter being dominated by their daughter, who had learned that I'd dominated her mother and been dominated by her father.
WALKING IN ON THEM:
I even had the best line for her to throw at me: You fucked my mother, so now I'm fucking your daughter; it's just tit for tat (or something like that).

FORCED TO WATCH
Look at the guilt on my daughter's face as her own mother catches her being humiliated. (Little does she know that I'd love to take her place!)

FORCED TO EAT MY DAUGHTER
Two different possibilities.





.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
CHAPTER FIVE: DP'D BY BBC
This chapter began as a simple DP scene, and then evolved into further plot development. Below are some of the changes along the way, as well as deleted and alternate pics.
ALTERNATE STORYLINE
Daddy really wanted to cream pie me in the Classroom BBC chapter, and the whole garage scene (which ends up instead being a roleplay fantasy with my husband) was originally my going to see him and getting the cream pie then... I do eventually get one at the end of this chapter.
In this original idea, Daddy would order me to dress up as a cheerleader, and then he would fuck me all over the garage. Here is a kinky position where he was supposed to come inside me, and then the cream pie itself.


DELETED PICS: NOT SUBMISSIVE
Babygirl and I both liked the idea of our sharing some intimacy in this chapter... a nice balance to the intense fucking that would also occur. So this pic, although it's sexy and sensual, didn't work, since between Babygirl and me I'm the natural dominant. I considered flipping the picture around, but that too didn't seem necessary, based on the other pics I'd chosen instead.

Thus these too didn't work... plus, I decided to focus more on the fucking and less on my foot fetish... although I did get Daddy to come on my feet, and Babygirl to eat it all off, later on in the chapter.


ALTERNATE PLOT:
I also liked the idea of my watching Babygirl fuck Daddy, but I decided to make myself the main focus (what can I say, I'm a diva), and as such, I ended up deleting these pics and that subplot.



ALTERNATE IDEA:
I love these next two pics, and I'm sure this pose will be included in another story down the road, but it just didn't fit in the context of this chapter. Except for the scene in the cabin where Babygirl appeared to dominate me, but Daddy was really the one calling the shots via telephone, Babygirl's nature is truly supportive and not dominant, even more so than mine is... so it really didn't work for her to be forcing my head down on Daddy's cock; if there's coercing to be done, it's Daddy's job. Or perhaps it's occasionally my job to coerce Babygirl, but only if it's really, really necessary.
BUT FUCK ARE THEY HOT! (Yes, I used all caps on purpose.)


DELETED PIC: EATING ASS
This pic is sexy, and there are pics later of Babygirl eating my asshole, but this occasion was just too early, and it slowed down the main plot... of getting Daddy involved.

DELETED PIC/IDEA: RIDE THE BBC TO ORGASM
I loved this picture, but I had already told them I couldn't come from being on top, and thus this had to go (although that belief is shattered later on in the evening). I also just had too many fuck pics. That said, this was my favourite pic of the chapter that I reluctantly had to delete.

ALTERATE CUM ON FOOT LICKING PICS
These ones were in the original story, but my editor pointed out that my shirt was off too soon. I tried to recreate the images, but I never got them as good as they are here. In the updated pics, the cum wouldn't stay on the feet... sigh.
So these next two are better than the one I ended up using.


HOT ALTERNATE PICS
Each of these are hot, but others were chosen instead, for location or plot development, or they seemed too repetitive.





LASTLY:
One more kissing pic... for all you readers who enjoy some romantic intimacy mixed in with your filthy fucking. (I'm not judging you for it, I'm the one who writes this stuff - LOL!)

.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
CHAPTER SIX: FOURSOME
MOSTLY DELETED ENTIRE CHAPTER: FOURSOME ORIGINAL... ON YACHT
Originally, I had Daddy and Babygirl invite us to their yacht where the foursome eventually transpires. I hadn't figured out the how at that point, but eventually I decided to stage it at my home with Babygirl using her seductive wiles on my husband, and then my revealing the truth of my authoring, past and present.
In the end, at Babygirl's suggestion, I decided to use a few of these photo shoots for a kinky fantasy the night before... that said, many of these are still not workable or needed... but some are still (quote) fun.
What's below are pics not used that would have told the entire story if I didn't change routes and go with the more believable and better final version (I hope you agree).
Note that the yacht has more leeway for foursomes than the house sets do, as I discovered.
So these are in vague order of the concept of my abandoned plot, although for continuity, missing many are missing, including how it began, and so forth.
Enjoy what never was.
PS: I JUST NOTICED THAT BABYGIRL IS WEARING A BACKPACK OR SOMETHING IN SOME OF THESE.... SO THEY WOULD HAVE NEEDED TO BE RE-RENDERED, WHICH WOULD HAVE BEEN A HUGE PAIN IN THE....
Let's start with some nice sucking and fucking pics:


I like how I'm watching my husband in this one.

I love the look on my face in this one... he must have just slammed it into my asshole. (Italics are worth a thousand pictures - LOL.)

I'm coming, can you tell?

Lastly, every good foursome needs some lesbian action:


And you can never have too many lesbian poses... right?


I love these two tonguing poses back to back, especially when you download them and play one right after the other.


......
.....
.....
Okay, so that was what never happened at all. Here is what was deleted from the actual chapter that was written.
DELETED: BEFORE THE MAIN EVENT
The setup to get my husband involved changed quite a few times. You've already seen the yacht idea, but I went through lots. When I finally decided to go with what was eventually published, I found some of these other pics unnecessary, or they would slow down the plot.
I didn't use this picture, even though I kind of liked the idea of David becoming a little dominant after he'd given in and allowed Babygirl to suck his cock.... I just couldn't come up with a reason for moving them from the wall to the middle of the room that made any sense... it just seemed to ruin the flow.

I planned to have Babygirl follow me into the kitchen after supper and before the reveal to grab some dessert, where she couldn't resist sampling my homemade pie.

I also considered having David all unknowingly walk in on me dining on Babygirl's homemade pie, but that seemed too abrupt a reveal, and it wouldn't allow for what I think ended up being a powerful, authentic, and intimate conversation over dinner.

DELETED WRITTEN PLOT (PLOT CONSISTENCY ERROR)
Unfortunately, this pretty cool scene and one that would have worked perfectly for the revealing and David's shock (and explain why Daddy and Babygirl were at our house).
"So, he read our story," Daddy interjected, getting into the story.
David looked at Babygirl. He looked at Daddy. He looked back at Babygirl. "Babygirl? Daddy?"
"The one and only," Daddy said.
"Do I look as sexy as my avatar does in all the pictures?" Babygirl asked with a smile.
"Better," he said, "much better."
"Thank you," she said with a smile, appreciating the compliment.
"So, the Best of Both World stories I've been reading are actually true?" David asked, turning his attention back to me.
"Yes," I replied sheepishly, realizing he'd been reading about my indiscretions all along, without realizing he was reading about me.
"Wow," he said.
"Your avatar doesn't do you, or that cock of yours, justice," Babygirl smiled, as she winked at me and moved her foot to his crotch, as I watched her nylon toes playing with my husband's erection.
"Ooooooh, you both look even more amazing in real life," David said.
"Do you want to be part of Chapter Six?" I asked, sensing that he would, based on his accepting response to my confession, and how he was allowing Babygirl to give him a foot job right in front of me.
"You're already writing Chapter Six?" he asked.
"Oh, I guess only three chapters have been released so far," I said. "But I can't really write Chapter Six, until you've joined in on tonight's foursome with us."
"Wait until you read four and five," Daddy added.
It was at this point in the writing that I cursed to myself, as I realized that in real life, only Chapter One had been released while I was writing this text, and in the story the first two chapters were still in editing, and three to five hadn't even been written yet.
Alas, this plot couldn't work.
Yet I think it was worth giving you a look.
Hope you agree.
DELETED FOURSOME PICTURES
The same issue is the reason for the majority of the following pictures missing the cut. I created too many, and some of them would wreck the flow of the fucking... since they would be making inexplicable location changes.
These first two I thought might lead to double cream pies, but instead I went for the two guys coming in the two gals' mouths.


This is a great pic, but it simply didn't flow... I mean seriously, look at that black cock buried inside me... so fucking yummy!

These last two in the foursome are simply ones that in the end I couldn't get to work. The couch scenes just wouldn't work... my hand is resting in midair (although I liked that I was watching David fucking Babygirl), David's ass is floating in the air (I considered pretending his feet were on a stool outside the pic).


This last couch one worked just fine, but by then I'd decided to focus on the floor being the main fucking area.

DELETED PICS: THE DP SCENES
Lastly, once again I just made too many photos, and these simply had minor issues, or they didn't fit into the flow of the sex scene.





.....
.....
.....
.....
......
CHAPTER SEVEN: GLORYHOLE
I created the pics for this chapter way before I got around to writing it... I was so excited to place myself in a gloryhole scene! Then I decided the gloryhole would be part of a new Chapter 7 called 14 tasks, where in collaboration with David, Daddy would order me to do 14 specific sexual acts over two weeks. Yet as this chapter evolved with the early conversation with my husband, my frustration and annoyance that he had to leave for two weeks, and the growing friendship I'd created with Babygirl, the gloryhole scene just flowed naturally.
So here are a few pictures not used.
ALTERNATE FACIAL SCENE: Bukkake Girl
I created three pics and I loved them all... but the one I chose worked the best, but I still love the second one below, of the redhead licking her lips, and then probably swallowing the cum... LOL... hungry slut!!!
Either way, I love facial pics, and even better bukkake pics, so here they are.


DELETED PIC: NOT SHOCKED
I love, love, love the look on my face in this pic. But since I went into this men's room for the sole purpose of sucking cock, the shocked look didn't make much sense.
Still, it's a hot picture.
Also, notice how you can see my pussy, ever so slightly.

DELETED PIC: OOPS
I originally had this pic in the story, as it shows my face way better than the one I used... but the problem is a big one... he is fucking my skirt, not my pussy. Alas, it didn't work.




ALTERNATE PLOT: COCK 4
I had three different endings for cock 4. The one we used was where I swallowed his load. But there was another one where I gagged on his cock and the cum is all over his cock, and one where he fucked me.
Here are the two I didn't use.


ALTERNATE ENDINGS FOR THE TWO COCKS:
Like cock 4, I couldn't decide how to end the scene. In the final draft, I get double penetrated and receive loads in both holes. Yet I also considered having them simultaneously fill my mouth and pussy, and I also considered taking a double facial... but again, as I made this chapter as diverse as I could, the double penetration deposits made the most sense.


DELETED PIC: NOT SAD
Like the not shocked picture, by the time he slides into me, I'm not really thinking I may be going to jail. I'm thinking he's going to fuck me instead.
But don't I look cute in this vulnerable state?

OOPS: WRONG GUY
While I was making these next pics, I changed who was included up in the DP threesome (I don't recall why)... alas, this double facial scene became irrelevant (I also ended up with double penetration cum shots instead anyway). But I thought it would be neat to show you the mindset of a bunch of quick shots in a row.... And another facial, lol.
So here are some action shots.




.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
CHAPTER 8: HOT TASKS 1-3
Only a few deleted in this chapter, but I think they are pretty interesting or fucking hot or both.
DELETED PICS: DADDY'S DAUGHTER DOMINATES ME
Originally, I was going to have LaCresha dominate me in this fantasy, which I kind of did anyways, but then I loved the idea of establishing her as different than her mother and disgusted her mother would sexually submit to a white woman.
And Daddy who didn't really like the idea of his daughter being a focus in this story, liked this fantasy plot and as such it became the first sex scene of this chapter and this a picture that just didn't make much sense when I added Babygirl and her humiliation into the scene (me masturbating while she stomps on my head... I couldn't even decide if I should put the one of me moaning or me screaming for the deleted scenes so I figured fuck it and gave you both):


PS: Did you notice my sexual little asshole is gaped here too. This pose is likely supposed to be for some sodomy action.
DELETED IDEA: MASTURBATION AT DESK
I also tried to get a good masturbation at my desk picture but the problem became obvious. The desk has an open front and kids would definitely see me doing it. Plus, the only one that worked also had me squeezing my breasts. A similar pose was used for task 5 although I still thought these were worthy of inclusion. The first one even as nylons, underneath nylons somehow.


The rest of the pictures are from the lengthy foot worshipping scene and task three. I took a lot of pics for this scene and here are some that just didn't work for a variety of different reasons.
DELETED PICS: TOO MANY PUSSY EATING PICS
That title actually seems so wrong, alas in this chapter the focus was on pantyhose and stockings and not the pussy eating. That said, here are a couple that were too hot to just discard forever.
Look at her eyes in this one:


DELETED PICS: AMAZING FOOT WORSHIP FRUSTRATION
These may be my favourite deleted pics of the entire story. All three are foot fetish perfection. Yet, I couldn't, no matter how much I tried, make the legs work and thus these couldn't be used... grrrr.



DELETED PIC: CONTINUITY ERROR
I also liked this pic, but realized in the story her pantyhose had not yet been ripped... again her eyes just make me melt.

DELETED PIC: AMAZING ASS
I hummed and hawed over using this pic, as it is pretty good, but I ended up using ones that did a better job showing the entire scene... yet how couldn't I make sure you got to see this amazing black pantyhose clad ass up close and personal.
DELETED PIC: 3RD ORGASMS
I also love this pic, but since they are supposed to be looking at each other, not looking up at the roof. But Janice looks so amazing here... did I mention her eyes???

.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
CHAPTER 9:
ALTERNATE TASK 4:
Originally the voyeur task was done in the daytime at a park instead of at nighttime in a back alley. But that just didn't seem to believable... here are some of the pictures.





DELETED PIC: NOT A NERD
This picture, the first made, makes the cheerleader look rather nerdish with the glasses and I thought it simply didn't work.

DELETED: LAME DANCING
I tried dancing scenes first but none worked as you can see from this picture... so I eventually went with sexy poses instead of dancing... I think I made the right choice.

DELETED FUCK PICS: RIDING HIGH
I loved this pose, but it just didn't seem to flow with the plot as I wrote it. Plus, I didn't want to show the room was empty since I was implying people were watching (alas this program only allows 4 people at a time).

ALTERNATE FISTING PICS
I didn't like the anal fisting idea, but I struggled to find a cock in ass and fist in pussy pic... luckily I did... here though are some samples that I didn't use.


.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
CHAPTER 10: TASKS 7-9
Task 1 was impossible to do well illustrated because of a lack of an authentic church setting... thus the kinky bondage fantasy.
DELETED CONCEPT: KINKIER BONDAGE
In the end I played a little with all the toys in the bondage area... here are a couple that just didn't flow once it was all said and done.


DELETED PIC: MY AMAZING ASS
Again, I didn't have a place to put this pose... although I did like it.

During the shemale massage scene, I simply had too many pics for the plot. Here are a few not used... as usual a facial because, you know, I love facials.
DELETED PICS: A VARIETY




Not surprising, I had a ton of pics for the epic Mistress scene. I even changed the plot on more than one occasion. So below is a variety of unused scenes, plots and pics.
DELETED SEX SCENE: FACE SITTING
I loved, loved, loved this pic and it may be the most disappointing one I have deleted so far. Yet, no matter how I tried I just couldn't find a flow that would allow it to happen.
I think you'll agree it's pretty damn hot.


DELETED SCENE: LESBIAN DAISY CHAIN
Another fun idea which I'm sure I'll use some other time, but like many pics in this chapter the pot just didn't flow this way... once I decided to get caught by LaCresha this original ending (the chapter would have been a LOT shorter) this had to go.



DELETED SCENE: BRIEF PLAY WITH PRINCIPAL
I liked this pic... I look pretty damn happy... but again once I decided to bring LaCresha into the mix (with permission) this brief sex act between myself and my principal had to go.

DELETED LACRESHA PLOT 1: WHITE SLUT
My first idea was she catches us as she is coming to use her white nerdy slut. Where she turns me into her teacher pet. Here are a few made before I decided it just didn't work and I went with my third idea... having her come with her black friend.




DELETED LACRESHA PLOT 2: TURNING ME
This plot I had LaCresha dominate me... before deciding to instead have me dominate her.....
There are some fun pics here though.



DELETE PICS: MISTRESS ME
Once I finally decided I was going to be the Mistress, I had fun making pics of me in that role. Here are a few that just didn't flow in the lengthy story I told.
Like having me ride her from the couch to the other area... but it just seemed too much.

Here is a great one of LaCresha sucking cock... God, she looked hot in this one... but I ended up having her suck cock somewhere else.

DELETED SCENE: TRIBBING
Lastly, I just had too many acts... so some had to go... including a fun tribbing one... as it was the only pic on the bed and as such didn't flow.

DELETED SCENE: DP'ing BECKY
Same issue... in the end... I didn't allow LaCresha to wear a strap-on and went instead to bringing Babygirl into the foursome finale.

DELETED SCENE: FOURSOME
I almost used this one, but ended up having all the foursome scene in one location and couldn't come up with a logical way to bring them to the couch. It also is either super sexy how rough I am, or it is too much.
You can decide.

.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
CHAPTER 11: Hot Tasks 10-12
DELETED PLOT: LaCresha my pet a lunch
Before I even started putting words to paper I created a plot where the next day LaCresha comes to my class for lunch... a fresh homemade pie... but as I started writing the chapter I decided to flip the script 18 degrees and put the hierarchy back where it likely needed to go and LaCresha regained power and I resumed my more natural role as a submissive pet.
Here is the one photo created for this idea... as it was supposed to just be a quick one-page scene before focusing on task 10... although it ended in a lengthier scene and lots of dialogue.

Alternate Ball Worship:
This is just an amazing picture of his black cock. Fuck. Yummy. Mmmmmm. Delicious.

Alternate Pussy licking Scene:
In the end, I used other photos... but I did like this one.

Alternate Pics: Golden Showers
I did three very different golden shower scenes... the one used where it sprays all over me and this one. The first one was so fucking hot too, but annoyingly the pee goes in my mouth and exits out of the back of my head... sigh.
The second was also hot, but in the end the one I used was more dramatic in my opinion.





ORGY SCENE DELETIONS:
The first one I used at first and then realized my hand goes through the cock... thus, it had to go.

This next one was simply too many fuck scene changes:

I loved this next pic, but it was made before I decided to move the tattoo addition up to task 10 (it was originally the final task). I tried recreating this pic forever but the cock just wouldn't go in my mouth smoothly... sigh.

Same problem:

An one more time... even though I loved the hand down below... the tattoo was missing and I couldn't find this pose when I tried to recreate it.

Lastly, I used this picture originally too until I realized I had already take off her shirt.

.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
THE END
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Hypnotic Nylons
I was just finishing up grading this semester's final projects, when Kennedy sauntered into my office. I sighed. Unlike all the other students in my Psychology 101 class, she hadn't handed in her final project, and thus she was very likely to fail the course. "What can I do for you, Kennedy?" I asked, my tone deliberately conveying my annoyance with her... expecting she was here so she could beg me to allow her to hand in her final project late. But this wasn't high school, so I was under no pressure from my higher ups for all of my students to pass my courses. And especially in her case... since she hadn't turned in any assignments at all during the semester, I wasn't in the mood to be at all sympathetic to whatever sob story she was about to hand me.
"Good afternoon, Professor Britton, I need to talk to you," she said, as I placed some papers into my bag so I could take them home and enter the final grades online while I watched a little television and enjoyed a leisurely glass or two of wine... since teaching freshmen will encourage any Professor to drink at least somewhat.
"Okay, what about?" I asked faux innocently, knowing exactly what she was about to ask me for... or at least I thought I did.
"May I please sit down?" she asked politely.
"Certainly," I responded. I leaned back against the front of my desk and crossed my arms, assuming a posture of authority that left little doubt about how unimpressed I was to be having a conversation with her.
Kennedy seated herself on the wooden chair in front of my desk and crossed her nylon-clad legs. She was one of only a few students I'd ever seen wearing pantyhose to class... which sadly, was a dying fashion piece. When I was first hired by the college twenty years ago, pantyhose were included in a female Professor's mandated dress code... although that requirement and practice had fallen to the wayside years ago, and often one couldn't tell the difference between a Professor and a student by their apparel, which I considered an egregious lack of professionalism in my colleagues.
"So. What may I do for you, Ms. Cheevers?" I asked frostily... still not remotely trying to conceal my annoyance with her.
"We need to talk about my grade," she said.
"Oh?" I asked, and then pointed out, "but for us to do that, you would need to have either handed in your final research paper, or shown me your project."
"Understood, So how about I show you my final project right here and now?" she asked, casually dangling one of her heels from her toes. "Then you can give me an A for the course, and we'll both be happy."
"An A? For the course?" I scoffed, which was a tad unprofessional of me, but although I knew Kennedy was a bright girl... her placement tests said as much... and she would likely have passed the course if she'd done well on the final, but at this point the best she'd earn was a C, and then if and only if she received an A on her final project.
"Yes, absolutely. I do deserve it after all," she insisted, ignoring my chilly demeanor and sarcasm.
"Unlikely," I said. "At the moment you're looking at a D if you're lucky, since you didn't hand in your final project when it was due, and you haven't handed in any assignments for the entire semester," I pointed out. "All you have going for you in this class is your consistent high scores on the weekly quizzes."
"Nevertheless, I still want an A," she said, not taking any notice of anything I was telling her.
"You haven't remotely earned an A," I argued, summarising what I'd already said and getting a little annoyed, while she uncrossed and recrossed her legs. I need to mention at this point that I'm straight... I'm happily married... I've never been seriously attracted to a woman... although like most women, I casually notice whether someone is pretty or not... and Kennedy was very pretty... but for some reason, her uncrossing and recrossing her legs and the subsequent heel dangling from one foot or the other, was getting a bit distracting.
"Semantics," she shrugged, her heel once again dangling from her right toes. I don't know why I found this distracting, but I did. I shoved it away the same way as when I'm sitting near my husband and he's twiddling his thumbs... if something is in my peripheral and moving, I find it distracting.
"This isn't even close to semantics, it's a preponderance of evidence! I'm not giving you an A just because you show up in my office and ask for one," I said, very close to being furious about her attitude. Kids these days always act so entitled. No one works for their grades anymore. I'd thought Covid would have made things better, since kids and families must have begun to appreciate the chance to attend school after needing to quarantine themselves away from them so much... but against all logic, the post-Covid entitlement issue somehow kept getting worse.
"I think my quiz scores demonstrate that I understand the content of this class," she said.
"Okay, I'll give you that," I agreed, "but parroting back the theoretical content of this course is only part of the journey I require from my students. You also need to demonstrate to me that you can put theory into practice with your fieldwork projects. Can you take what you've learned in this class and show me some real-life experiments or analyses to prove your alleged comprehension?"
"I can do that," she said confidently.
"Even if that's true, it's too late," I said, "the grades have to be posted before finals by 9am tomorrow morning, which means I have to upload them tonight from home. You're out of time."
"So..." she asked, her heel swinging and suddenly just a slight scent was in my nostrils, "is there anything I can do to convince you to award me the A I deserve?"
"Deserve?" I scoffed, no longer giving her even the vaguest pretense I was considering the possibility. I stressed again, "I've been perfectly clear all semester... and it's even in the syllabus... that I do not accept assignments after their deadlines, and I don't consider extra credit," I stressed.
"You sure? My parents will be furious if I don't keep getting straight A's," she warned.
"Not my problem. You should have considered that before failing to hand in your assignments this semester," I said dismissively.
"Except that you're my final stop in catching up. I've already convinced Professor Peters, Professor Walker, Professor Jamieson, and Professor Hamilton to give me A's in their classes," she said, still distracting me with her swinging heel.
"Did you hand in your assignments for their classes?" I asked, finding it hard to believe that any of those Professors would give this girl an A unless she'd earned it... they were all very well-respected, and all my good friends.
"Nope," she shook her head. "But nevertheless, each of them agreed that I had an excellent grasp of the material, and gave me an A."
"I find that very hard to believe," I said, "but in any case, I'm not giving you an A. An A is earned. An A is only awarded for someone's excellent academic performance. There's no way, I'm going to, um... going to, um..."
As her heel thunked onto the floor, I was suddenly staring at her red painted toenails, which were nestled sexily behind her sheer black nylons. While I've always worn pantyhose or stockings (the latter for special occasions) and found they really accentuated my legs... they'd never before been distracting to me when other women wore them... and definitely never on a student's legs and feet. Yet suddenly I was so confused I couldn't finish my sentence. It was like a San Francisco fog had appeared out of nowhere to cloud my head and my judgment.
"I'm certain we can work something out, Professor Britton," she said, wiggling her toes. "Especially since all my other Professors were so accommodating."
"Kennedy... I... this is just ridiculous," I said in total confusion, tearing my eyes away from her toes.
"Do you see my toes, Professor, my pretty little toes?" she crooned softly, almost breathlessly, continuing to wiggle them while she straightened her knee, thus lifting her right foot so its underside was facing me. "And my sole, my silky sheer sole?"
Her pantyhose-clad foot was on display right in front of my enraptured eyes... just about a foot separating them. "Kennedy... um... I...." I couldn't focus... an aroma like one from an essential oil diffuser was permeating my senses... and relaxing me.
"Maybe there is something we can work out?" she asked.
"No, Kennedy," I said firmly, even though I was confusingly distracted... unable to rip my eyes away from her nylon-clad foot. I felt very much like the prey hypnotised by that mythical snake.
"Okay," she sighed, and she removed her foot from my view and slid it back into her three-inch heel.
And I felt like my normal self again... mostly... the unique scent had left me a little light-headed... and, for reasons I couldn't remotely explain, I felt a little wetness in my panties. Although curiously I felt a little disappointed no longer to be seeing her nylon-clad sole and toes, I was regaining control of myself after that brief period of overwhelming confusion, and I was able to reiterate, "If you wish to achieve a reasonable grade, you'll need to ace the final."
"Will that give me an A for the course?"
"Heavens no," I scoffed again, stunned that this stupid girl hadn't yet absorbed the blunt words and tone I'd been handing her ever since the beginning of this conversation, "you can hope for a C, at best."
"That isn't good enough," she said, strangely looking not at all worried. If anything, she still appeared surreally confident.
"I'm not sure what you think you might accomplish here," I continued, now getting annoyed with this girl, "you simply didn't earn an A, you didn't earn a B, and you'll be lucky to earn a C. And there's no way I can give you extra credit for whatever you might come up with, when you didn't even complete the assigned course work."
Yet she continued to appear oblivious to my growing annoyance. "I didn't wish to give you extra work, so I didn't turn in any of the assignments."
"You didn't hand in any assignments so I'd have less grading to do?" I asked incredulously. "Which is my job?"
"Exactly," she agreed, her heel once again dangling from her right foot.
"So you just want me to give you an A because you're asking for it, and because you were so thoughtful as to refrain from putting me through the effort of grading your assignments?" I asked, my sarcasm dripping so obviously that even a complete bimbo would catch it. I couldn't believe we were even still engaged in this conversation. It was likely my glass of wine tonight had become a full bottle!
"Yes. That would be easiest," she explained, as if I was the one being stupid, as her heel once again dropped to the floor.
"Easiest?" I echoed, once again becoming transfixed with her toes encased in the hosiery, the moment they returned to my view.
"Yes, that way we'll both get what we want without any extra fuss and bother," she explained patiently, as if her point was obvious.
"What you want... and what I want?" I asked, as I stared at her red toenails... looking so pretty within the sheer black pantyhose.
"Yes, of course what you want as well," she repeated, her tone shifting back to soft, and a bit sensual. "We wouldn't want to leave that out of the equation."
"And what...what... just what p-p-pray tell, do I want?" I stammered, trying to snatch my stare away from her foot, yet unable to do so.
"Well, going back to basics, I want to receive an A in this course," she reiterated as she raised her right foot again close to my face... her sole looking so pretty and sensual. I had never once in my life considered the sole of anyone's foot to be sexy or sensual, although my husband had fucked my feet while I was wearing nylons on a few occasions, even coming on them a few times... but even though he'd found that episode exciting enough to make him come, it hadn't done anything for me.
"Yes, we've firmly established that's what you want," I said, that captivating scent now stronger, with her foot so close to me. Was it actually coming from her foot? It was such an exotic scent that it didn't seem likely... yet it was very noticeably drifting into my nostrils and making me feel all... all... all... I don't even know what... relaxed, I guess.
"So just give me the A, I'll get out of your hair, and you can return to your mundane married life."
"My life isn't remotely mundane," I said annoyedly, even though that was true only because I was still completely transfixed by her foot.
"Oh, with just a little suggestion, I could make that statement become true," she claimed as she wiggled her entire foot back and forth... her toes again within my view, and then her sole... back and forth... back and forth... that mysterious scent getting stronger and stronger. "Just give me my A, and I'll transform your life."
"I am... I um... I'm not... I'm not... I'm not..." I struggled, now unable to formulate a complete sentence, not feeling at all like myself. That earlier fog was once again compromising my consciousness. "I'm not allowed to give you what you're asking for."
"But it's your class," she pointed out. "I'm sure you're at liberty to make exceptions to the rules, whenever they're warranted."
"I'm sorry, I'm not sure what's coming over me," I said, waving my hand in front of my face, trying for some fresh air.
"So, is that a yes?"
"I don't know. I'm feeling strange... very strange," I said, my head light, my pussy inexplicably on fire. So much so that I wanted to touch myself.
"That makes perfect sense to me."
"It does?"
"Yes. So I'll give you one final chance to do this the easy way," she said. "Will you give me my A?"
"No," I said, "I can't. I really mustn't."
"Okay, then we'll move on to plan B," she said. "you Professors always choose the hard way, although Professor Walker thanked me effusively after everything was said and done."
"Plan B," I repeated... although not as a question like I'd intended, but just parroting her words in a dazed monotone.
"Yes," she said, as she adjusted her foot so I was staring at her toes again. As she wiggled them again, she asked, "Do you smell that?"
"I can smell something; what is it?" I asked.
"Why don't you just admire my pretty toes?" she continued, ignoring my question, which was a response to her question. "Are they not so wonderfully sensual?"
Her soft voice seemed to be hypnotizing me while I attempted to focus on my role as her Professor. "Kennedy, I don't know what you're doing, but..."
"See? Are they not so incredibly pretty? So intoxicating? So sensual?" she listed in a voice that was irresistibly drawing me in. "Tell me, Professor, are my toes pretty?"
"Um, I, yeah, they are," I agreed. At the moment they were the prettiest... prettiest... anything I'd ever seen.
"Almost everything about me, but especially my right toes, have been magically imbued with the power of seduction," she explained.
"That's just ridiculous," I said, even though I couldn't stop staring at them... that aroma so strong by now... enveloping me completely and rendering me unable to think straight. I even let out a little moan, which really confused me.
"If you're correct... if what I'm telling you is so ridiculous," she said, wiggling her toes so lasciviously... and whoever heard of lascivious toes?... but nevertheless they were... the red nails and the black pantyhose working symbiotically together to create their own sensual ambiance. "Try to look away from them. Try to look at anything except my pretty, pretty toes inside my sexy, silky, sheer stockings."
I tried to do it.
I really did.
I tried and I tried... but I couldn't look away.
"Go ahead and just look away, Professor, look away from my pretty, pretty toes in my sexy, silky, sheer, stockings," she repeated... speaking slowly in a sensual voice.
"I... I... I... can't," I stammered, although it took me a good fifteen seconds, maybe longer... to utter that two-word sentence. I was completely mesmerized by her toes. Her toes with those red nails. Within her nylons. Her black nylons. And that aroma. That intoxicating scent!
"No?" Kennedy chuckled softly, and even that chuckle was sensuous. "But why not?"
"I... I... I... don't know," I said, wanting... no, longing to kiss her feet... longing to suck on her toes... longing to lick the soles of her feet.... Yet even while I longed for these things, I was mortified by my urgings. I was married. She was a student. Yet I couldn't stop myself from thinking those thoughts... I couldn't stop staring at her toes... and at the sole of her right foot.
"These pretty, pretty toes are mesmerizing, aren't they, Professor?" she asked. "Especially in their sexy, silky, sheer stocking."
"Yes..." I answered, completely captivated by them, "...they are."
"So mesmerizing," she said softly.
"Absolutely mesmerizing," I agreed, now completely and literally entranced... unable to think for myself... unsure if I even wanted to think for myself. I only wanted to touch her foot. To kiss those toes. To lick her pantyhose.
Reading my mind, she asked, her voice continuing in that soft-spoken sensual fashion, "They look utterly delicious, don't they?"
"So... yes, delicious is the perfect word for them," I agreed, although not of my own volition, since by this point, I was totally unable to think for myself.
"In fact," she said, as she let me admire the sole of her foot again for a moment, which had a lovely shine to it, before she again offered me a great look at her toes, "Now that I planted the idea in your head, you really do think they'll be utterly delicious, don't you?"
"I was... I was... already thinking that," I said, wanting, for reasons I couldn't explain, to let her know I was already imagining tasting her toes.
"You were, were you?" she asked, and she extended her leg totally straight, so her sole was only a few inches from my face.
"Yes," I said, resisting licking that sole with all of my willpower... what little of it I had left.
"Well, now that the idea is engrained in your head, forever growing there for the rest of your life," she continued, as she took her foot away and crossed her leg across her other one again, "I'll bet you want nothing more than to slide your warm... wet... hungry... lips all over my delicious pretty toes."
"I...I...I..." I stammered, as I leaned forward away from my desk, still standing.
As she continued wiggling her perfectly manicured pretty toes, she said, "Come on, Professor. We both know you're longing to suck on my sensual, stocking-clad toes."
"I am," I admitted, staring hungrily down at them.
"Then kneel, Professor. Kneel for me," she ordered.
"I really shouldn't," I demurred, except my body was paying as little attention to my conscious intentions as Kennedy was, and I felt myself sinking down to my knees before the seated coed.



She lifted the sole of her foot right into my face and asked, "Do you want to lick my silky, sweaty, sole, Professor?"
"That... that... y-yes... um... that's exactly w-what I want to do," I stammered, as I leaned forward and began licking.
"You're sure?" she asked, taking it away from me after I'd tasted just the briefest sampling.
"Yes, yes, I'm sure," I said, with both hands on the floor, dragging myself closer to that same right foot that had been tantalizing me all along.
"You're telling me that you want to lick my sweaty sole?" she asked, resting her foot on my forehead.
Shame should have coursed through me, but instead I was in a complete lustful daze. I hadn't any control over my actions; all I wanted to do was worship her foot. I eagerly... lustfully... answered, "Yes! Yes! I want to lick your sweaty stocking-clad foot, and suck on your pretty, pretty toes!"
She drew the sole down my face from my forehead to my lips, and I mindlessly began licking... licking every square inch of the bottom of her foot... my tongue setting off fireworks in my taste buds, while I savoured her sweaty foot... and that previously faint scent was now so strong I was drunk on it.
"I trust you understand, Professor, that with each lick you take of my sweaty, sensual, silky, sole... you're falling deeper and deeper into complete servitude to me," she said.
You know those TV commercials for various medicines? The ones that include dire warnings about side effects? Those warnings are required by law because they're vital to your health, but that isn't the message the drug company wants to deliver, since they want to maximise their profits. So the voiceover rattles off the required warnings almost incomprehensively rapidly in a monotone, while the camera focuses on some happy, happy people without a care in the world, living the good life. And if the commercial is well-crafted, all your focus is on those happy people, all thanks to whichever medicine they're advertising, and you're left with a warm, fuzzy feeling, regardless of the severity of the warnings you were just given.
Kennedy's warning about my servitude had that same non-effect on me. I heard her words, I even understood them, yet they didn't register as having any importance at all, since my entire focus was on the tantalising taste of her sole, while I mindlessly responded with a wild moan, "Mmmmmmmmm, I just can't get enough of this wonderful taste!"
"No, you can't, can you?" she said, with a soft schoolgirlish giggle, "all you want to do is worship me, don't you, Professor?"
"Yes, yes, yes," I responded, first licking, and then kissing every aspect of her silky, sheer sole.
"Yes. And yet with every lick, you're becoming become more and more strongly my bimbo lesbian slave," she crooned, her tone so soothing and hypnotic... her words seeming so logical and inviting.
"Yes indeed," I agreed without thought.
"With every deep inhalation, every hungry lick, you're becoming nothing more than completely captivated and unconditionally obedient to me," she continued.
Such words should have terrified me, yet I responded with a contented sigh, "Yes, so obedient."
"Just a mindless slut whose purpose is to please me," she added.
"Yes, mindless slut to please," I agreed serenely, only wanting to worship her foot for the rest of eternity.
"You're such a good Professor," she purred. "Does my foot-licking slave wish to lick my other foot now?"
"Yes. Oh, yes, yes, yes please!" I said, like a little child longing to open a Christmas present before Christmas arrived.
Enraptured, I watched while she slipped her other foot, wrapped up in that all-important sheer stocking, out of her heel, and then I bent down to lick and kiss it hungrily.
"So hungry you are for my feet," she laughed. "They're particularly tasty, since they've been sweating all day in my shoes."
"So delicious, so yummy," I said sounding exactly like that bimbo she'd promised I'd be, as I rolled onto my back and licked her sole, caressing my hands up and down her stocking-clad calf while I did.
"Yes, suck on that callused heel too, my pretty Professor Pet," she purred. I retained enough detachment to appreciate the alliteration, as I took the heel of her foot into my mouth while simultaneously licking it.
"So yummy," I repeated, the taste and scent completely enthralling... nothing had ever felt so natural... nothing had ever smelt so good... and nothing had ever tasted so perfect.
"Are you my pretty Professor Pet?" she asked teasingly, as she lifted her foot up in the air, and out of reach of my hungry lips.
"Yes, yes, yes," I responded, as I quickly got up and spun around, "I'm your pretty Professor Pet! Now please feed me."
"Feed you these toes?" she asked, lowering her foot again so she could trace my lips with her silky sheer toes.
"Yes, yes, these very toes, please feed me these toes," I begged, longing to suck each and every one of them.
"However, Professor, do you understand that this is my final project?" she asked, as she rubbed her foot all over my face.
"What is?" I asked, not understanding what she meant at all.
"Hypnosis. My thesis, which I have now proven, is that I can turn my prim and proper married Professor into a mindless lesbian sex slave to one of her students," she said, as she moved her toes to my mouth.
"Then you deserve an A after all, and that's what you shall receive," I intoned, as I wrapped my lips around a pinky toe and sucked on it, since this was the ultimate thesis ever, and it definitively demonstrated the power of the mind over what had mattered to me.
"Only an A?" she asked, moving her toes away.
"A+, 100%, magna cum laude, a Master's degree, the sky's the limit," I listed off, happy to agree to anything at all, if it would get those toes back into my mouth... since allowing me to taste one for a only moment before it was taken away again, had been just so mean!
"Mmmmmmmm, Professor," she approved, returning her foot to me, "I'm happy that we now have an understanding."
"Yes! A+, A+, A+," I babbled with ultimate enthusiasm, as I sucked on her second toe... worshipping each toe individually, far more aggressively than I ever did my husband's cock. I didn't mind sucking cock... but I hated the taste of cum... and in any case, these toes tasted like heaven!
"So tell me... who is your best student?" Kennedy asked.
"You are, Kennedy! You're the bestest student I've ever had," I chortled, wiggling my tongue, as I sucked her middle toe.
"Glad to hear it. And who is your hottest student?"
"You are, Kennedy, you're so beautiful with your pretty red hair, your intoxicating green eyes, and your wicked smile," I complimented, before proceeding to toe number four.
"And who owns you?"
"You do, Kennedy," I agreed mindlessly. "You own me now!"
"Does that mean you'll obey my every order?"
"Yes indeedy," I said, giving especial attention to her fourth toe. "Every order... obey... I will."
"Because you're a mindless bimbo Professor born to serve pretty coeds, aren't you?" she asked, again pulling her foot just out of my reach.
Needing to have her foot back in my mouth, the big toe begging for attention most particularly, I responded, not contemplating any consequences or nefarious plans she might have, "Yes, I'm a mindless bimbo Professor, and I was born only to serve pretty coeds in pantyhose, especially yourself."
"Do you like my pantyhose?" she asked, as she offered me that lovely big toe.
"Yes, they're so sexy on you," I said, before taking the big toe into my mouth and hungrily soaking it with my saliva and with my moans.
"Yes, suck those toes," she said.
"Mmmmmmmm, so yummy yummy!" I said, sounding like a five-year-old bimbo. (I know that's far-fetched, but try imagining Jamie Lee Curtis in Freaky Friday, except Jamie's mind is five, and she's naked and horny and grabbing her own tits.)
"You may earn an A+ yourself, as a toe-sucking, pussy-licking, ass-eating, strap-on-taking Professor Pet," she listed off.
Each of those items she listed were taboo activities I'd never done. The closest I'd come was being fingered on a bus by a much older woman while I was returning home after visiting some friends just after I'd turned eighteen... yet suddenly they all seemed like delightful prospects! "Mmmmmmmm," was all that escaped from my mouth.
As she offered me her other foot, she asked, "Do you want to earn yourself the award for being the most-est, nastiest, lesbian Professor fuck toy in the college?"
"Yes please," I responded eagerly, while I sucked on her other pinky toe.
"It won't be easy. There's a lot of first-rate competition for that title on this campus," she warned.
"Doesn't matter... I'll be the bestest bimbo Professor slut you've ever seen!" I bragged, my competitive streak... mixed with my lustful hunger... upping my confidence enormously.
"For instance, Professor Peters ate the entire cheerleading team's pussies right after the football game last weekend," she revealed.
For some reason, I just took it for granted that such an unlikely claim was true, that she had indeed used her beauty and sensual scent to seduce all the Professors. Even Professor Peters, who was so repressed that she always wore her hair in a bun! I retorted, even though I'd never once eaten anyone's pussy, "I'll eat your whole sorority's pussies; in fact, I'll eat the pussies of every girl in every sorority on campus!"
"Professor Jamieson was a bitch to a few of my friends, so now she's my sorority's toilet," she added.
"Huh? Toilet?" I asked, at a loss for what she meant, while I went to her next toe.
"Yes, all the girls are using her mouth for their urinal," she explained.
"Oh!" I gasped.
"Yes, disobeying me has consequences," she added.
Professor Jamieson could be quite a bitch, and I usually couldn't stand her, so I responded, "Good! The bitch needed to be knocked down a peg."
"Oh, she definitely has been," she assured me. "She's currently the grateful recipient of about fifty golden showers a day."
"Oh my!" I said, moving to her middle toe.
"Yes, and Professor Hamilton is also in the running, since she's a complete bisexual nympho. In addition to eating as much pussy as she can get, she loves getting fucked by any student she can proposition."
"Who wouldn't want to do that?" I asked, not at all myself. Before today, I'd never once considered having sexual relations of any sort with any student: male or female. And even now I hadn't had the chance to follow through on any of my new inclinations.
"You want to be fucked by coeds with strap-ons?" she asked, as I went to her fourth toe.
"Yes, I want to be the bestest, nastiest, Professor Pet you've got," I said, moaning while I sucked on her toe... suddenly the idea of being bent over my desk and fucked by a female student not only appealing, but pussy-leaking exciting.
"You'll have a lot of catching up to do," she cautioned. "Professor Walker is easily the nastiest Professor slut of the lot."
"Then please train me to be the biggest, bestest fucking Professor whore in the school," I pleaded, as I moved on to her final toe.
"Easier said than done. Professor Walker takes twelve-inch strap-ons in the ass while she's bent over her office desk, she guzzles down jizz like it's water, she loves being spit-roasted, and..." she paused for dramatic effect... "she's secretly a well-known erotica writer, and once I tell her about it, she'll likely write down your own submission today, and release it as a fictional story."
"Oh my," I said, the visual of the pretty, but nerdy... oh dear, those ubiquitous glasses of hers... Jasmine Walker getting ass fucked popping into my head, as I continued worshipping Kennedy's toes, "I just have to run my tongue over every square inch of your foot!"
"Such silky sheer feet," she purred.
"So silky and sheer," I repeated, kissing and licking every bit of them.
"I bet you couldn't stop if you tried," she said.
"No, I can't stop," I said, in a compete lustful licking daze. "But why would I want to?"
"Have you ever eaten a pussy, Professor?"
"No ma'am," I answered.
"But you want to eat mine, don't you, Professor Pet?"
"Yes ma'am," I replied with no hesitation; the seed had been planted, the seed had sprouted, the plant had grown.
"Yes what?" she drilled down, as she parted her legs.
"Yes, I want to eat your pussy," I answered, as I looked up and saw that her pantyhose were actually stockings, they were being held up by a garter-belt, and she wasn't wearing any panties. Her pretty, glazed, wet, pink peach was just sitting there waiting to be eaten. By me!
"Do you want to become my next cunt-licking Professor Pet?" she asked, as she stuck a couple of her fingers into her pussy.
"Yes please," I responded, always hating the word 'cunt', but right now that didn't matter at all.
"Then say the words, Professor. Tell me how badly you want it," she said, parting her pink pussy lips with her fingers. "I have four other adorable Professors, and with a single text, any of them will eagerly rush over here, shove you out of the way, and crawl between my legs."
Wanting that pussy for myself... needing that pussy... I elaborated, uttering the nastiest thing I'd ever said in my life, "Please... let your bimbo Professor Pet eat that pretty cunt of yours, until you come all over my face, and baptize me as your dumbest, sluttiest, bimbo-est, pet ever!"
"You're sure?" She asked. "What if another student walked in right now, and caught you between my legs eating my cunt?"
"Depends. Boy or girl?"
"Let's say she's a girl."
"Then I'd eat hers too, or make her join me in eating yours," I said, logic long gone, while mindless obedience and lust consumed me.
"And if he was a boy?"
"Then I'd ask him to fuck my ass while I ate your cunt."
"Mmmmmmmm," she purred, "not too shabby." Then she ordered, "Now start eating your new favourite snack, Professor Pussy Pet."
"Yes indeed, Kennedy! Thank you, Kennedy," I said, and I dove between her legs and began licking my first pussy.
I still have no idea which tasted better... her perfect pretty toes and sweaty soles, or her perfect pink cunt and swollen clit... both sets were perfect, yet completely different scents and tastes... the only similarity being they were both heaven on earth. Sucking on her toes... licking her soles... becoming her mindless pet... and eating her pussy... no, I should call it her cunt... had me feeling as perfectly at home as I'd ever felt before.
Even though I had no idea what I was doing, I just began doing whatever my instincts told me to do.
I probed her pussy hole.
I wiggled my tongue up and down in a zed-like pattern.
"Do you like eating teen cunt, Professor Bimbo?"
"Yes, I love eating teen cunt! It's the yummiest thing ever," I said, sounding like a Valley Girl... a really dumb-ish slut-ish Valley Girl.
"Better than my toes?" she asked.
"They're both equally, yet completely different in their yumminess," I said, unsure whether yumminess was a word.
"I see," she giggled softly, as she watched me licking her. "Who would have guessed my Psychology Professor would so quickly become an obedient bimbo cunt-licking slut on her knees mindlessly licking a student in her own office, just for the chance to give her an A in the course?"
"Not I," I said. "But you did, in your thesis."
"True. But you're the one licking my cunt."
"Also true. It just tastes so fucking good!" I said. "And it feels so right!"
"And so delicious," she added.
"And so delicious," I agreed verbatim, while I probed her hole.
"And so natural."
"And so natural," I agreed, again repeating her words verbatim.
"Because you were born to be a pussy-pleasing Professor Pet."
As I flicked on her clit (I loved whenever my husband did that to me), I continued repeating her words, this time changing the pronouns, "Because I was born to be a pussy-pleasing Professor Pet."
All I wanted was more of this heavenly pussy... this tantalizing taste... this sensual scent... this perfect aura.
"You're such a good Professor," she moaned.
"And you're so yummy," I responded in kind. And then for a couple minutes there was no longer any talking... just both of us moaning... she as her orgasm rose, while I was getting so turned on eating pussy... becoming no more than her submissive, mindless pet had gotten me completely horny... my pussy never before more in need of an orgasm than it was right now.
"Do you want my cum, Professor Pussy Pleasing Pet?"
"Yes, I do... so badly," I moaned, my pussy no longer just leaking into my panties, but now gushing into them, at the idea that I'd soon be tasting her cum!
"Then get ready, my cum-hungry Professor Plaything," she said, as I felt her hand on the back of my head pulling me deeper into her wetness.
A few seconds later, I felt a gush of wetness splattering my face, while her legs tightened around my head and I lapped hungrily... doing my utmost to retrieve every drop of her sweet cum that I could.
"Good girl," she moaned.
I didn't stop licking. "Mmmmmmmm," I responded, my head trapped between her legs, which didn't matter in the least, since I had no intention of vacating this perfect location anytime soon.
"You love my cum, don't you, Professor?" she asked, as she let go of my head and opened her legs.
Which didn't matter in the least, since I didn't budge. I could feel my face shiny with her cum, when I looked up at her face and replied, "Yes, I love your cunt cum, it's so yummy!"
"Are you horny, Professor?"
"Yes, I'm feeling very horny."
"Why are you horny?"
"Many reasons. At first it was just seeing your nylon-clad toes and sole that had my cunt burning with desire," I answered in part.
"These toes?" she asked, lifting a foot and bringing it to my mouth.
"Yes, theeeeeeese toes," I moaned, instinctively leaning forward and sucking on them.
"You can't get enough of me, can you Professor Toe Sucker?" she asked as I sucked half of her toes into my mouth at once.
"No, I can't. I particularly love your toes so much," I replied, licking and sucking on them.
"Do you want to cum all over my foot like the bimbo Professor you are?"
I had no idea what that would look like, but I still responded eagerly, "Yes, Kennedy. Your bimbo Professor wants to cum all over your foot soooooo badly!"
"Lie down and spread your legs, Professor Pet Bimbo."
"Yes, Kennedy," I agreed hurriedly, dropping to the floor and spreading my legs quicker than I ever had for any dickster.
"Do you think Professor Pets should wear pantyhose for their Mistress?"
Having read some erotica, I knew that one! "No, Mistress," I responded, and calling her my Mistress seemed so right. "A proper, perfect Professor should by preference wear thigh high stockings or a garter-belt and stockings, so every girl who wants her, will have quick access to her fuck holes."
"Exactly," she nodded, as she moved her foot towards my very wet crotch.
"And do cunt-licking, strap-on taking, submissive fuck toys ever wear panties?" she asked, as she rested her foot on my pussy.
"No, dumb Professor slaves not only never wear panties, but we also have completely shaved cunts, so we'll be easily available for whomever wants to use our sloppy holes," I moaned from the pressure, the words I was saying making complete sense to me. Why was I wearing pantyhose today of all days? And what the fuck was the purpose of ever wearing panties?
"So, you promise never to wear panties to work anymore, nor pantyhose. Right, Professor Foot Humper?" she asked, as she began rubbing her foot up and down slowly.



"Yes Mistress. From now on, my slutty box will always be wide open for you," I moaned, wishing I wasn't wearing pantyhose or panties right now, so I could feel her silky soles on my naked cunt.
"Don't move, Professor Lesbo," she said. She took her foot away, went to my desk, and I whimpered in disappointment.
She returned a moment later with a pair of scissors and reached between my legs. First she ripped my pantyhose at the seam, and then she picked up the scissors again and ordered, "Don't move."
I didn't.
She cut my panties until they were no longer a pair of anything, and tossed the scraps aside.
She then returned to her chair, scraped it a foot closer to me, and returned her foot to my now naked pussy. "Much better," she said.
"So much better," I concurred with a moan.
"So... do you like having one of your student's foot fucking you like you're some cheap porn slut?" She asked.
"I know it's wrong, Mistress," I moaned, a part of me lurking deep down in my subconscious screaming for me to regain some control of this roller coaster ride that had tumbled way off the tracks, but I shoved it even further back into the abyss of my mind, while I finished my thought, "but you now own my mind and my body, so I'm just a pleasure puppet for you, and for any of your pretty friends you decide to share me with."
"Yes, you are," she agreed. "A pleasure puppet for every cunt you'll ever see up close and personal."
"Yes please, give me more cunts to eat, Mistress," I moaned, her foot moving up and down, up and down. "I want to eat every cunt I can."
"Would you eat the cunt of the next girl who walked into this room?"
"That's too hypothetical. I will eat every girl's cunt you tell me to," I answered, "I'm just a bimbo, born to please whomever you want me to."
"Shit," she laughed, "I've broken you way harder than I did your colleagues."
"Yeah, so I'm now your dirtiest bimbo," I declared, excited by the idea that I was the best of the worst, if that makes sense.
"You'll still have to earn that title."
"No problem; I'm in, and I'll do anything at all to earn it," I said. "For starters, you can please give me more feet to worship, more pussies to lick, and more toes to hump."
"All of that can be arranged," she assured me, as she began rubbing her foot against my pussy in a circular motion.
I could feel wetness all over her foot... my own wetness... and I could feel my orgasm rising rapidly. "Please Mistress, can your bimbo Professor come?"
"Do you want to come all over your student's foot?"
"Yes, yes, yes! If my Mistress wants to keep calling herself my student, then yes, I want to come all over my student's foot," I agreed urgently, as I began lifting my hips to fuck myself on her glorious foot.
"The same student you were refusing to give an A?" she asked, taking her foot away.
"I'll give you an A+, an A+++!" I said desperately, "just please fuck me with your nylon-clad toes."
She returned her toes to my pussy, parted my pussy lips, and pushed three of those toes right into my super wet cunt.
"Oh my, yes! Toe fuck me, toe fuck my cunt!" I pleaded, euphoria cascading through me.
"Fuck yourself on my toes, you fucking nasty Professor Toe Fucker," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress, yes Mistress, yes Mistress!" I babbled as I obeyed, grinding my hips back and forth, taking as much of her foot into my pussy that would fit.
"That it, slut! Take all my toes, take them all," she ordered.
I sat up, reached down, grabbed her ankle, and as I scooted my hips forward, I stuffed her entire foot, all five toes, into my cunt. "Oooooooooooooh, fuuuuuuuck!" I trembled while my pussy was being stretched wide open!
She wiggled her toes inside me, creating extra waves of pleasure, while I collapsed onto my back and just enjoyed the wide foot inside my cunt, while she wiggled her toes, and in less than thirty seconds, I was screaming, "I'm COMING!"
"Such a nasty slut," she said, as my cum bathed her toes, and most of her foot.
"Your slut, Mistress," I moaned mindlessly, as she pulled her foot out. And now soothingly, she rubbed my pussy with her sole.
"Yes. You're my slut, Professor," she agreed.
After about thirty seconds. while the most intense orgasm of my life began dissipating, she ordered, "Now come clean your cunt cum off of my foot."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed weakly, excited to taste her foot again, but that orgasm had completely drained not only my every brain cell, but also my entire body.
I leaned forward to her foot, her legs again crossed, and I sucked her pinky toe, glistening with wetness, into my mouth.
My cunt cum... on her sweaty stockings... was exhilarating.
The taste!
The scent!
Utter heaven!
I could have remained on my knees forever, cleaning my cum off of her toes, when I heard an astonished female voice cry out, "Professor Britton!!!"
To be Continued...
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Hypnotic Nylons Ch. 02
My eyes went wide... my mouth wrapped around a nylon-clad toe, as Kennedy spoke for me, letting me know who had walked in on us in the most compromising position a professor can be caught in (well humping her toes and eating her pussy may have been worse), "Hi, Ellen."
"Kennedy?" My fourth-year teacher assistant asked, clearly confused by what she was witnessing.
"Keep cleaning your cunt cum off my toes, Professor," Kennedy ordered.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, unable to do anything else, but obey, the consequences of being caught not at all my concern, savouring my cum on my student's foot was.
"Professor," Ellen repeted, stunned by what I was doing.
"Tell her sit down, Professor," Kennedy said, moving her foot away from my salivating mouth.
"Sit down, Ellen," I said, wanting nothing more than the yummy toes drenched in my cum back in my mouth. Kennedy moved her foot back to me and I moaned as I took her toes back into my mouth.
"What did you do to her?" Ellen asked, accusing Kennedy of something nefarious.
"Me?" Kennedy asked, her tone sweet and innocent, "I just started wiggling my pretty pretty toes in my silky sheer stockings and she dropped to her knees and sucked them."
"That is ludicrous," Ellen said, which I would have thought too, if it wasn't for the reality that was exactly what happened and the evidence was occurring as they spoke.
"She can't get enough of my pretty, pretty toes in silky sheer stockings, can you Professor Pet?" She asked.
I wished I could have denied it, as it was bad enough to submit sexually to a student,but multiplied immensely by the reality she was now submitting sexually to a student while another student... her teacher assistant... was watching. Yet, I didn't deny it. I gleefully admitted it, "I can't get enough of these yummy, yummy toes."
"Are you blackmailing her?" Ellen asked, as I moved my tongue up and down the sole of Kennedy's foot noticing her other foot was back in her heel... I have no idea when that had happened.
"Goodness, no," Kennedy laughed. "I don't need to do that. Although this all happened because she wouldn't give me an A in her class."
"An A," Ellen scoffed... knowing there was no way Kennedy earned an A.
"You get an A plus Mistress," I chirped in, bathing every inch of her foot with my tongue... trying to extract every subtle taste of my cunt cum and her foot taste as I could.
"What?" Ellen asked bewildered.
"Her mind is controlled by me," Kennedy said.
"That is ridiculous," my teacher assistant said.
"I simply hypnotized her with my exotic foot scent and my mesmerizing pretty pretty toes in my silky sheer stockings," she said, repeating the same phrase over and over... her tone drawing me in even deeper and I wondered if it had any impact on Ellen. Part of me hoped she too wouldn't succumb to this mindless obedience and part of me hoped she would join me in the ultimate act of servitude.
"You can't be serious?" Ellen said, as I moved up to the toes and sucked on them all at once.
"I'm completely serious," Kennedy said. "No one can resist my exotic foot scent and my pretty, pretty toes in sheer, silky stockings. Isn't that right Professor Cunt Licking Slave?"
"Yes, Mistress, your foot scent is completely intoxicating and your toes just so yummy, yummy, yummy," I said, in such a complete lustful state I wasn't even sure what I was saying.
"No one can hypnotize someone with their toes," Ellen said, as Kennedy uncrossed her legs and re-crossed them... the foot I was licking now planted firmly on the floor, the one wearing a heel now up in the air. I wasn't sure what to do.
"Lap the top of my foot, Professor Bimbo Bitch," Kennedy ordered, wiggling her indeed hypnotic toes.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, bending down and licking the top of her toes, like a kitten licking milk from a bowl.
"See, Ellen, I just wiggle my toes and she turns into a mindless kitty," Kennedy mused.
"Meow," I uttered, as I licked the top of her foot getting my probing my tongue between each toe trying to extract any of my cunt cum that had seeped between.
"Oh, that is new," Kennedy giggled.
"Professor stop, this is not dignified," Ellen said just as I saw Kennedy dangle her heel from her toes.
"She just can't stop," Kennedy said. "Can you, Professor Toe Licking Bimbo?"
"Mmmmmmmmm, I can't stop and I wouldn't want to. I love, love, lovey, your yummy, yummy toes," I said, as I continued to probe and try getting just the subtleties of tastes.
"I just don't understand," my teacher assistant said, as I remained on all fours licking.
"You don't believe in hypnosis?" Kennedy asked.
"No," Ellen said, "especially a ridiculous concept of it being through your toes."
"You mean my pretty, pretty toes in silky sheer stockings?" Kennedy asked.
"Whatever," Ellen dismissed, just like I had just a little while earlier.
"You sure?" Kennedy asked. "Professor Toe Kissing Cunt Licking Foot Humping Pet would likely disagree."
"I would," I interjected.
"It's fake," said.
"Really?" Kennedy asked. "So, Professor Mindless Slave is licking my pretty pretty toes and my silky sheer stockings right in front of you and humiliating herself completely of her own free will?"
"People don't just get hypnotized by toes and nylons," Ellen said.
"They don't?" Kennedy asked, her heel really swinging back and forth... her exotic scent beginning to drift in the air again... as I just kept licking every inch of the top of her foot.
"Seriously, how would that even be possible?" Ellen asked, as I wondered myself how it was possible... but it was possible none-the-less... and why did I care? This was my purpose in life... and I didn't want to be doing anything else.
Kennedy's heel dropped to the floor. "I could even turn you into a foot licking bimbo like the professor here."
"No, I would never dooooo," she said and stopped completely and suddenly confused.
I glanced over trying to watch the best I could while I kept licking her silky sheer nylon. It was obvious that Ellen was suddenly getting confused... just like I vaguely recall happening to me before I became a bimbo.
Kennedy wiggled her other toes, and explained, "Well, it's a multi-level hypnosis. It starts when the exotic scent of my utterly delicious foot aroma floats up and engulfs your senses."
"That... that makes no sense," Ellen said, but her eyes remained fixated on Kennedy's toes... her submission seemed inevitable.
"It makes your logical side start to fade... your head goes light... and you become more and more suggestive to my words," she continued, as I listened intently while she lifted her heel up giving me access to the bottom of her yummy toes and the top part of her sole... as I rolled over into my side and licked.
"That doesn't make sense," Ellen repeated, as I had a great angle now to watch what was transpiring right in my office and was helpless to do anything but allow my teacher aide to fall under the exact same spell I had.
"Oh, it does," Kennedy said softly. "The scent draws you in, like a moth to the flame. Puts you into an intoxicated daze... and then when I wiggle my pretty pretty toes."
"In silky sheer stockings," Ellen finished the phrase as her eyes were completely starring at Kennedy's slowly wiggling mesmerizing toes.
"Stare at them, Ellen, stare at my pretty, pretty toes in silky sheer stockings," Kennedy continued, her toes moving in a smooth constant wave.
"Um...uh... I... I...." Ellen tried to speak, but was falling under Kennedy's spell.
"You want to look away, you know you should look away and yet you can't look away from my wiggling toes, can you?"
"I can't look away," Ellen responded in confused agreement, her eyes completely fixated on Kennedy's sensual, sexy toes.
"I mean, yeah, yeah, yeah, I can," Ellen said, her words not convincing and betrayed by her body as she leaned forward to get closer to Kennedy's outstretched leg... the foot temptingly close... her eyes completely focused on the toes.
"Can you?" Kennedy asked, as I bathed the underneath part of her sheer toes.
"Yes... no... I can't... I...." Ellen struggled to speak a coherent thought as Kennedy moved her foot away from her. Ellen though followed the foot with her eyes.
"It's so cute as you try to resist the inevitable," Kennedy giggled, as she lifted her foot back up the stunned teacher assistant.
"It smells so good," Ellen said, as the foot scent was now enveloping her.
"Take a big sniff, inhale my sensual foot aroma."
"Why, why, why do they smell so good?" Ellen said, moving her face just a couple of inches from the nylon-clad foot, inhaling the heavenly exotic scent. "Just so good."
"Because my pretty pretty toes...."
"In silky sheer stockings," Ellen finished in an utter fog.
"Are so utterly delicious," Kennedy said.
Ellen uncrossed her legs, as Kennedy again moved her foot away, and leaned forward desperate to keep admiring the perfect toes and sole... desperate to keep inhaling the intoxicating, body tingling scent.
Kennedy continued, wiggling her toes, "Are my toes not the most mouthwatering thing you ever, ever seen?"
"Mmmmmmmm," Ellen actually moaned as she leaned even closer.
"The idea has been planted in your head, the roots have grown and now it's only a matter of time before you drop to your knees and become my bimbo sex slave," Kennedy continued in her soft soothing voice as I watched and licked.
"I just... I just... I just...."
"You can't resist, can you? The temptation is just too strong. The scent overpowering. The visual completing intoxicating," Kennedy pushed her deeper and deeper into utter submission.
"I can't... I don't... I... can't resist," Ellen said, as she lowered herself to her knees before the enticing, irresistible foot.
"You want these toes in your mouth," Kennedy said, as she moved her foot and traced her big toe around Ellen's lips.
"I have to have it," Ellen said, placing both her hands on the foot.
"Go ahead, Ellen, lick my soles, suck on my toes and began my bimbo sex slave," Kennedy ordered, her soft tone never changing.
"I can't resist... I can't resist," she repeated, before Ellen leaned forward and licking the salty sole.
Kennedy giggled softly, "Another righteous girl falls."
"Oh my God," Ellen said, licking up and down lustfully. "So good."
"Of course, Ellen," Kennedy said, just like she had to me when I succumbed to the irresistible foot scent and mesmerizing toes, "the more you inhale my delicious erotic aroma, the more you lick my silky sweaty soles, the more you suck on my pretty, pretty toes in sheer nylon, the more you mindlessly obey my every command... the more you lick the deeper and deeper you fall into my unconditional servitude."
"I can't resist," Ellen repeated, like the mindless sex slave she had become.
"Isn't it hot seeing your student worship my feet just like you, Professor?"
"So hot, Mistress," I agreed, watching Ellen worship the other foot.
"I thought you didn't believe in hypnosis," Kennedy said, as she lifted both her feet up and bent her knees so we could both worship her silky soles side by side.
Neither of us needed instructions, as we just mindlessly did what he knew was expected.
"So good, so yummy," Ellen said, as she explored the right sole with her tongue as I did the same to the left.
"You like licking my silky sheer sole, Ellen?"
"I love it,"
"Do you like licking my silky sheer sole, Professor?"
"I love it, I could do it all night," I said, as I bathed her foot with my wet tongue.
"Look at my two mindless princesses," Kennedy giggled. "Just obedient fuck toys for my personal pleasure."
"So yummy," Ellen moaned, getting horny licking the sole.
"We were born to serve you, Mistress," I said, as I moved up and took her toes in my mouth.
"Follow what Professor Bimbo does Ellen," Kennedy said. "You want to be a good fuck toy, don't you?"
"I want to be the best fuck toy," she said, moving up and taking the other toes in her mouth.
"So good," Kennedy purred. "You both look so sexy with my pretty, pretty toes in sheer nylons in your mouths."
"Mmmmmmmm," Ellen purred, sucking the toes with lustful hunger.
"Professor Fuck Toy should I fuck our teacher assistant pet with a strap-on I have in my bag, sit on her face and make her eat my pussy, bend over and have her eat my sweaty asshole or get on all fours and eat your pussy while I pound her from behind with my big strap-on cock?"
Each option sounded hot and made my needy pussy tingle, but the idea of having my teacher assistant between my legs eating my very needy pussy was too much to resist, "Please fuck her while she eats my pussy."
"You nasty slut," Kennedy said. "You want to use your teacher assistant as your sex slave?"
"Yes, I want to have her deep in my pussy while you pound her cunt," I said, not at all thinking about anything else but the possibility of an orgasm.
"If I do that, she will be your mindless sex slave any time you lift up your skirt and see sees your pretty pussy," Kennedy said.
"Yes, please, I want my own bimbo sex slave," I said.
"Professor," Ellen gasped, even as she sucked my toes.
"You love cunt, Ellen, you can never get enough," Kennedy said. "Any time any girl lifts up their skirt or dress and offers you their pussy you will immediately become their mindless sex slave. Your pussy gets wetter with each command you obey, you only come from getting someone else to come, your purpose is to eat cunt... to service women. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Mistress, I'm a dumb slut whose purpose is to eat cunt," Ellen said.
"Sit on the chair and spread your legs Professor Ethics Breaking Bimbo."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, kissing her toes once more before quickly getting on the chair and spreading my very wet pussy.
"Have you eaten cunt before, Ellen?" Kennedy asked.
"Yes, many times," Ellen answered.
"Really?" Kennedy asked, as she stood up... Ellen humorously bending down to keep worshiping the foot. "Tell me more."
"I ate my neighbour's pussy at the beginning of the summer after I graduated and then she shared me with most of her friends during the summer."
"Hot," Kennedy said. "Now go eat your professor while I get ready to pound that pussy."
"Yes, Mistress," Ellen obeyed, crawling to me. As she reached me and moved between my legs she said, "I have wanted to eat your pussy and be your sex slave all semester."
Before I could respond, her tongue was parting my folds.
"Oh my," I moaned.
"Well, this is what we call serendipity," Kennedy smiled, as she put on a big eight-inch black strap-on cock around her waist.
"She is so good," I moaned, "my husband almost never goes down on me."
"Well, now you have a personal pet to go down on you anytime you want," Kennedy said. "The perks of giving me an A."
"An A plus, plus," I moaned, as I watched my cute nerdy teacher assistant still wearing her glasses lick my pussy better than any man ever had.
"So yummy, Professor," Ellen said, as she really worked my pussy over.
"Fuck her, Mistress, fuck her cunt," I encouraged, as Kennedy moved behind her.
"Yes, fuck me, Mistress," Ellen begged, clearly wanting the dick badly... part of me wishing that dick would be going in me. The dick longer and fatter than my husband's.
"You sure?" Kennedy asked, "each deep thrust in your cunt will make you more and more a complete insatiable bimbo."
"I just want to be a cunt eating fuck toy," she answered, as Kennedy rubbed the dick up and down between her pussy lips.
"Mmmmmmm," Kennedy purred, as she slid her dick in my cunt licking teacher assistant.
"Oh yes, fill my cunt," she moaned, as she probed my pussy with her experienced tongue.
"Two academic bimbos," Kennedy said, as she slammed into Ellen which led to her face being pressed into my very wet pussy.
"Two dumb sluts," I giggled.
"Two real dumb dumbs," Ellen moaned.
"And getting dumber," Kennedy said, really giving it to Ellen... the way I wanted to get fucked.
I said, "Can you fuck me too, Mistress?"
"You want my cock, Professor Fuck Toy?"
"Yes, Mistress, please fuck me with your big fat cock," I pleaded, even as Ellen's magical tongue had me close to orgasm.
"Not until you come on your slut's face so she can come," Kennedy said. "Ellen can only come after she makes someone else come."
"Please, please, please, come on my face, Professor, I need your come so bad," she begged with lustful desperation.
"Then finger bang me, slut," I ordered, quite close to a second orgasm, as I took her glasses off her face so they didn't get broken.
"Such insatiable bimbos," Kennedy purred, as she really fucked Ellen rougher and harder than my man ever fucked me.
"Give me your cunt cummy," Ellen begged, as she furiously pumped two fingers into my sopping wet pussy.
"Suck on my clitty," I ordered, as I grabbed her by the back of her head and pressed her face roughly against mine... this was enhanced intensely as her face was pounded into me from the hard thrusts from behind... it was almost like getting fucked.
"Come you dumb fucking bimbo fuck toys," Kennedy demanded.
"Yes, Mistress, yes, yes, yes," I screamed, as my orgasm erupted out of me and all over Ellen's face.
"Yeeeeeeeees," Ellen screamed, as her orgasm hit her the moment my orgasm soaked her face.
"Such obedient bimbo fuck toys," Kennedy said amused, as she pulled her dick out of Ellen, walked over to me and shoved the wet cunt cum coated dick in my mouth.
Like a mindless cock hungry slut, I bobbed on that cock unlike I rarely did for my husband wanting to taste Ellen's cum and also show my teen Mistress how obedient I was.
After a minute or so, Kennedy pulled away and moved to my desk... leaning against it.
She said, "If you want dick, Professor Cock Slut, come over here, bend your ass and come fuck yourself."
"Oh, yes Mistress," I eagerly said, giddy with excitement and anticipation, as I pushed Ellen's head away from my cunt she was still licking, rushed over to the dick, turned around and bent back onto it.
"Shit, Professor, you really need dick," she laughed, as I reached behind to position the cock to slide into my pussy.
"Me need dick," I said, realizing as I did I sounded like a cave woman.
"You are slut," Kennedy mocked, as I got the cock in toy hole and pushed back.
"Yes, a bimbo slut," I agreed, as I took the entire cock in my pussy... going much deeper than my husband and spreading it wider.
"Fuck yourself, Professor Fuck Slut... ride that dick, Professor Sorority Slave... take that fat cock, Professor Cunt Munching Pet... come all over my prick, Professor Cum Slut," she listed over the next couple of minutes as I fucked myself on the big dick at first with my hands on my knees and then showing my flexibility still at my age, my hands on the floor.



"Slut Ellen, crawl over here and let Professor Cunt and Cock Loving Whore use your back for balance," Kennedy ordered.
Ellen crawled to me and on all fours presented me a human table. I placed my hands on her back and it became a much more comfortable position for me to really fuck myself after a rather awkward few minutes.
"Of fuck, that is better," I moaned, as I now was able to smoothly and consistently bounce back on the. Hi, fat cock."
"Now the dumb cunt really is a teacher's assistant," Kennedy laughed.
"Oh, she will have a few new tasks," I moaned, as I took the entire dick in my hole, as I bounced back and slammed into her body.
"Yes, Professor, I'm your full-service teacher assistant," Ellen said, as she became just a piece of talking furniture.
"And your both full-service bimbo fuck puppets for me, my friends, my sorority and anyone else I offer you too," Kennedy added, as my third orgasm rose rapidly.
"Come Professor Fuck Slut, come right fucking now," Kennedy ordered, a minute later as my orgasm was imminent.
"Yes, Mistreeeeeeeeeeess," I screamed, not only mentally obeying her every command, but even my body seemed to be connected to her words.
"Such a nasty slut," she chuckled, as I collapsed forward on top of Ellen and onto the floor... my body quaking wildly.
"Now I have to get going pretty soon so listen carefully my two bimbo fuck toys," she instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," we both said in unison.
"When I snap my fingers you will come out of your hypnotic state," she said. "However, the moment you see my pretty, pretty toes in sheer nylons you will immediately use each other's stocking-clad feet and hump yourself until you cum."
"Yes, Mistress," we both said in perfect mindless unison.
"Slut Ellen you will not remember any of this, except for the fact that the minute you see any pussy you will turn into a submissive lesbian who will beg to please," Kennedy instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," Ellen obeyed.
"And Professor Britton, you too will forget about this lengthy afternoon of submission, but anytime you see nylon-clad toes you will instantly become a toe sucking, sole licking, cunt munching, mindless submissive slave for any pussy," she instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," I mindlessly obeyed, kind of sad I wouldn't remember this wicked day of sexual submission.
"Now, remember, cum sluts, when I snap my fingers, you will return to your normal state and the moment I remove my heels and you see my pretty pretty toes...."
"In silky sheer stockings," Ellen and I said in unison.
"Right," she giggled, "you will instantly hump each other's nyon-clad foot until you reach an orgasm."
"Yes, Mistress," we both agreed.
"One, two, three," Kennedy counted and then snapped fingers as she put her heels on.
"W-w-what am I doing on the floor?" I asked, looking around to see Kennedy sitting in the same chair, but my teacher assistant was also on the floor. When did she get here?
"What am I doing in the floor?" Ellen asked, looking as confused as I felt.
"You were just officially giving me an A plus for the course," Kennedy said.
"Uh, yeah, I don't think so," I said, standing up and feeling a breeze under my dress.
"Your panties are on the floor," Kennedy pointed to a ripped pair that were definitely what I was wearing earlier.
I moved my hand under my dress and found my pantyhose ripped and my pussy very wet.
"You wouldn't give me the A I wanted so I turned you into a lesbian toe sucking, cunt eating, cock taking sex slave," Kennedy said, rather matter of factly.
"That is ridiculous," I said, although I sure couldn't explain what had happened... nor do I remotely recall Ellen being in my office.
"And if you would ever get an A," Ellen scoffed at Kennedy, as she too stood up.
Kennedy looked annoyed as she stood up lifted up her skirt and as I before I could even speak Ellen quickly moved to her, dropped to her knees and begged, "Please, Mistress, can I eat your yummy, yummy cunt?"
"You see, Professor, hypnosis," Kennedy said, as she dropped her skirt back down, and snapped her fingers.
Instantly, Ellen was again confused. "What am I doing on the floor?"
"You see, Professor, all I have to do is take my heel off, wiggle my pretty, pretty toes in silky, sheer nylons and you become a complete toe sucking, sole licking, mindless bimbo slave," she said. "You can't resist them."
Although everything she said seemed ridiculous, two things bothered me. One... Ellen's mindless actions the moment Kennedy lifted her skirt. Two... she could finish Kennedy's words as I thought to myself 'in silky, sheer nylons'.
"Both you bimbos have a different trigger," Kennedy said, lifting up her skirt again.
Ellen who was just getting back off her knees, once again dropped to the floor and begged again, "Please, Mistress, can I eat your pretty pink pussy."
"You may," Kennedy responded, and I watched as my engaged teacher assistant, buried her face in my barely passing student.
"What did you do to her?" I asked, stunned at what I was witnessing.
"Actually, she is a forever cunt munching slave largely because of you," Kennedy said.
"So yummy, I love cunt... cunt... cunt... cunt," Ellen said, sounding like a complete blonde bimbo.
"Me?" I asked.
"Yes, if you would have given me the A without the hypnosis, you wouldn't be my mindless bimbo with just a wiggle of my toes and Ellen wouldn't have walked in on you being my slave and ended up succumbing to me too."
"You're not getting an A," I repeated.
"I already have you on audio giving me an A," she said.
"Excuse me?" I asked.
She showed me her phone. I was sucking on her toes and verbally declaring she earned an A plus-plus... whatever that was. My eyes went wide.
"Like I said, I hypnotized you."
"How?" I asked, as I heard myself call myself a litany of degrading names... stunned by what I was witnessing... what I seemed to willingly be doing... what I seemed to be enjoying doing... as I just moaned.
"If I pull my feet out of my heels and you smell my exotic foot aroma and see my pretty, pretty toes in silky, sheer stockings your brain shuts off and you are completely at my whim," she said.
"Oh, your pussy is so yummy," Ellen mindlessly said, as she licked aggressively... way better than any porn film I ever watched. Truth was I enjoyed porn... especially lesbian porn... although I didn't consider myself even bi... I just enjoyed the beauty of oral sex and it was hotter to me when a woman pleased another woman... more authentic... more sensual.
Kennedy backed away and snapped her fingers and I watched as Ellen went from hungry pussy licker to utterly confused in the blink of an eye.
"W-w-what am I doing here?" She asked, as Kennedy dropped her skirt down.
"So, you don't remember anything?" I asked.
"Remember what?" Ellen asked, standing up. "I came here to ask you a couple of questions." She looked at me and then at Kennedy. "I had questions. Did you answer them?"
"You don't remember you were just licking Kennedy's pussy rather eagerly?" I asked, still trying to process what I was witnessing.
"What? I would never do thaaaaaat," she began to respond in disgust and then Kennedy lifted up her skirt and Ellen dropped to her knees and begged, "please can I eat with yummy, yummy cunt?"
"What are you?" Kennedy asked.
"A dumb bimbo whose only purpose is to eat every cunt I see," she said.
"Oh my," I said.
Kennedy snapped her fingers and again Ellen had. Confused look on her face.
Kennedy walked the few steps to me, lifted up my dress, revealing my pussy since I no longer was wearing panties and my pantyhose wore torn.
Instantly, Kennedy crawled to me and begged, "Professor Britton, can I please eat your pretty cunt. It is all I have ever wanted to do."
"Really?" I asked, looking down at her looking at my pussy was insatiable hunger.
"Eat her cunt, bimbo," Kennedy ordered, and before I even had time to react my teacher assistant was licking my pussy. "You did tell her earlier this would be one of her new job requirements."
"I did not," I moaned, even though I didn't immediately stop her... the pleasure instantly very good.
"Should I make her stop?" Kennedy asked.
"Um, um, yeah," I said, sadly hesitating as her tongue felt so good.
Kennedy snapped her fingers and said, "You need to drop your dress. She sees pussy, she must have pussy."
"Okay," I said, my pussy burning from the quick wicked licking as I dropped my dress.
"You can have her any time you want," Kennedy said, as again Ellen seemed confused as she looked around on her knees. "Just lift up your skirt or dress and as long as she sees your pussy she will immediately become your cunt licking slave."
"I will not," Ellen said, perplexed by why she was on her knees.
"So, you would never eat your Professor's pussy?" Kennedy questioned.
"No, never," she said.
"Then why are your lips wet with her and my cunt juices?" Kennedy asked.
"What, no way," Ellen said, as she moved her fingers to her lips and her eyes went wide.
"I'm so sorry, Ellen," I said, feeling so bad for her... especially since it seemed this was my fault.
"Professor," Ellen said, confused realization hitting her just as Kennedy lifted up my dress and Ellen begged again, shifting instantly into submissive pussy licking desperation mode, "please, Professor, let me eat your pussy, I need to taste your cunt so bad."
"You better let her," Kennedy said, "she will be an insatiable mess until her hunger is satisfied."
"But she is my student," I pointed out although a part of me was dying to feel her tongue back on my very wet pussy.
"Please, Professor, I will make you come so hard," Ellen begged, staring at my pussy with such lustful eyes.
"You may," I said, very politely, as if I was doing her a favour.
She didn't even say thank you as she buried her face in my pussy. As she licked and probed, really working my pussy over, I asked, a sudden revelation and worry popping into my head, "Did you give me any such conditions?"
"Not as extreme," Kennedy said, "although the minute you smell my foot aroma or see me wiggle my stocking clad toes you will become my mindless slave."
"If I give you the A you will leave me alone?" I asked, this seeming like a sudden simple solution to a major problem... dropping my moral code for just one student.
"Well, mostly," she said.
"Mostly?" I moaned, Ellen's tongue really driving me wild.
"I did plant one more one-time seed for the two of you," she said.
"What is that?" I asked.
She hopped onto my desk, dropped both her heels to the floor and instantly I saw her pretty, pretty toes in silky sheer nylon and my head went light. I needed to come. I needed to hump a foot. Seeing Ellen's sexy nylon clad feet, I pushed her onto her back and ordered, "Fuck my cunt with your foot, Ellen."
She responded as lustfully as I did, as Kennedy placed her foot over her face, "Fuck my cunt with your foot, Professor."
In a moment, my foot was rubbing her pussy, her foot was rubbing mine and we were both licking and sucking on the each other's other foot... writhing wildly on the floor, wanting to come on the stocking clad foot and wanting to taste the sweaty sensations of her silky sole.
"Your feet, so good," Ellen moaned.
"Fuck my cunt with your nylon foot my dumb slut," I demanded, as I literally humped her foot desperate to get off.
Kennedy's giggled, "And to think you didn't want to give me an A."
"You deserve an A," I moaned, "you earned it, you earned it, you earned it."
"I really did, my Professor Slave," she agreed.
I sucked on Ellen's toes, I humped her foot, I moaned wildly. Ellen did the same. Both of our orgasms were imminent in just a minute or two.
"My sexy, slutty, addicted slaves." Kennedy purred.
"Yummy, yummy," Ellen babbled.
"Such nasty sluts humping each other's sloppy cunts," Kennedy mused.
"Oh, fuck me, fuck me with your foot," I begged, as Ellen shoved her toes into my cunt.
"Such complete fuck toy bimbos," she continued.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, my orgasm so close.
"You two dumb sluts can't even remember what your life was like before you became my pets," she purred.
"Fuck, fuck, fucking, fuckity, fuck," I babbled as I screamed and came all over Ellen's foot.
"Yes," Ellen came a few seconds after I did.
As soon as my orgasm was over, I pulled Ellen's foot out of my pussy and sucked my cunt cum off her foot.
"You really are a nasty slut," Kennedy said, "I didn't even plant that act in your tiny head."
"I love cunt cum," I mindlessly said, loving the taste of my cunt on someone else's foot... something that before today had never even crossed my mind.
"Well, I guess I should make that a natural trigger for you," Kennedy said. "Professor Britton, you will show your cunt to Ellen at least once a week, more if you wish. Once she gets you all hot and bothered, you will each hump each other to orgasm on each other's nylon-clad foot and then suck each other's cum off each other's foot."
"Yes, Mistress," we both said, as Ellen took my foot and licked the cum coated sole.
"And Professor, you will give me an A-plus for the course and recommend me to the Dean for distinction," Kennedy said.
"Of course, Mistress," I agreed, as I savoured my cunt cum.
"On the snap of my fingers, you will wake up and remember everything you two did together, but not remember my role at all," I instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," we repeated, both enjoying our own cunt juices of each other's foot.
As Kennedy slipped into her heels, she walked to the door, and counted, "One, two three," and she snapped her fingers.
I looked into Ellen's eyes, she looked into mine.
We were both confused, each with each other's foot in our hands.
"Ellen, I...." I began.
"I want to be your sex slave, Professor," she said, pushing me onto my back and diving between my legs.
"It may be a full-time position," I moaned, as she licked my pussy yet again.
"I'll take it," she said, as she devoured my cunt like it was the last meal.
"I want to eat you too," I said, as we ended up in a lengthy 69... and beginning our journey as lesbian lovers... even though neither of us could remember how it started.
The end
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Mommy Talk: A Daughter's Sexy GF
Summary: Daughter's best friend gives Mom a good fucking.
Note 1: Be warned: this story is full of MOMMY TALK.
Note 2: This is part 2 of a possibly longer series focused on MOMMY TALK... but with that said, the first part isn't really necessary to read and enjoy this one.
In part 1 Mommy Talk: A Daughter's Offer, a lonely, horny Mom is weeping in her bedroom as she goes through her ex-husband's things on Valentine's Day. Her daughter is primping for a big date with her boyfriend when she hears her Mom, and she comes in to check on her. One thing quickly leads to another, and soon the daughter is comforting her mother in the best possible way: by giving her the fucking she was desperately craving.
Part 2 continues immediately following the marathon fucking....
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Mommy Talk: A Daughter's Sexy GF
Payton lay on her bed for a good fifteen minutes, listening to her daughter primping all over again for her Valentine's Day date with her boyfriend Mike, which she was now running late for. When Ashley had initially come into her bedroom to check on her, she'd looked absolutely stunning, but following all the fucking and face sitting they'd done together, she definitely hadn't. Fortunately Payton had had the foresight to advise her daughter to remove her dress before they'd gotten started, or Ashley would now be trying to decide on a different dress, and thus running even further behind! But after she heard her daughter call out cheerily, "Have a great time with Fran, and don't wait up for me, Mommy!" and then rush downstairs and slam the front door behind her, Payton couldn't help feeling a little jealous, knowing her daughter was going to get fucked by Mike later on tonight. No way would she get dressed in that kind of sexy lingerie if she didn't plan on her boyfriend admiring her wearing it later on that night.
Still naked but for her red stockings, she was just getting out of bed, when her phone buzzed. It was a text from her daughter.
Ashley: Mommy. That was so much fun! I hope you don't have any regrets, because I plan to fuck you again. And again. Once a Mommy fucker, always a Mommy fucker.
The mother hadn't had any regrets until she read those words. And she still didn't really have any regrets, just a clear picture of what she'd just done. She'd allowed her daughter to fuck her! Mothers don't do that! Yet her pussy was getting tingly again just from thinking about it. No, her only real regret... now that Pandora's Box had been opened... was they hadn't had enough time to do more of it, and she really did need some more.
She texted her daughter back: Mommy fucker, Mommy has no regrets at all. I loved being your Mommy slut, taking your dick in my pussy, tasting *your* delicious pussy, having you sit on my face, and tribbing that sweet pussy of yours. (Where did you come up with that? I'd never heard of it.) My only regret: I already want more of you, and you're not here.
Just texting those nasty words has her pussy burning.
Ashley responded, just as the mother got out of bed: No worries, I plan to give you more. But if you want to get fucked tonight or you just can't wait for me to give you some more sweet teen pussy, here is Fran's number. ###-###-####. (No, dear reader. I love you, but you may not have Fran's number.)
The idea of fucking Fran... even though she was her best friend's daughter... was pretty hot, and Payton was still horny after all those orgasms Ashley had given her this evening. But even though the idea had her pussy burning, the reality was more complex. She couldn't just text her: Hey Fran! Ashley said you would come over and fuck me, so yes please.
No, it wasn't that simple.
Payton sighed, grabbed a robe and went downstairs. She made herself a quick meal with leftovers and turned on the television.
'Sleepless in Seattle' was playing on one of the movie channels.
One of her favourite movies.
She sighed.
How romantic!
But she wasn't even in the same country as Seattle, so Meg Ryan and Tom Hanks weren't possibilities. Besides, she didn't really need romance right now, she needed to get fucked again.
Three times Payton typed a message to Fran. Three times she deleted it.
She just didn't have the courage to press Send.
Except that her pussy kept begging for attention, and after all that lovely fucking and pussy eating she'd just experienced, no toy would do the trick.
So when the movie ended so Tom and Meg could begin living happily ever after into the unscripted future, she went upstairs, showered (after all that sex with Ashley, she really needed one), found some red negligee she hadn't worn in years, put it on along with the red stockings Ashley had loaned her, and examined herself in the mirror. Shit, she looked pretty sexy! She removed her panties, went to the bed and snapped a few selfies, but none of them were good enough. So placing her cell phone on the dresser and setting a timer, she went back to her bed, spread her legs wide, and smiled at her phone.
It took nine tries, but finally, a little tired and a lot frustrated by all those the back and forths, she had the picture she wanted. It showed her legs open, her pussy fully in view, and her smiling face looking into the camera.
Feeling so horny by this time and such a strong need to get fucked again, courage was no longer an issue, and neither was finesse. So without hesitation, she typed in Fran's number, attached the picture and typed the words: Ashley tells me you think I'm hot, and you're a great fuck. So get over here. I need to get fucked right fucking now. Just walk right in and come upstairs, I'm revved up and ready for you.
Then before she could change her mind, she pressed Send.
Then a few seconds later, she began freaking out about what she'd just done!
...
Fran was driving home after a long shift waitressing at the upscale restaurant The Spot, and her feet in those damned high heels were killing her! It was the most popular restaurant in town, and it had been swamped all through dinnertime on Valentine's Day. She felt so depressed as she saw to the needs of all those happy couples wining and dining each other before... no doubt... going someplace special to fuck each other. She did receive lots of great tips, but the evening reminded her about how sad she felt about being single. How many eighteen-year-old girls spent Valentine's Day alone, for Christ's sake? She kept telling herself it was a stupid superficial holiday, but that didn't help her to feel any better, after witnessing not one, but two marriage proposals, chatting with an elderly couple who were celebrating their 60th Valentine's Day dinner date together, or the worst part... seeing her secret crush Bart Ryder doing some crushing of his own on that bitch Bethany Williamson.
Her phone buzzed with an unknown caller on her car ID. Usually she would have ignored it, but for some reason she didn't. Instead, she pressed the button for the car to read her the message. She gasped when she heard the car's voice saying robotically: Ashley tells me you think I'm hot, and you're a great fuck. So get over here, I need to get fucked right fucking now. Just walk right in and come upstairs, I'm revved up and ready for you.
Fran's eyes went wide.
Having learned an important lesson from her father, who'd gotten a $500 fine for texting and driving almost a year ago, she hastily pulled into a strip mall's parking lot to check her texts.
She clicked on the unknown caller's number, and she gasped again when she saw the attached picture. It was her best friend's Mom, wearing all red lingerie... commando!... with her legs spread wide open. Holy fuck!
Fran had a thing for older women. In fact, since she'd turned eighteen six months ago, she'd already hooked up with five older women: two strangers she'd met (one while standing in line at a Walmart, and another at the beach), her English professor at the local college Mrs. Walker right in her classroom (not during class of course), one of her Mom's friends, and a woman she babysat for. In her limited experience, older women were more experienced than girls her own age. And although she loved playing with her friends... especially Ashley... and making use some of the nerds and other lesbian outcasts who were also freshmen at the college... older women were her biggest turn-on.
She stared at the picture for a good minute admiring the MILF's big tits, which were barely concealed by the red lingerie. Her deliciously inviting pussy that seemed to be begging to be pleased. (In fact upon closer examination, it appeared to have already been well fucked recently. Had Ashley done that? Surely not!) The hot woman's long legs in the sexy red nylons. It was the Picasso of Mom pics!
Fran considered texting back, but now feeling very horny, not the least bit depressed, and dying to see Mrs. Adams wearing this outfit in the flesh, she resumed driving along a new route, fortuitously being just a few minutes away from Ashley... and her Mom's... house. Maybe this sizzling hot pic had been sent to her by accident, since as far as she knew Mrs. Adams wasn't into girls at all... but on the slim chance this invitation really was for her, or the equally slim chance she might be able to turn this potential mistake into another MILF turn, the ultimate turn, her best friend's Mom, plus her own Mom's best friend, she just had to take the chance and go straight there, open the front door and go upstairs. Since mistake or not, she'd just been invited to do exactly that!
...
Payton was stressed out.
What the hell had she just done?
How would Fran react?
Would she come over?
Would she freak out?
Would she call her daughter and angrily tell her she never wanted to see her again? (Since Ashley had obviously outed Fran and her sexual activities to her Mom.)
Deciding that Fran would be repelled by her unforgiveable text and photo, and there was no way she'd show up, she picked up the strap-on and went downstairs, setting it on the table beside the couch. She went into the kitchen, poured herself a glass of white wine, then went back into the living room and sat down on the couch to wait. As she did, she searched online porn for the term 'Mommy talk'. She found a few scenes that included it, including one with a Mom sniffing her daughter's soiled panties. The idea intrigued her, so she hurried upstairs to her daughter's room, went into her dirty laundry and found a couple of pairs, including one that was still a little wet, and she brought it with her downstairs.
The Mom invested so much of her attention in the lesbian kinky scene while she sniffed her daughter's panties, that she didn't even hear Fran come in.
As she entered the house, Fran heard voices coming from the living room, so instead of going upstairs, she detoured to the right. "Mrs. Adams!" she gasped, as she stared at the pretty Mom sniffing two pairs of panties. Whose were they?
Payton hurriedly set the panties aside, while a feminine voice from her iPad moaned, "That's it Mommy, ride my face!"
"W-w-what are you doing here, Fran?"
"You texted me, Mrs. Adams," the pretty teenager said, admiring the hot Mom, and intrigued by the kinky porn she was watching. She was still wearing the same red lingerie sans panties she'd been wearing in the photo. So even if the MILF had sent that text to her by accident, she'd deliberately sent it to someone! And since she was sniffing someone's panties and watching lesbian porn, it was unlikely she'd be totally displeased by Fran showing up and catching her like this. So she'd just have to see how the next few minutes played out.
"Oh, yes honey! Ride Mommy's face with that sweet, tight pussy," the online mother moaned.
"Shit, I'm so sorry you caught me like this," Payton apologized. "I wasn't expecting anyone, and I must have forgotten to lock the door!" feigning embarrassment as she paused the video. She looked up at the pretty teen wearing a perfectly respectable white blouse, black skirt and black pantyhose, "What text are you talking about?"
"You didn't text me?" The teen asked.
"I don't think so," the mother said, continuing to play innocent.
"Oh," Fran said, feeling deflated.
"Let me see what you think I sent you," the Mom ordered.
"I'd rather not," the teen said, assuming that someone, likely Ashley, had just played a mean trick on both her and her Mom... although how would Ashley have gotten access to that blistering hot picture of her Mom?
"Show me," the mother insisted, sticking her hand out.
"Okay," the teen said nervously, and she pulled up the text and handed over her phone.
"Oh my," Payton said. "This went to you? I'd intended to send this to Harold!" making up a man's name on the spur of the moment.
"Yeah, it did," the teen said sheepishly.
"And then you came right here? I only sent it to... Harold... or at least that was my intention... ten minutes ago."
"Um, yeah," Fran admitted, now thoroughly embarrassed and avoiding any eye contact.
"I see. Come here and sit down beside me," the Mom said, patting the spot next to her on the couch.
"Um, okay," the teen said, now very confused. According to the text she'd received, plus what Mrs. Adams was now saying, she'd intended to send that hot invitation and the even hotter photo to this Harold guy that Ashley had recommended to her as a 'great fuck'. But instead of a guy, Fran had showed up and marched right into her house without knocking. But she wasn't angry. None of which made any sense. Ashley had been cheating on Mike with a guy? And she'd then told her mother how good he was? Impossible! Feeling totally lost at sea without a rudder, all she could think of to do was to sit down and see whether anything would begin making any sense at all. So she did.
"I need to confess to you that ever since my divorce I haven't gotten laid," Payton explained. "At all."
"Oh my," the teen said sincerely, "that's a real shame." She knew from Ashley, who'd been very upset about it at the time, the divorce had happened about ten months ago.
"Tell me about it," the Mom said.
"So who were you trying to send that picture to?"
"To my fuck buddy," she replied, using a term she'd learned from her daughter less than an hour ago.
"Oh!" The teen responded, surprised and still totally at sea.
"So, I have a serious question for you," the Mom said.
"Sure, you can ask me anything, Mrs. Adams," Fran said, "I'm a totally open book to you and Ashley," grasping for the slim chance she might still hook up with her best friend's Mom.
"I know you and Ashley fuck each other," the Mom said bluntly. "According to her, almost every day."
"You DO?" Fran gasped, her eyes going wide open, and her right hand flying up to cover her even more widely open mouth.
"Yes, I know because Ashley told me, and she also said you've wanted to fuck me for a while," Payton continued, enjoying the sight of this usually confident teen looking totally flustered.
"She told you that?"
"Yes, and she also encouraged me to ask whether you might be willing to help me with my predicament. I don't know anyone named Harold, and I sent you that text very much on purpose. And then I was terrified about how upset you might get, hence all those lies I just told you."
"I-I-I could likely do that," the teen stammered, her pussy now tingling with anticipation. Okay, now this confusing situation was making a lot more sense!
"I want you to fuck me, Fran," the mother said clear as a bell, reaching for the strap-on. "With this."
"Oh my," Fran said with a sly smile, as she saw the big dick suddenly appearing in her best friend's Mom's hand. And it was pink! How appropriate... both for fucking a pink pussy, and for Valentine's Day.
"So do you think you can fuck your best friend's Mom with this big dick, honey?"
"Y-y-yeah, sure," Fran stammered. "That's so hot!"
"I was hoping you'd say that," Payton grinned naughtily.
"Who wouldn't want to fuck their best friend's Mom with that thing?" Fran asked rhetorically, her usual abundance of confidence bouncing back.
"I need a fuck buddy to give it to me regularly," Payton said bluntly, with another smile.
"I'm game," the teen said, admiring the Mom in her sexy red lingerie.
"You like this outfit?" Payton asked. "I put it on just for you."
"Oh gosh, yes," the teen said stroking the Mom's nylons with both hands.
"Just for you, Fran," the mother repeated.
"So that text really was for me?" Fran asked, having put two and two together, but wanting to be sure.
"All for you, Fran," Payton confirmed.
"Wow," the teen said, reacting to the Mom's breasts, "Mrs. Adams, you have such big, soft, juicy tits."
"You like them?"
"I love them," the teen said, in awe of the huge tits.
"You know, honey," Payton said, recalling how hot the dirty Mommy talk had been with her daughter, and how it had elevated their wickedness to a whole different level, "I've always thought of you as a second daughter."
"And I've always thought of you as a second Mom," Fran said, cupping the huge tits through the thin fabric.
"So do you want to play a game?"
"Anything," the teen said, mesmerized by the huge tits.
"Can you call me Mommy?"
"Really?"
"Is-is-is that okay?" The Mom asked a little nervously, even while the teen played with her tits.
"Yeah, it's kinda hot," Fran said.
"Mommy thinks you're really hot."
"Mmmmmmm, I can't believe this is happening right now."
Payton pulled the narrow straps of her red bra down, and pulled out her tits, "Want to suck on Mommy's titties?"
"Oh, Mommy," Fran moaned, seeing those amazing tits up close and personal.
"That sounds so good," Payton moaned, the word 'Mommy' somehow acting as a trigger to extreme pleasure and stimulation.
"They're so big and perfect..." Fran said, cupping them both, then adding the taboo term, which somehow made both of their pussies tingle, "...Mommy."
"Mmmmmmmm," the Mom moaned.
"You like it when I call you Mommy?"
"Mmmmm, I really do, Baby girl," the MILF said, as the teen cradled her tits in her small hands. "Now put your mouth on Mom's boobs. Obviously you want to."
"I dooooo, Mommy," Fran agreed, eagerly leaning forward and taking the MILF's hard left nipple into her mouth.
"Oh yeah, baby girl, do you like?" The Mom asked, as the teen really sucked on her nipple.
"Yeah," the teen responded in a lustful daze. She loved tits... especially big tits...and these ones were heavenly. she moved to the other nipple and replicated her hungry tongue bathing attention.
"Mmmmm, that feels so good."
"I could suck on these all day," the teen said, in a lustful nipple-sucking daze.
A minute later, as Payton leaned back a little, Fran begged, looking up at the seductive MILF's face, "Put those big tits right in my face. Feed them to me, Mommy."
The nasty words sent a pleasure chill up her back as she moaned, "There you go, baby girl. Mommy likes that."
"Mmmmmm," Fran moaned, and for the next few minutes the teen worshipped the two large breasts... switching back and forth... sucking on the nipples, licking all around the tits, and even lifting up the heavy boobs to taste the tiny amount of sweat hiding underneath them.
"That's such a good girl."
Fran, horny just from the treat of sucking those tits moaned, her hand going to her pussy, "Oh Mommy, rub your big tits all over my face!"



"Like this, baby girl?" Payton asked, slapping both sides of the teen's face with her hands, as she almost suffocated her within her deep valley of flesh.
"Oh yes, you're the hottest Mommy ever," the teen crooned, as she licked between the huge tits... breathing heavily.
A moment later, Payton lifted the teen girl's face up and kissed her.
Tenderly.
Soothingly.
Fran moaned throughout the sensual kiss. When the Mom broke it, she said, still breathing heavily, "Mommy, you've gotten me all excited!"
"Mmmmm, you've gotten Mommy all excited too," the Mom said, looking into the pretty girl's eyes. They were speaking a thousand words of lust.
"Take off your blouse," Payton said, dying to see this teen's young, ripe body.
"Don't want to," the girl refused with mock petulance. "I want my Mommy to undress her widdle girl," she pouted in a sensual baby girl voice, that was utterly adorable.
"Mmmmm," Payton stood up, pulled Fran up too, and began unbuttoning her white blouse. "Is this what you wore to work?"
"Yes," Fran trembled ever so slightly at the MILF's touch.
"I bet you got some good tips," the Mom said, as she opened the blouse.
"I did."
Payton took the blouse off. "What a cute bra."
"Thank you," Fran said.
Payton lowered herself to her knees before her daughter's best friend and placed her hands on the girl's hips. She pulled the skirt down to the floor, and Fran stepped out of it.
"Mmmmmmm," Payton purred, as she leaned forward and smelled the crotch of the accommodating girl's pantyhose and panties.
"My pussy is all wet, Mommy," Fran said, looking down at the mother.
"You smell so good," the MILF said, inhaling a deep sniff.
"You look so sexy down there, smelling my pussy."
"Mmmmmmm," Payton moaned, as she pressed her mouth against the crotch of the pantyhose and panties.
"Oh, Mommy," the teen moaned, as she felt the hot breath and pressure on her pussy.
"Mommy wants to eat your sweet pussy," Payton said.
Fran went to pull her pantyhose down, but Payton stopped her, saying, "No, baby girl. Mommy likes you wearing nylons. Except with one small alteration."
"Okay," Fran said.
Payton grasped the crotch of the teen's pantyhose with both hands and she tore them open, making a loud ripping sound.
"Mommy!" Fran moaned, staring down at her in surprise.
"I'll buy you a new pair, baby girl," Payton promised.
"Don't worry about it, Mommy."
"Of course a really good girl always wears thigh high stockings or a garter-belt and stockings for her Mommy," the mother said, moving her hands over the teen's silky clad legs and her ass... although she had to admit sliding her hands over a silky sheer ass was pretty hot.
"Okay, Mommy. Then will you buy me some?"
"I will, baby girl," the mother agreed, as she pulled the panties to the side and admired the pretty pink, and slightly wet pussy lips. "Such a pretty pussy you have, baby girl."
"Thank you, Mommy."
"Can Mommy lick you?"
"Yes, Mommy! You can do anything you want to me," the teen said, dying to see and feel this dream MILF licking her pussy.
"Such a good girl," Payton purred, and she extended her tongue, and licked her second teen pussy of the night.
"Mommy! Oh gosh, I can't believe you're licking me!"
"Does it feel good, baby?" Payton asked, as she parted the pussy lips and tasted some sweet wetness in there.
"So good!"
For a couple minutes Payton licked every crevice of the teen's pussy before ordering, "Go sit on the couch."
"Yes, Mommy," the teen agreed. She went to the couch, and instead of just sitting on it normally, she perched herself on the very top of the backrest, allowing the sexy Mom to kneel comfortably on the seat of the couch instead of the floor. "Come here, Mommy. Come and get some of this sweet teen pussy."
"Yes, baby girl," Payton said, crawling to the couch, getting onto it, and getting between the teen's spread legs. As the teen pulled her panties to the side for her, the hungry MILF buried her face in the delicious pussy.
"Oh yes," Fran moaned, "you have the best tongue!"
Payton, dining on the teen pussy, moaned, "Mmmmmmmmm, so good."
"Yeah, you look so good between my legs," the teen said, as she moved her hand to the back of her best friend's Mom's head.
"I love being between your legs," Payton said, as she licked and licked. Pulling the Mom's face deeper into her, Fran began to grind slowly up and down on the pretty Mom's face.
"Yes, grind that cute little pussy all over Mommy's face!"
"I love calling you Mommy." The teen moaned, as she used the Mom's face for her own pleasure, "ooooh, that feels so fucking good, Mommy."
"I love the sweet taste of your pussy," Payton said, as Fran rubbed her wetness all over her face, and Payton kept her tongue extended.
"Don't stop," the teen said, letting go of the MILF's head.
Payton looked up as she licked, "Take off your bra. Mommy wants to see those teen titties."
"Yes, Mommy," Fran moaned, "I want to be a good girl for you, titties and all."
"Then spread those pussy lips for me."
Fran obeyed.
"Yes, spread them wider," Payton added, as she tongued the swollen clit.
"Oh my clit, oooooh," Fran moaned. "Mommy, you're so good at eating my pussy. Is that a good pussy, Mommy?"
As the Mom probed the pussy, really getting her tongue in there, she replied, "It's such a delicious teen pussy!"
"Do you like teen pussy especially, Mommy?" Fran moaned, her hand on the Mom's head.
"I fucking love teen pussy," Payton moaned, as she really worked the girl's pussy over.
"Oh, Mommy, don't stop, don't fucking stop," Payton moaned, pulling the mother deeper into her wetness,
Payton, sensing the teen was close, slid two fingers inside her very wet box and ordered, "Come for Mommy, baby."
"Oh fuck," Fran moaned, knowing she was going to come soon. "Feels so good, Mommy!"
"Good girl. Come for Mommy."
"Yes, Mommy. Please rub my clit."
"Here ya go. Now come," Payton ordered, fingering the teen furiously while she worked the swollen clit.
The teen babbled, her orgasm now imminent, "Oh fuck... right there... Mommy eats me so good... oh Mommy, right there... that's so good... give me your tongue, Mommy... please... oh fuck, you're giving me what I've always wanted... my own Mommy pet... oh fuck... yes... fuck!"
"Are you going to come in Mommy's mouth?" Payton asked, dying to taste the teen's full nectar flooding out of her. She sensed the girl was beginning to seize control of this seduction away from her just like her daughter had mostly done, and she struggled to maintain that control. But she knew if she lost that competition, she wouldn't mind too much.
"Oh yes Mommy, I'm close... do it a little harder... fuck me faster... oh, right there... yes Mommy... fuck... harder," the teen jabbered as pleasure consumed her.
"Mmmmmmmm," Payton moaned, loving the sweet teen's nasty babbling.
"Keep going just like that," the teen demanded, her open palm pounding rhythmically on the back of the mother's head, "harder... fuck, Mommy... yeah... so good... yes... yes... yes... don't stop... fuck yes...."
"Come for Mommy!" Payton demanded, "Mommy needs your come all over her face!"
Oh, yes Mommy... yes... yes... Mommy.... You want my come all over your face?" Fran asked, panting, and she repeated, "you want my fucking pussy cum all over your pretty face?"
"Mmmmmmmmm," the Mom moaned, dying for that cum.
"Oh, fuck yes... oh fuck... fuck-fuck-fuck," Payton babbled, "I'm coming, Mommy!"
As the teen's sweet nectar squirted all over her face, Payton purred, "That tastes so good." She then lapped it all up before purring, her face now soaked with cum, "Such a good pussy."
"That was so good, Mommy," Fran said, recovering from heaven.
"I agree," the Mom said, continuing to lap up the sweet cum.
"I've never come that hard in my entire life," Fran said, in awe of how intense that orgasm had been.
"Mmmm, that's my good girl," Payton smiled, crawling up to the teen's face and kissing her. She then asked, reaching for the toy, "Do you think you're ready to use this big cock on Mommy?"
"Yes, Mommy, I'm ready," the teen said, "but I should warn you, I've never done it before."
"Really?" the Mom asked. "But I thought you and Ashley..." having understood from her daughter that for all intents and purposes, Fran was not only her daughter's best friend, but also her Mistress.
"Oh? She told you we play together?" Fran asked, only mildly surprised. "It's true that I sit on her face... lots... and she usually does whatever I tell her to... but I've never actually fucked her."
"It's okay," Payton said. "Then I'll teach you,"
"Gosh, all Mommies should do this with their daughters," Fran said, as they both knelt upright while Payton leaned forward to attach the strap-on harness to the teen.
"Mmmmmmm," Payton smiled, grateful to her daughter for opening these sexual floodgates earlier this evening, and who by now was likely fucking her boyfriend Mike. "Now, putting this on is a lot like putting on a pair of pants."
"Okay."
Payton pulled the harness up the teen's pantyhose-clad legs. She tightened it around the girl's petite waist and said, "You look really sexy with a dick."
The teen giggled, "Not something I ever imagined anyone ever saying to me."
"Nevertheless it's true," the MILF smiled, standing up and kissing her. When she broke the kiss, she suggested, "Since you've never fucked a woman before, at first why don't you just sit there, and Mommy will ride your dick for you?"
"Okay, Mommy," Fran agreed, still sitting on top of the couch. "How do you want me to sit?"
"Just get comfortable, honey. Mommy will do all the work," Payton said, grabbing the lube.
"Okay," the teen said, positioning herself in the middle of the couch... her dick standing straight up in the air.
"I'll sit on your dick, and once you get used to it, you can fuck Mommy however you want."
"Really?" Fran asked, in awe as she watched the Mom straddle her.
"Yes, now I'll sit on your big cock," Payton said, facing the girl with the dick in her left hand, and positioning it against her very, very, very wet pussy.
"Oh my," the teen said, as she watched the cock disappear inside her. "This is so hot!"
"Yeah, you like the idea of fucking Mommy?"
"I love it!" Fran exclaimed, feeling a strong sexually charged chill at what was happening. Staring at the huge tits pressing against her much smaller ones, she asked, "May I suck on your big tits, Mommy?"
"Of course, darling, Mommy loves having her nipples sucked on," Payton moaned, now impaled on the entire dick.
"Lean back and shove them in my face, Mommy," Fran requested. "I love when Mommy shoves her huge titties in my face."
"Like this?" Payton asked, arching her back and pressing her tits in the pretty teen's face.
"Yes," she moaned.
"You like my tits in your face?"
"Yes," the teen repeated, placing her lips on a nipple. "This is so hot!"
"Look into my face while you suck on Mommy's nipples," the MILF instructed. "I want to see the lust in your eyes."
"I never thought this fantasy would ever become real," the teen said, licking the Mommy's nipples up and down... switching back and forth between them.
Payton slowly ground herself on the cock, while she leaned back a little.
"No, feed me, Mommy, feed me your tits," Fran said urgently, in utter rapture with the voluptuous tits in her hands and her mouth.
"Oh you really want Mommy's tits," Payton purred, generously offering her one large breast, including one large nipple.
"Yes please, as if I was really your baby girl," Fran said, the nastiness of this roleplaying enhancing the wildness of the encounter.
"Yes, like my adorable little baby girl," Payton moaned. While the teen worshiped her tits as if she were much younger, she moaned, "Mommy loves that... a lot! Keep sucking on Mommy's tits."
"Yes Mommy," the teen agreed, happy to keep her face buried in the tits for as long as she was allowed to.
Payton began riding the dick.
"Oh yes," Fran moaned, "you're the best teacher ever, Mommy."
"Mmmmmmm," the Mom moaned, exhilarating in the dick inside her pussy, and the feel of the hot breaths and tongue on her tits.
"I want to start fucking all my friends like this," Fran said. She just had to buy one of these contraptions.
"Like Ashely?"
"Um, I...," surprised by this mention of her real daughter.
"I know you and Ashley fuck, baby," Payton said, "I think it's really hot."
"You do?"
"Yes, remember? I mentioned in my text that she's the one who told me you had a crush on me, and you'd happily be my fuck buddy," Payton explained, riding the dick a little faster.
"No, I'd forgotten. That crazy bitch," Fran said. "I'll need to thank her later."
"Maybe with a big dick," the Mom said.
The teen reached around and squeezed the MILF's big ass. "Fuck, do I love your ass!"
"You can play with it," Payton said.
As she rose the dick, her orgasm beginning to rise, the MILF said, "Mommy likes it when her baby girl sucks on her tits, squeezes her ass, and fucks her."
"Yes, Mommy's pussy is so fucking wet," the Mom moaned, as she really began bouncing on the cock... her tits slapping against the teen's face with each bounce.
"Oh yeah, Mommy's taking that dick real good," the teen said, unable to see anything but the big tits slapping her face.
"Yes, yes!"
"I know what Mommy wants," Fran said, and she began bucking her hips.
"Fuuuuuck, that feels so good, don't stop," the horny Mom begged. As the teen fucked her and sucked on her tits, she moaned, "Mommy likes that a lot."
"Like this?" Fran asked, as she sucked on a nipple and pulled it back... tugging on it... stretching it... then releasing to snap back with a strong tingle.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" the Mom yelled ecstatically.
"I want you to come for me now, Mommy," Fran said, taking charge and slapping the Mom's ass as she bounced.
"You're about to make me come now," the Mom moaned, the amassment of pleasure in her pussy, in her tits, in her ass, and even in her mind, had her nearing eruption. "Do you want me to come for you?"
"Come for me, Mommy," the teen demanded, "I want my Mommy to fucking come hard!"
"Oh yes... fuck... so good... I'm about to... about to...."
"Come right fucking now, Mommy, come for me!" Fran demanded, still sucking on the nipples as best as she could. Those large, flexible breasts definitely had a mind of their own as they bounced around wildly.
"Yes, baby girl, Mommy's coming," Payton screamed a few bounces later, and throwing her arms around the teen, she collapsed onto her.
Fran enjoyed the sexy suffocation... what a way to die... as the Mom trembled wildly.
A minute later Payton resumed control of her own body, realigned where her face was, and kissed the teen.
"So hot," Fran said.
"I should clean up your dick," the Mom said, kneeling down on the sofa seat and sucking the dick like a cock slut, as if it was the real thing.
"So hot," the teen repeated. "You're the best teacher."
"I want to lick your pussy," she said, lifting up the dick, tugging the very soiled panties aside, and burying her face back against the teen's sweet tasting, addictive pussy.
"It's all wet for you, Mommy," she moaned.
Payton rubbed and licked the pussy, saying, "So wet. Did you get all wet from having Mommy ride you?"
"Yes, Mommy," the teen admitted. "I love it when you play with my pussy."
After a few more seconds, Payton wanting more dick, she asked, "Do you think you have enough energy to fuck Mommy again?
"I do want to make you come again... Mommy," the teen said, as the MILF got down on her hands and knees on the seat of the couch properly, and arched her back to stick out her ass. "I want you to come all over my dick again."
"Yes baby, I bet you can fuck me into oblivion," the Mom said, and then wondered if that sentence made any sense... then decided who the fuck cared.
Admiring the ass, Fran said, caressing it, "I see where Ashley gets her perfect ass from."
"Just slide it in, honey," the desperate Mom begged, "my pussy is soaking wet for you."
"Yes, Mommy, whatever you say," the teen obliged, watching the dick disappear. "Is that good?"
"Oh, yes," the Mom moaned, loving to take it from behind.
"You must like this Mommy, your pussy is so wet," Fran said, as she began pumping her hips back and forth. The action caused a gush of wetness out of her own pussy.
"Oh God," the Mom moaned. "You're such a natural Mommy fucker."
"Mommy fucker," Fran said out loud, thinking that was the hottest phrase she'd ever heard.
"Don't you want to be a Mommy fucker?"
"Yes, I want to be a Mommy fucker," Fran said, as she began fucking the Mom faster... harder... a rush of adrenaline coursing through her... just like it always did in the heat of a basketball game.
"That feels so good," Payton moaned, as the teen began really giving it to her.
"I know how to make Mommy feel good."
"Harder, baby, fuck Mommy harder," Payton moaned, wanting to get thoroughly fucked. "Don't be scared of destroying Mommy's pussy, because that's what I want you to do."
"Okay Mommy," the teen said, grabbing Mrs. Adams' hips and slamming into her hard.
"You can do anything you want to Mommy, baby," Payton offered, enraptured from the teen's hard fucking.
"Then take it, Mommy, take it, take my big cock," the teen demanded, her body slamming into the hot, moaning MILF.
"Yes, give it to Mommy! Give it, yes, give it to Mommy," the Mom responded, bouncing back to match the teen's fast, deep thrusts.
"You like that, Mommy?"
"Yes, you're such a good girl," the Mom moaned. "Mommy like it soooo much!"
Fran slapped the big ass, "I want you to come, Mommy. I want you to come all over my dick."
"Oh, yes. Fuck Mommy, just like that! Fuck Mommy!"
"You really can take it," Fran said admiringly, as the two worked in unison to give it to the moaning, desperate Mom's cunt.
"You're about to make Mommy come so fucking hard," Payton moaned, about to erupt.
"Now, Mommy, one right fucking now!" the teen ordered.
"Yes, yes, oh fuck, Mommy's coming," Payton declared, as she collapsed forward.
The teen kept fucking the moaning Mom, "That was so hot, Mommy. You came so hard."
"Oh, fuck," Payton responded weakly, her orgasm still coursing through her like a pinball careening into each and every pleasure bumper. "You're a natural, baby."
"I just wanted to fuck you right, Mommy," Fran said, pulling out and burying her face in the leaking pussy.
"Oh, baby girl," the Mom moaned.
"So delicious."
"Let Mommy please you. Come sit on Mommy's face," Payton said. "Face sitting is just so hot!"
"You're so hot," the teen said, eagerly straddling the pretty Mom's face just like she did her daughter's so often...her pussy on fire after the marathon fuck session that had given the Mom multiple orgasms.
"Yeah, plonk that pretty pink pussy down on my face."
Fran dropped down onto the face, and Payton immediately went into her pussy munching mode.
"Mmmm, that's it," the teen moaned. "I love watching you eat me."
"I love eating your delicious pussy... such a pretty pink pussy."
"Mmmmm, do you like teen pussy?"
"I love teen pussy," Payton answered honestly, since she did now. Ever since she'd sampled her daughter Ashley's slit earlier this evening, she'd been unable to get enough of it.
"That feels so good right there, Mommy."
"Mmmmmm, my baby girl," she said, as she began also touching her own pussy, completely enthralled by the scent and taste of this teen twat.



"Oh fuck, Mommy," the teen moaned, "stick your tongue right in there... fuck my pussy."
"Mmmmm," Payton moaned, as she hungrily licked and sucked on one pussy while she finger fucked her own.
"Oh, fuck Mommy," Fran moaned, another orgasm on the rise, as she began grinding on the gorgeous woman's face, and on her eager mouth and tongue. "Yes, yes... ooooooh... yes... that's right Mommy...right there... right there... fuck... lick it... don't stop... keep going. Mommy!"
Payton lapped as best she could, as the teen ground her hips up and down, dripping excessive wetness all over her face.
"Does Mommy want her treat?"
"Yes please, Mommy must have it," Payton responded desperately.
"Your daughter always loves this same treat," the teen revealed, as she really worked her pussy on the Mommy's face.
"So she told me," the Mom gasped. It was so hot that both she and her daughter ate this same pussy!
"Ooooooh, I'm getting close Mommy... don't stop... please don't stop... yes... like that... please, please, please... oh Fuuuuuuuck, Moooooooommy!" Fran bellowed, as her orgasm struck.
Payton enjoyed lapping up this essence of perfection.
"It's like the never-ending orgasm tonight," Fran said. "I mean no one has ever made me come like this before!"
"I'm so happy you enjoyed it," the Mom smiled, as they started kissing again.
"Mommy, would you like me to send over some other girls for you to play with?"
"Really?"
"I have lots and lots of pussy pleasing friends," the teen said, kissing her.
"Mmmm, that would be awesome!"
"And would you like sharing a 69 before I go?"
"Is the sky blue?"
"Not at the moment, it's nighttime," Fran smiled, as they got into a 69.
"Right," the Mom giggled. "Then how about, Yes please; Mommy wants to dive into your pussy one more time before you leave."
"Mmmmmm, yes, Mommy," Fran said, as they both began to lick each other towards their respective leisurely last orgasms of the night.
What a perfect Valentine's Day it's been, Payton thought to herself.
The end of chapter 2.
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Summary: Housewife is gangbanged by landscaping workers.
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 11th chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades, and through several generations of family members.
In part 1, 1950s: 1 st Time With a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given the gift of a scrapbook from her recently deceased great grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great grandmother's sexual adventures in the 1950s...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe about Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once she's done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction: her nerdy science partner Zelda.
In part 2, 1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society, our protagonist reads the next chapter in her great grandmother's scrapbook. Rebecca is caught masturbating while babysitting and has a sexual encounter with a MILF. Rebecca learns of a secret lesbian society that is decades old, and she is offered the opportunity to become the newest submissive pet to many local housewives. To earn the privilege of being the housewife pet during for her senior year of high school, she must meet the head Mistress and service her. Lastly, present-day Kimmy, so horny from the idea of a sex club for housewives, envisions herself dominating one of her neighbours.
In part 3: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training, our protagonist learns about her great grandmother's training to become a pet to a community of housewife lesbians. Rebecca is forced to suck cock for the first time (and the second time, and...), she witnesses a massive housewife lesbian orgy, then gets fisted and spanked before being ordered to seduce her best friend. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off after a long night, by imagining many different MILFs she would like to seduce.
In part 4: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's seduction of her best friend. Rebecca becomes more brazen at high school and must fulfill the task of seducing her best friend, Eleanor. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off with a pop bottle as she fantasizes about making her good friend Camree serve as her public slut.
In part 5: 1950s: Moms & Daughters, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother Rebecca's further sexual adventures as she: submits to her best friend's mother, to get her permission for Eleanor also to become a community pet; seduces Eleanor again, this time so her mother can catch them in the act; gets Eleanor's mother off in front of Eleanor; at an initiation/training for Rebecca and Eleanor, learns how her own mother had been recently seduced into the housewife lesbian community; has sex with her mother: oral, vaginal and anal, both giving and receiving; establishes a domme/sub relationship with her mother - taking turns for who's in charge. Lastly, Kimmy fantasizes about dominating and seducing her unpleasant Aunt Beth as she masturbates with a bratwurst.
In part 6: 1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's senior year as she questions her fading relationship with her best friend, tries to handle all her commitments (school, boyfriend and being a housewives' pet) and even spends a night with three popular cheerleaders. Lastly, this leads to Kimmy realizing she needs to spend more time with her best friend Julia.
In part 7: 1950s: Naughty Bride-to-Be, our protagonist, now pregnant, must repent as she prepares for her wedding... although her tasks to repent tend to include a lot of pussy and some cock.
In part 8: 1950s: On Her Wedding Day, our protagonist learns about her great grandmother's actual wedding day, which was an amazing sex-filled day, including rendezvous with a variety of women and a couple of lucky men. Her great grandmother then orders Kimmy to help herself to a major gift she will cherish greatly ... which Kimmy interprets as helping herself to her math teacher Mrs. Walker, which takes us to part 9.
In part 9: 1950s: Pregnant Slut, our protagonist attempts to seduce Mrs. Walker at school, but she's interrupted just as she goes for the kill. Frustrated, she goes home and reads the story of her nine months pregnant great grandmother being fucked by her own sister, and then becoming a complete cum bucket for numerous doctors at the hospital just a few hours after giving birth. The chapter ends with our protagonist heading for Mrs. Walker's house, determined to turn her teacher into her lesbian plaything.
In part 10: 1950s: Tit Attention, Kimmy seduces Mrs. Walker, and then she reads about her great-grandmother and her obsession with having her tits milked.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
Note 4: Normal text font is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters or fantasizing about one; italics is the scrapbook story of our hero Rebecca.
Note 5: Also, please note that although I've tried to make the main characters look the same as far as possible in the illustrations, the photos were selected from a massive collection from Rebecca's website. Thus, there will often be subtle differences (freckles, breast size, etc.). That said, I don't believe it should hinder your enjoyment of the story.
Note 6: Of course, all characters in the story are 18 years of age or older.
1960s: A Gangbang
Although I wanted just to devour my great-grandmother's wicked illustrated sex-biography... I also wanted it to last forever.
So... I took a few days off from it.
Instead, I explored my desire to be the skilled seductress my great grandmother had been. Every woman I encountered, of every age, was now a possible target. The worker at the 7-11 with her sexy Russian accent; my next door neighbour who, although in her sixties, still dressed professionally and being a widow, could probably use some homemade dessert; the large secretary at our school with tits as big as my head; the nerdy Fiona, who avoided making eye contact with anyone; the cop who often worked the school area; and, of course, my own Mom. I'd never forgotten that in her initial cover letter to me, before I'd even begun reading her epic scrapbook, my great grandmother had encouraged me to approach my Mom and say the words, 'Sit pet', and she would immediately know that I was replacing my great-grandmother as her Mistress. But despite my other sexual adventuring, I hadn't yet gotten up the courage to do so.
I did however, add someone else's hot Mom to my growing list of pets, in a rather unorthodox way. I should note that I occasionally deliver pizzas for my Mom's friend's pizzeria. I did a couple of deliveries on a certain day, and then I got a call from Nadine, who was a high school pet I'd seduced a couple of months ago. She told me she had a major surprise for me, and she asked me to stop by her house after my last delivery. I told her I was just heading back to the restaurant to cash out... so she ordered a pizza... with pepperoni and mushrooms... and told me she had an amazing tip for me. I assumed she was hungry for some of my sweet pussy... and although that was partly true... she had a much bigger surprise. She told me to just walk in without knocking when I arrived... so I did.
My first surprise was seeing her on the living room couch, and although Nadine was wearing a red dress (but no panties), there was a naked woman between her legs.
My second surprise was when Nadine revealed the woman between her legs was her stepmother.
My third surprise was when she invited me to strip down a bit and put on the strap-on that was on a table beside the couch.
The mother protested, but Nadine, to my surprise, since she was always submissive to me ever since I'd turned her, demonstrated a wicked dominant side, when she ordered her stepmom to be quiet and do as she was told. The stepmom shut up instantly.
Three minutes later, Nadine helping me to get my jeans and panties off, and helping put the strap-on on, I was ready to fuck this sexy MILF.
"Beg her to fuck you, slut," Nadine ordered.
Although she was obviously mortified, the mother responded, lust and obedience overriding her motherly façade, "Kimmy, please fuck me."
"You can do better than that," Nadine said, as she tore off a couple slices of pizza and set them on a plate.
"Please Kimmy, fuck my slut cunt, and use me as your tip," she responded, as I went behind her.
"You want me to fuck you right in front of your daughter?" I asked, placing my dick against her wet pussy.
"Yes, yes! Show my daughter that I'm a dirty whore for any girl she chooses," she said, her brief resistance broken completely, with just the teasing touch of my cock.
As I slid in, the cock much larger than the MILF had anticipated I said, "Thanks for the really great tip."
"My pleasure," Nadine responded on behalf of her Mom.
Between her whimpers, the mother protested weakly, "Stop... it's too big!"

"Don't worry," I assured her, "your slut box will be swallowing this dick easily in a couple of minutes."
Of course I was right, since very soon, she was bouncing back to take the entire cock through her multiple orgasms... even eating her daughter out while I pounded her.
Once I'd arrived back home, I couldn't resist any longer, and I resumed reading my great grandmother's story... which had leapt to a few months into the sixties, when she and her husband had moved to a different city, so she was no longer beholden to the wicked lesbian society she'd been serving.
.....
So on to the 1960s... oh, it was a wild time!
For women... for racial equality and inequality... for a controversial war, and sometimes violent student uprisings demanding peace... and for me.
I'd gone a few months without tasting a pussy or sucking a man who wasn't my husband's dick, or getting fucked by one or more men I hadn't sworn an oath of forever to... all I had was my husband Steve's dick... and I became resigned to the idea that now that I was a mother, this would be the way it would be forever.
Sure, I missed pussy... I missed being completely submissive... I missed a variety of cock too... but I was no longer living my life just for me.
I was a wife... I was a mother... I had a child.
I no longer came first.
Sadly, I no longer came at all.
Like... never.
I even stopped masturbating, since it didn't bring me the pleasure I was accustomed to.
I accepted this as the way it was... until one day when everything changed again.
I was doing the mundane choirs of a housewife, which I really resented, even though that was what I was taught to do in high school, and I likely would even have enjoyed it, if it hadn't been for my wild sexual liberation during my senior year and for a while afterward. But... now I wasn't even twenty, and I already felt like I was way past my prime.
I was just vacuuming... while my baby girl slept... and a landscaping team my husband had hired was working outside. Men who were all shirtless, which made my pussy tingle with temptation.

I took out the garbage... a task that was supposed to be one of the men's jobs.

I did notice their eyes on me.
I'd gotten my body back after having the baby... taking great pride in looking good for my man, but also for myself. I liked getting appreciative looks from men... or on some very rare occasions these days... from women.
I gave them all a quick smile, and then returned into the house... hearing a couple of catcalls.
Part of me was flattered... it was nice to get some attention for a change.
But I sensed that things just didn't feel right.
I'd been back in the house for only a couple of minutes, before a few of the men walked uninvited into the house.
One of them said, his sweaty body only a couple of feet in front of me, "It's damn hot out there, ma'am."
"It is, isn't it?" I agreed, trying not to stare at his muscular body... my pussy secretly tingling for attention. "Would you all like a cold drink?"

"Yes, ma'am, please, that would be great," he said.
"I'll be right back," I said, heading to the kitchen. I took a deep breath... fuck, these men were hot. Maybe this visit would finally be enough to get me off when I masturbated as soon as they returned outside to get back to work. I poured a few glasses of water, and I had one in my hand, when I heard the same man say, "Mrs. Martin, please come out here." It sounded more like a demand than a request, which I thought was odd.
I went back into my living room and gasped, "What? What are you... doing?" I dropped the glass onto the floor, which thankfully didn't break, but of course the water went everywhere. But the important thing was that all three men were naked... and their cocks were rock hard!


"You've been teasing us all week in those sexy dresses," he accused.
"This dress isn't sexy," I denied, even as I stared at all three big hard cocks... all three of theirs much bigger than my husband's.
"Debatable. But I bet you'll look even sexier without the dress," he said, as he lifted me into the air like I was a leaf.
"What do you want? Money?" I asked.
"No, we want a different kind of payment," he said, as he threw me over his shoulder and carried me towards my bedroom.
"Put me down, I'll scream. I'll call the cops," I threatened. "Stop!!" even though my threat was pretty weak, since I was nowhere near a phone.

"We can do this the easy way, or the hard way," he threatened, as he tossed me onto my bed.
"You'll wake the baby," I protested, as I kicked him in the leg, just missing his balls.
"I see that you're choosing the hard way," he sighed, as I noticed the other two men had some rope in their hands.
"No," I said, kicking and swinging my arms, as he pulled my dress off of me.
"No bra," he said, "only a real slut goes without a bra or panties."
"It's hot in here," I pointed out, even though I knew my nipples had been visible through my red dress.
"Bind her," he ordered, and even though I fought and fought, I knew I was no threat to these three strong young men.
"Please, oh please, don't do this to me," I pleaded... I'd finally reformed from my wicked past... and was now a respectable housewife. Sure, I wasn't loving the life, but I loved being a mother.
As my legs were being tied to the bedposts, I kept trying to negotiate something, "We have savings in the bank."
"Oh, your husband will pay us for our work, so just consider this a tip," he said.
"A very big tip," another joked, as my legs were tightened spread-eagle to the bedposts.
"I'll call my husband, he'll pay you, I swear," I said, although I'm not sure what I would tell him. 'Hey, the three guys you hired are about to rape me. Can you please pay them extra?'
"Don't pretend you don't' want this," the main perpetrator said, "you've been checking us out all week."
Although I had been, I wasn't going to admit it. Instead, I played the victim who wanted no part of this, even though my pussy was so wet it was leaking a bit, "I can't believe you're doing this. Please let me go," as my wrists were bound to the other bedposts... rendering me completely helpless... again, although not during the past few years. How did this kind of stuff keep happening to me? And why was my pussy so fucking wet?

"Look at that ripe pussy," one of them said.
"Shit, she's leaking," another one said.
"I knew this bitch wanted dick," the main guy claimed, as he went behind me.
"No, I don't want it," I said, but with an involuntary moan, as I felt his ginormous cock parting my pussy lips.
"You're soaking wet, slut," he said, which unfortunately I knew was true. Although I knew that this... this... call it what it was... rape... was wrong, a part of me wanted to feel his big cock filling me up. "I've been admiring you all week, we all have, and letting you go untouched isn't on the menu."
He then slid his dick into my pussy, and I began letting out loud moans and mindlessly mumbled through more moans, "You're... so... big."

"Shit, she loves it," one of them said.
"I do not," I denied, as tears streamed from my eyes. I was once again violating my marriage, once again somehow trapped in a situation I had no control over, and once again, my body was giving in completely to the pleasure that always overwhelmed me the moment I was filled with a big, fat cock. But at least, given my wild, mostly submissive past, I wouldn't come away traumatized by this rape.
"Don't pretend, Mrs. Martin," he groaned, as he slowly slid his amazing dick in and out of me. "Everything about you screams submissive gangbang fuck toy!"
"Oooooh," I moaned, as he slammed into me hard, just once.
"See boys? I told you once she got a sight of our big dicks, she'd give in," he said.
"I'm not giving in! You tied me down, and now you're raping me," I pointed out, although again with a moan, since his dick was driving me crazy... shame and arousal battling each other inside of me.
I was a wife now.
I was a Mom now.
I had a baby girl.
Shit, I forgot about my baby girl!
"My daughter," I moaned, unable to say any more, as he began fucking me faster, harder, deeper.
"Don't worry, my girlfriend Sarah is looking after her," he said.



"Your girlfriend is okay with you barging into my home and raping me?" I asked, although along with my moans and gasps, that question took thirty plus seconds to articulate.
"Yeah, as long as I let her sit on your face when we're done with you," he said. "Now shut the fuck up, and take this dick we all know you want."
"Oh fuck," I moaned loudly, as he really slammed into me... my attempt not to enjoy this coercion fading away like it had done every other time in the past. Once a pussy was in my face, a strap-on in my pussy, or a big naked dick was anywhere near me, I became an insatiable slut for cock or pussy.
"Yeah, she's all revved up boys," he said, as the other two guys stroked their incredibly large cocks.
"Man, your cunt feels good," he said, as his great big dick continued to destroy my pussy, and in so doing, get my orgasm rising quickly... an orgasm I hadn't had in months.

I moaned wildly, even as tears continued streaming down my face, the humiliation of enjoying being raped... again... the day at the hospital flashing back into my head... somehow being resurrected inside my mind, as today's pleasure consumed me.
"You're so tight, even after poppin' out a kid," he said, as he continued his assault on my married pussy. "Oh yeah."

"Oh God," I moaned, my orgasm close... imminent... uncontrollable!
"Arrgghh," he grunted, as without any warning, he exploded his load in my pussy.
"Nooooooooo," I screamed in protest, as my unprotected womb was filled with a stranger's cum, and I felt even more humiliated, since feeling his big load exploding in my pussy triggered my own orgasm.
"Shit, she's coming from feeling my load deep in her cunt," he said, as he kept pumping his load deep inside me, and thus making my orgasm even more intense.
"Noooooo!" I repeated, mortified I was coming from being raped, and yet enjoying the orgasm that was ripping through my body with an intensity I hadn't felt since I was back home in the town where I'd grown up.
"Shit, she's even a bigger slut than I thought," the violator said, as he pulled out of me and I felt his cum oozing out of me.
"My turn," someone said.
"Why are you doing this?" I asked weakly, even as the orgasm continued its seemingly forever journey through me. "Money?"
"She still thinks this is about us doing her yard work. You're a hot piece of ass."
"Oooh... stop it... please... stop it," I begged weakly, the orgasm finally beginning to fade away, and my moral code beginning to return.

A few seconds later, I felt someone else getting onto the bed.
"Please, no more," I pleaded, even as I felt the tip of his cock touch down on my cum-filled pussy.
"If you thought Harold was big..." the man said, as his dick easily slid inside my soaking wet pussy.
"Noooooo," I moaned, as indeed he was fatter than Harold, and as his dick went deeper into me... I learned he was longer, too.
"Now open wide..." he said, and he chuckled, "...not that you have any choice."
"You're... ooooooh... even.... bigger," I moaned, as another wave of pleasure surged inside me.

"I'm next," the third guy said, even though the second one had just begun fucking me.
"No more," I protested, even as the second guy filled me completely.
"Don't pretend you're not loving this," the guy in my pussy said, as he fucked me slowly. "Your telltale pussy is tightening around my dick."
"So big," I mumbled, as pleasure again began taking control of me, and once again my moral code faded into oblivion.
Suddenly another large dick was standing in front of me, and the third guy said, as he shoved his cock into my mouth, "I'm tired of listening to her whine."

"That will shut her up," the guy fucking me said... and all of a sudden, I was being spit-roasted... taking cock in both ends.
"Let's really tag team her," the guy in my mouth said.
"Fuck yeah," my cunt guy said, and soon both dicks were pumping into my mouth and pussy simultaneously... and... fucking hell... I was really enjoying it! My inner slut took over, and I just lay there (not that I had any choice) and enjoyed the pleasure that was once again taking me over.
Yes, I knew it was wrong.
Yes, I felt guilty.
Yes, tears continued streaming from my eyes and down my cheeks.
And yes, my second orgasm today was rising quickly... as always, shame and rapture were at war with each other, with rapture... as usual... crushing its opponent.
"Oh yeah, she loves getting spit-roasted," the guy in my mouth said.
Even as tears rolled down my face, I moaned as he said those words, unable to conceal the pleasure that was controlling my body.
A minute later, both going as deep into me as they could, the guy in my mouth pulled out and ordered, "Open wide, slut."
I mindlessly obeyed, suddenly wanting that load... craving that load... just as his cum exploded out of his cock and into my mouth.
"That's a good girl. Swallow it all," he said, as he fed me his creamy cum.
I moaned, "Mmmmmmm," as I swallowed all of his delicious, salty seed.

"This bitch is a submissive little thing," the guy said, as he finished coming in my mouth.
"Yeah, I'm sure she needs more than just the three of us," the first guy... Harold... said, as the second guy kept fucking me hard... my second orgasm imminent.
"Nooooooo," I moaned, even though at the moment, I'd willingly suck any cock offered to me, and take any cock in my pussy.
"She's moaning no," the guy who'd just finished in my mouth chuckled. "Really convincing!"
"You've got a great body. Thanks for sharin' it with us," the guy pounding my pussy said, as I continued moaning... my only desire now was a second orgasm.

He stopped moving while he was deep inside me.
"Don't stop now," I pleaded, my orgasm close, and my only concern right now was a second orgasm, and having this dick slamming into me as hard as possible.
"I thought you said before that we should stop?" he asked, bucking his hips three times, each time balls deep inside me.
"Ooooooooh... please... just fuck me," I whined. "I'm so close!"
"Beg some more," he ordered, giving me three more deep, rough thrusts.
"Fuuuuuuck!" I screamed, his deep... but way too few... thrusts driving me wild. "Please fuck me! Give me that big dick!"
"You want to be our slut?" he asked... three more deep thrusts.
"Yes! Yes! I want to be your personal fuck toy!" I declared in utter desperation. At the moment, I would say anything to get this man to fuck me and make me come.
"Our housewife cum slut?" he asked... three more deep thrusts.
"Yes, your slutty, cock-taking, cum-swallowing, housewife whore," I declared, lifting my hips to take his cock even deeper.
"As you wish," he said with a huge roar of laughter, as he resumed fucking me.
"Oh, yes! Fuck me, fuck me with your huge fucking cock," I demanded, as soon as his cock was slamming into my needy hole again.
"Such an insatiable slut," Harold chuckled.
"Oh yes, yes, I love big cock! Give it to me," I babbled, returning to being the cock-hungry, cum-craving whore I'd tried to leave behind in my past... but alas, as soon as this side of me was triggered, all I wanted was cock... cum... cock... cum... cum... cum...
"I'm about to come," he warned.
"No worries, go ahead and fill me up," I responded, knowing that feeling his cock pulsing and unloading in my pussy would trigger my orgasm number two.
"As you wish," he said again, and after another dozen deep thrusts, I felt his cum fill me up, and my second orgasm followed a few seconds later.
"Ohhhhhh, yes, fuck!" I screamed, and my body quaked while my second orgasm of this wild afternoon cascaded through me.
"Shit, she's milking my dick," he said, "I think that's called a snapping pussy," as my pussy tightened repeatedly around his cock throughout the duration of my orgasm.
"So good," I moaned, unable to move in my bound position, as my orgasm explored my entire body.
When he pulled out, again I felt cum leaking out of me... thankful that lots of it was exiting... since I definitely wasn't protected against getting pregnant... plus... the first time I ever took a man's cum in my pussy, I got knocked up.
I was completely spent... figuring the gangbang was done... three men, three loads... but was I wrong... so, so wrong.
First, guy one... Harold... I still had no idea what the other two guys' names were... slid back into me, and fucked me again.
I just laid there and took it... so completely spent... so defeated... but also so content.
He fucked me for a few minutes, until a third load of cum was deep inside of me, and some of it was gushing back out.

"No more," I said, so uncomfortable in this bound position. "Please untie me now."
"Yeah, we probably should untie her," one guy said, just as I heard some other men's voices.
"Nice!"
"Wow!"
"Man...."
"Mmmm."
I looked back and saw four more men... four men who'd been working down the road on another yard.

I was untied by my first three fuckers, while the four new men all got undressed. All of them were chiseled, great-looking men... and all of them had big, hard cocks.
One lay down on my bed, and he ordered, "Come and straddle me, slut."
The unwilling me had faded completely away by now, so I was just teasing when I said, "I'm not sure I can ride all that dick."
"Am I bigger than your husband?" he asked, as I crawled across the bed to him.
"Way bigger," I said, as I straddled his dick and lowered myself onto it. "Oh fuck," I moaned.
"See, I told you boys," Harold, who was still the main perpetrator, said, "if we looked past her sweet, innocent housewife façade, we'd find a nasty slut."
"She sure is," someone else said, as he got onto the bed and shoved his dick in my mouth.
So I rode one dick and sucked another one.
(Thankfully Kimmy, I was very flexible back then.)
"I want a piece of her ass," someone else said.
"Oh yeah, triple team me," I said, taking the dick out of my mouth for a moment, as I leaned forward to allow whomever easy access to my asshole.
"Such a wild slut," someone said.
"Just shove it in my ass, no lube necessary," I ordered, before I took the cock back in my mouth.
"Shit," someone said, just as I felt someone's cock slide inside my ass.
"Oooooooh, fuck," I moaned, as I sucked cock, and I felt two more cocks going deep inside both my pussy and my ass.
"Jesus Christ," someone said, as I was now being fucked air-tight... three cocks working in unison.
I was in heaven. A cock in my mouth... a load I was craving. A cock in my pussy... a load I was trying to milk... a cock in my asshole... a load I was hoping would go deep inside my bowels.
For a few minutes, I was only a three-hole fuck toy for three men.
Eventually, my third orgasm imminent, the three men all unloaded inside me, one right after another.
First, the man in my mouth gave me my second creamy cum treat, as he spewed a massive load down my throat.
"Drink it all, sweetheart," he grunted as he did so.
"She's got a real tight, sweet asshole," the guy in my rectum groaned, before warning a few deep hard thrusts in my asshole later, "Gonna cum now."

"Oh yeah," the third guy groaned, as he shot his load up my pussy a few seconds after the guy in my ass erupted.
And... for a third time... feeling cum filling my pussy was the trigger that made my orgasm erupt.
"Fuuuuuuck!" I screamed, as I shook and quaked as both guys in my lower end continued pumping their dicks in me... pushing their cum as deep as they could.
Not even a minute later, three new cocks replaced the cocks that had spent their loads in me, and a second triple teaming marathon was launched.
Then after three more loads filled me... one more each in my mouth, pussy and ass... I enjoyed a third round of triple teaming. By then I'd had so many cocks in my three holes, I had no idea how many men had fucked me... or how many men had fucked me twice... I just enjoyed the marathon fuck session, as orgasms four and five erupted though me.
Whoever was drilling my ass at the time said, "Boy, she is getting filled to the brim," just as I took a third... or maybe even a fourth load in my asshole.
"I know. Every end," the guy I was deep throating chuckled. "For her sake, I hope she's on some kind of birth control."

Just before I swallowed yet another big load of salty seed, he added, "But then, maybe a little playmate for her daughter would be nice."
I swallowed his load, and then reached my orgasm number six, when the guy in my pussy spewed his load in me.
A couple minutes later, with excessive cum leaking out of my pussy and ass, I was pulled off the bed and to the floor, where I was put on my knees and forced to suck the five cocks surrounding me.
For a good twenty minutes... I sucked cock. Cock after cock after cock. Going back and forth between all five huge dicks. Sucking one, stroking two others for a little while, before advancing to the next group.
Eventually, five loads were shot into my mouth, onto my tits, or onto my face.
I totally enjoyed the cum bath.
No longer even feigning the least bit of resistance, I opened wide to take two loads in my mouth within a few seconds of each other, as someone ordered with another laugh, "Open up. All this protein is very good for you. Give you lots of energy."

Protein, maybe... energy, not so much.
I was exhausted.
Drenched in cum.
No way would these men have any more loads for me.
I asked, knowing my husband would be home in a couple of hours or so, "Please... may I clean up now?"

Harold, the one who'd started it all, chuckled, "You're not quite finished."
"Really?" I asked, as most of the men who'd gangbanged me were either gone, or getting dressed.
"Come with me," he said.
"Okay," I said, my submissive nature still dictating all my decisions, "but my husband will be home in an hour or two."
"Then we'd better hurry," he said. "My boss and his buddies want to meet you."
"W-w-where are we going?" I stammered, as he led me to the front door.
"Just out front to the van," he said.
"In public?" I asked, my eyes going wide.
"We've made sure no one is around," he said, as he took my hand and led me outside, completely naked.
I was led to a van where three more men were inside....already naked... I just climbed in the back, dropped to my knees, and took an older man's dick in my mouth.
As someone slid his cock into my gaping asshole, and I sucked the boss's cock, he asked, "Does your husband know what a horny slut you are? Or how much you love sucking cock?"
"No, he doesn't," I answered, as I sucked his big fat cock.
"I gotta say this was the best day ever," one stud said.
"Please don't tell him," I worried.
"Better than the time we gangbanged the minister's virginal daughter, his wife and mother in that church?" the bald guy who'd fucked me second, and had the biggest cock of all, asked.
"That was epic! But this is a close second," Harold said.

Wanting to be the biggest slut, even though that sounded utterly wild, I said, "I want you all to fuck me in any hole you want. Your cocks are so big..."
The boss began to face fuck me, and in the next hour, I took another dozen loads into or onto me... and I had three more orgasms.
I was just getting out of the shower... having cleaned the abundance of cum off of me... when my husband arrived home.
He asked, "Were those men here at all today? Nothing seemed to get done."
"Oh they were busy working on some other project," I said, recalling all those cocks and all that cum working me over.
Anyway, from that day on, my libido was in overdrive, and although today's men never came back for a sequel, I could no longer be just a housewife.
With my cock craving satisfied for a while... I now craved pussy... and well... like I said, I couldn't just be a housewife... I needed a job.
I knew my husband Steve would hate the idea... but I couldn't just stay home all day... the 1960s were underway, women were beginning to fight for equality, and I wanted to take part in that fight.
Although even that wouldn't go as I was expecting... but what happened will have to wait until my next scrapbook entry.
...
I shook my head. Although I liked women more than men, the idea of being gangbanged and the center of a bukkake was pretty hot.
I also loved how a woman who could be a complete slut for cock and pussy was also deep down, a feminist.



My great grandma was my idol... always had been, even before I learned through her long, rambling scrapbook how large a part sex had played in her life... and I wished she'd have told me these wicked stories while she was still alive.
God, the adventures we could have shared!
The idea of sitting on my great grandma's face while my Aunt Beth fucked Mom, was too hot not to imagine.

Alas, that could never be... but Mom... my Mom... according to great grandma, she was available to me, and it was time I started planting some seeds.
THE END... FOR NOW.
COMING NEXT: 1960s: A Neighbour: A female neighbour takes advantage of Rebecca.
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Pillow Princess Club Ch. 08
Summary: Pussy 9: Meredith discovers the joys of tribbing.
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 Eight of an ongoing series. (I'm still brimming with hot ideas, so who knows how long this series will eventually become.)
In Chapter One, a housewife in her mid-forties Meredith is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This increases the flame inside her for her growing curiosity to explore her same sex desires. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Club, where older woman sign up and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is instantly summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca. Whereupon she services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.
In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied in her short walk of shame home, so she goes across the street to Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.
In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger pillow princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully walks in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.
In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.
In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, when her Mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address, and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides under a desk, where she services a young girl while she continues working and interacting with people.
In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour when she is ordered to go to a house where she services two young women, and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.
In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together, they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...
...and now continuing immediately after the end of part 7...
Pillow Princess Club Ch. 08
Once I got in my car, I went to check my messages, but I realized I really had to pee. I mean I really, really had to pee!
I pulled out of the driveway and drove a couple blocks to, of all places, a Hooters... since it was the first place I saw, and a bonus was that I wouldn't stand out too much in the revealing outfit I was wearing.
I hurried inside, went straight to the bathroom, and did my business.
Deciding I was hungry and needed some real food... pussy tasted great, but it didn't have a lot of calories, or enough protein to fill me up. So, I took a seat at a booth in a somewhat secluded area, and opened my phone to finish reading my messages.
Finally, for the first time in a few hours, I had some time to think... which was likely a bad thing.
Pushing out any thoughts of possible consequences, I opened the app, and read the rest of my current Pillow Princess messages.
CHEERDOMME: Hey, ever want to service a cheerleader?
I'd hated cheerleaders when I was in high school... but the idea of servicing one had been hot in a couple of erotica stories I'd read, and also right now, while I was pondering the question.
MERMILF: It is definitely on my sex bucket list.
A waitress arrived and took my order. As she walked away on her miles-long legs, I wondered where they got their pantyhose. They were a perfect mocha colour... every Hooters girl looked amazing in them... and they had a glossy shine that accentuated their legs even more. This bar was obviously about women's tits, but it glorified a woman's legs just as much. Maybe the chain should have been called T & A & L: Tits and Ass and Legs.
I continued reading through my messages.
TRIBBINGGIRL: I want to trib with you ASAP.
I had no idea what tribbing was, and I didn't recall reading any stories about it.
So I did what everyone does nowadays when they don't know a term. I googled it.
As I read the definition of tribbing, also known as tribadism (which is a real mouthful), it's the actual term for scissoring, which I knew was two women rubbing their vulvas together to get each other off. An idea I found intriguing, and in some of the lesbian porn I'd watched, it looked rather hot... but awkward.
MERMILF: I had to google the term tribbing. That said, I did know the term scissoring. It is definitely something I would be very interested in.
I clicked on the next message:
BIGROSIE: Want some chocolate?
This one threw me a little. I assumed she meant she was black. But I didn't want to say something wrong, and appear stupid or insensitive.
So I responded in a safe way.
MERMILF: I can never get enough chocolate.
SILKSTOCKINGSLOVER: Yes, this is really me. I don't live too far from you. I hope you enjoy my work.
MERMILF: You have given me so many orgasms already!
I saw the intriguing PREACHERSDAUGHTER had responded to my last message.
PREACHERSDAUGHTER: Come and worship me.
The idea of going down on a preacher's daughter was undoubtably intriguing. Although I'm not sure I'd resist any pussy offered to me on this first day of my sexual awakening.
MERMILF: I do love worshipping.
TRIBBINGGIRL: Are you available right now?
MERMILF: I am just having dinner and then I could come over.
TRIBBINGGIRL: Text me when you are done eating.
MERMILF: Will do.
I saw the famous author respond, and was about to check it just as my waitress came and delivered my order. I received some wings and a Diet Coke, and then I checked the message.
SILKSTOCKINGSLOVER: Well maybe I can give you one or two in person some day.
MERMILF: I would like that very much.
Caught up on my messages, I took a drink of my Diet Coke, just as one of the Hooters waitresses sat down in my booth across from me.
I looked up, and she asked, "Are you having a good first day in the club?"
"Um, yeah," I said sheepishly, looking at the pretty, big-busted, college-age student... was she a pillow princess too?
"Are you still on the prowl?" she asked.
"Excuse me?" I asked, acting dumb in case she wasn't a pillow princess... although I sensed she was.
"It's okay," she smiled. "I've been monitoring your day, then I recognized the app on your phone. I won't out you, MERMILF."
"Oh, um..." I began.
"No need to be shy," she smiled, as I felt her foot... without a shoe, but still with her nylon... rubbing up my leg. "You're a sweet thing."
"Thanks," I said, the one side effect perk of this wild day was all the compliments I was receiving.
"So are you still on the prowl?" she repeated.
"I have at least one more stop after I finish eating this dinner," I said, as I felt her foot going between my parted legs.
"I see," she said, as she spread my legs with her two feet, and then I felt a nylon foot pressed directly against my uncovered pussy.
"Oh," I moaned, surprised by the sudden familiarity.
"Interesting choice for dinner," she said, as she slowly moved her nylon-clad foot up and down on my pussy.
"Truthfully," I responded, taking a moment, the pressure quite pleasurable, "I needed to pee, and this was the first place I came to."
"I see," she smiled warmly. "So... how did you find your way to the app?"
"Long story short," I said, figuring there was no point in refusing to answer the question, "I'd been admiring a pretty neighbour through my bedroom window, and she caught me watching her get serviced by the mailwoman, and the next thing I knew the mailwoman was knocking on my door, and well... a couple hours later, I was servicing the pretty neighbour myself, and I've been servicing girl after girl after girl ever since."
"Mmmmmm," she said, continuing the pressure on my pussy. "So, had you eaten any pussy before today?"
"No," I admitted.
"And how many so far?"
"If you want me to, you'll be my ninth," I answered flirtatiously, finding her very sexy... and her teasing foot play was only enhancing my excitement about continuing to add to my surreal count.
"You want to eat my pussy?" she asked.
"I do," I admitted.
"I'd love that," she said, "but I only have ten minutes left on my break, and there isn't anyplace here for us to do it."
"Oh," I said, unable to hide my disappointment.
"But," she said, "now that I have a pretty face to go with the handle MERMILF, I'll definitely take a rain check."
"Anytime," I said, as she began pleasuring my pussy in a circular motion... enhancing the pleasure, and stirring the possibility of a fifth orgasm today, and this one in public!
"Do you want to come?" she asked.
"Badly," I admitted, in awe of the public foot job I was receiving... only a tablecloth hiding what was going on underneath the table.
"Then just let yourself go, and let me get you off," she said, as she began rubbing more aggressively.
"Okay, thanks a bunch," I said, and I spread my legs a little wider, placed both of my hands on the table, and looked into her eyes while she pleasured me.
"That's it, just allow yourself to let go, and soon you'll come all over my foot," she instructed softly... and sensually.
"Okay," I repeated, the pleasure rising inside me.
"I want you to come all over my foot," she repeated.
"Okay," was again all I could muster, as I tried to focus only on the pleasure, instead of the son and dad who walked past us, both clearly checking out the waitress's very generous display of cleavage.
"Come for me Mommy, come all over my foot," she whispered.
The term 'Mommy' sent chills through my body by reminding me of the revelation today that my daughter was a lesbian, and an active member of the club. The idea that I might service her pussy one day soon was wild and kinky, and yet... according to some of the girls I'd serviced today... inevitable. This moment of lust right now was enhancing the thrill of that expectation.
"Ooooh, my," I moaned, knowing my next orgasm was imminent.
"Now, Mommy, come for me now," she instructed, her voice soft and sexy.
I bit my lip as my legs stiffened, and my back arched against the soft back of the booth as my orgasm struck, and I had to suppress my natural reaction to let out a loud moan, or even a scream!
"Good Mommy," she purred, as she slowed down her foot massage on my pussy, but didn't stop.
"Oh, my." I said weakly, my head a little light as the orgasm continued cascading out of me and soaking the girl's nylon-clad foot.
"Quite the flood," she smiled naughtily.
"That felt so good," I said, looking into her eyes again.
She took her foot away. "Well, my username is VOLUPTUOUSCOED."
"For an obvious reason. And you already know mine," I smiled.
"By the way, if you ever want a night filled with college pussy, let me know. I live in a sorority house on campus, and you could dine on all the pussy you'd ever want," she said.
"That sounds like a dream come true," I said, the idea making my leaking pussy tingle.
"Nice play on words," she said, as she stood up. It took me a moment to figure out what she meant, but then thought of the word come changed to cum.
"I try," I smiled.
"Oh, I bet you do much more than just try."
"Yes, I go all in," I said, this time purposefully using an innuendo.
"Enjoy the rest of the night," she said.
"I imagine I will."
"I'm Carla, by the way."
"Meredith."
"I hope to see you again, Meredith," she said.
"You know how to get hold of me," I said, and I reached down to my plate for another of my wings.
She walked away, and I was again alone.
I ate my wings and checked my phone. I had one new message and one response.
BIG ROSIE: Message me when you are hungry for some chocolate. I'm home alone tonight and could use a white slut to please me.
That confirmed my assumption she was black.
MERMILF: I have another stop to make and then if all goes well I will message you.
As I finished my wings, I read the new message from a very blunt handle.
IFUCKMILFS: Want to get fucked tonight?
I considered responding, but with the tribbing girl to go to next, and then likely Big Rosie, I figured I shouldn't make too many commitments. So I left that one unanswered for now... although I'd be lying if I said I wasn't excited about the idea of getting fucked again. The two orgasms from Miranda's hard fucking still lingered in my mind. That seemed so long ago, yet it had only been a few hours.
I finished eating my dinner.
Sent a message to the Tribbinggirl.
MERMILF: I am ready if you still want me.
I paid for my meal before I glanced over to Carla, who gave me a smile. Curious, as I admired her pantyhose-clad legs glistening so sexily, I asked her, "Hey, is there any way to get a pair of those sexy pantyhose you wear?"
"Give me a second," she said, turning away and heading for the back.
A couple minutes later, she returned and handed me a small bag, "Here. I expect you to be wearing these when you come to serve as my sorority pet."
"I can do that," I agreed, excited by the idea of trying on these sexy nylons, and the idea of being a pet servicing an entire sorority... it would be an all-you-can-eat buffet of pussy.
"By the way," she said, leaning into my ear, "there are three pairs in there. Two new ones, and a used pair I'd been wearing without panties all day. I think you'll enjoy the sweet fragrance."
"Mmmmmmmm, I imagine I will," I replied, a tingle from my puss confirming it.
"I expect to hear from you soon," she said.
"You will," I said, "although I'll likely need to get some daycare for that kind of marathon."
"I'll be sure to send someone to your house," she said.
"Sounds great," I said, as I waved goodbye and headed to my car.
Inside my car, I saw a response. Before I read it though, I pulled out the used pantyhose, found the wet-ish crotch, and brought it to my nose. Indeed, her scent was sensually exotic. God, I wanted to eat her peach. I moved the crotch to my mouth and sucked on it... I could taste her nectar subtly, but that only made me want her more. I put them on the passenger seat, and read the message.
TRIBBINGGIRL: Great. I pinned the address.
MERMILF: Yes, ma'am. I am on my way.
I clicked on the directions and drove the nine minutes' trip.
Once I arrived, exactly nine minutes later, the app pretty damn accurate, I checked my phone.
IFUCKMILFS: I expect an answer.
TRIBBINGGIRL: Text when here.
I quickly responded to both. The idea of getting fucked was still appealing, and something I just couldn't resist on this first night of my new life of debauchery.
MERMILF: I am parked outside.
MERMILF: I have two stops first if you are willing to wait. I could indeed get fucked.
TRIBBINGGIRL: Come in the side door and go downstairs.
I got out of the car, looking forward to yet another wild adventure.
I walked up to the door, opened it, and went downstairs. I heard a mother talking with a young child upstairs.
The door was open just a smidge. I went inside and said tentatively, "Hello?"
"Come on in," a soft voice greeted.
I walked in and saw a pretty, short, Japanese-looking girl wearing a funky sundress approaching me.
"Hi," I smiled.
"You're very pretty," she said.
"As are you," I said, admiring her petite figure.
"Come with me," she said, taking my hand.
"Okay," I said, as she led me past a small living room and into a bedroom. I smiled as I entered, seeing all the anime on the walls. Yet I needed to make sure she was a legal age... although I sensed she was in college, from the large, thick textbooks on her desk. "Are you in college?"
"Yes, second year," she said.
"What are you taking?" I asked, making strange chit chat.
"Pre-Med," she replied.
"Nice," I nodded, as she leaned forward and up on her tiptoes and kissed me.
I was startled. It may be an unfair stereotype, but I'd always envisioned Japanese women as being submissive... although I have no idea why I'd assumed that.
I kissed her back, loving the soft lips of a woman.
When she broke it, she said, "So have you ever tribbed?"
"No," I said, "but today is a day filled with firsts."
"Did you join just today?" she asked, as she lowered herself to the floor and glided her hands down my legs.
"I did," I said. "I still can't believe it."
"I'm sure you'll find the club very beneficial," she said, as she moved her hand to my heels. "Lift your leg, please."
I did.
She removed my heels for me.
She then stood up and pulled her sundress over her head to reveal her small, perky breasts and a rather hairy pussy... the hairiest one I'd seen during my pussy explorations today.
"Come to the bed," she said.
"Okay," I replied, and I followed her to the double bed.
She climbed onto it, I followed... and she pushed a few stuffed bears off of it.
"69 first?" she asked.
"Sure," I agreed, curious to know what she tasted like... and the impact of her having so much pubic hair.
She got onto her back and said, "Straddle my face."
"Okay," I said, and I did.
The moment I was above her, she leaned up and began licking me.
"Oh," I moaned, as I leaned down between her parted legs... her scent quite strong, but in a pleasant way.
I examined her pink pussy lips for a few moments, mostly hidden within their forest of black, before I extended my tongue and began licking. It wasn't as smooth as a shaved pussy, that's for sure, but the scent was intoxicating, and once I'd licked a path through to her wetness, I got into a groove.
"Oh yes, lick me," she moaned in her sweet, innocent-sounding voice.
"You smell and taste so good," I moaned, as we both pleased each other's pussies.
"You do too," she responded. She was doing something magical with her tongue. It seemed to have no rhyme or reason, since it went all over the place... but it felt so good.
For two or three minutes we just licked each other... soft moans escaping our mouths.
"Ready to trib?" she asked.
"Definitely," I said. "Just tell me what I need to do."
"Roll onto your left side," she said.
I rolled off of her onto my side, and she positioned herself by sliding her petite figure between my legs and slowly slithering her pussy closer, until it was touching mine.



"Move your upper body closer to me too," she said.
"Okay," I said, leaning towards her, our legs entangled, until our pussies' lips were kissing each other. "Oooooh," I moaned.
"Now slowly grind your hips up and down," she instructed.
"Okay," I said, as she did the same, and we were tribbing. "Oh, that feels sooo nice," I moaned. This was a different sensation from getting licked or fucked. It was more soothing... and more teasingly erotic.
"Yes, tribbing is a controlled experience," she said.
"Such intense teasing," I said, as the intense pressure of our pussies grinding up and down on each other was wildly stimulating.
"The most intense orgasms come from slow builds," she moaned, as we continued slowly grinding on each other.
"So good," I moaned, as we kept doing the slow, sensual tribbing for two, or three, or even four minutes.
She then said, as she grabbed one of my ankles, "Now start going up and down faster."
"Got it," I said, as we both shifted from slow and sensual to fast and urgent. "Ooooh my!" I moaned, since the intensity had increased the moment our mutual grinding sped up, which placed more pressure on my pussy, which increased my pleasure. And no doubt, hers as well.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," the Japanese girl moaned urgently, her tone shifting from sweet to nasty... her mood change hot as fuck!
"Yes, fuck me too," I responded, and I grabbed her leg for leverage, so I could keep up with her sudden shift from mild to wild.
Unlike eating pussy or getting fucked... this was a strenuous physical workout... I could even feel myself sweating, as I tried to match her feverous pace as my orgasm... my unbelievable sixth orgasm... was rising.
"Oh yes, don't stop," she moaned loudly, so loud that I wondered if the people upstairs could hear us... not that I cared... I didn't know them, and they didn't know me.
"Oh fuck," I moaned back, my pleasure multiplying as our intensity increased.
We were humping each other like wild animals, the friction of our pussies rubbing against each others, lubricated by our own and each other's wetness, was sending us both into a frenzy... the sounds escaping our lips urgent... lustful... desperate.
"Oh, oh, oh, I'm going to come!" she declared.
"So am I!" I responded. I could feel the inevitability of my orgasm number six.
"Fuuuuck!" she bellowed, that one definitely heard by the people upstairs, as I felt her excessive cum flooding out of her and onto my pussy... maybe even into my pussy... which triggered my own delightful orgasm!
"Jesus Christ," I screamed, not caring if whoever was upstairs heard my cry of rapture.
We both collapsed onto our backs... her leg trembling against me... as my cum leaked out of me... and all the energy in my body was usurped from the orgasm... somehow the most intense of the six I'd received today.
It was a few minutes before either of us said anything.
She finally sat up, scooted over to me and kissed me.
I kissed her back.
Soft and sensual.
When she broke the kiss, she said, "That was amazing."
"Agreed," I said with a smile. "Except you may have broken me."
"Mmmmm," she smiled, kissing me again, "I like that."
"That was a complete full-body workout," I said.
"Yeah, and it burns a lot of calories," she said, kissing me again.
"I may need to get hydrated again," I said.
"I have the perfect solution for that," she said, and she straddled my face.
"Mmmmmmm, just what I needed," I grinned as she lowered her pussy onto my lips.
So, lying on my back, still enjoying the aftereffects of my orgasm (mainly small involuntary twitches), I began lapping away.
So... for ten, perhaps fifteen minutes... time standing still as I leisurely lapped at her pussy... before she began grinding it back and forth on my face. And she placed her hands on my tits on top of my clothing for balance. When she did that, I just extended my tongue and kept licking the best I could.
"Oh yes, fuck," she moaned as she rode my face, which was a strange sensation and a kinky act... just allowing her to use my face for her pleasure.
A minute or so of this rough, intense face riding, and I received her sweet cum on my other lips... enjoying the sweet nectar as it oozed out of her rather slowly, and into my open mouth.
She sat on my face, leaning up a bit as I lapped up her cum for a good minute or more.
She then got off of me, turned around and kissed me again.
"Mmmmmm, I taste really good," she smiled when she broke the kiss.
"Yes, you do," I agreed.
"Do you want to come again?" she asked.
"Usually I'd say yes, but I'm completely spent," I said. Besides, I had at least two more appointments this evening... one of them including getting fucked.
"Then I really enjoyed spending this time with you," she said.
"As did I," I smiled.
"So please don't forget about me," she requested.
"Trust me," I said, "I won't ever forget about you. That tribbing orgasm was the most intense one I remember ever having!"
"Next time I'll invite my best friend over, and we can do a three way trib," she said.
"Is that even a thing?" I asked.
"She and I are very flexible," she said.
"I'm not," I laughed.
"Don't worry," she smiled, kissing me again, "we'll do all the heavy lifting."
"Mmmmm," I smiled, and I finally sat up, realizing I needed to stretch. I'd been lying down one way or another for quite some time.
"I'm adding you to my friends list," she said.
"That's a thing in the club?" I asked.
"Sure," she said, as she got of the bed. "I'll show you."
"Okay," I said, also getting off the bed and stretching.
She grabbed her phone, did some typing, and said, "Done."
"Nice," I said.
"I can show you how," she said.
"Oh! I left my phone in the car," I said, which I had.
"Oh. Then I'll send you a friend request," she said. "All you'll need to do is tap on 'Accept'."
"Please do," I said.
"Done."
"Great," I said, going over to her and kissing her. I broke the kiss and said, "You're really fucking hot!"
"Mmmmmm, you too," she smiled, as she grabbed her dress and put it on.
I slipped back into my heels and headed out. It was a bit strange that we'd just had some magnificent sex together, but since I was spending the day commando, I hadn't removed any clothing except for my heels.
Back in my car, I grabbed my phone and clicked yes to the friend request by TRIBBINGGIRL, and another from VOLUPTUOUSCOED.
There were only two new messages.
PREACHERSDAUGHTER: I guess not tonight, but I expect to meet you sometime soon.
I responded, knowing I couldn't agree to any more visits tonight... I was already exhausted, but I'd probably be able to rally a couple more times.
MERMILF: I would like that. It has been a wild day and night and I am exhausted.
IFUCKMILFS: Are you on your way yet?
I responded.
MERMILF: Sorry, my last visit went longer than anticipated. I have one more princess to please and then I can come to you if you are still interested.
I then sent a message to BIGROSIE.
MERMILF: I am available now if you still want this white submissive to come and service you.
I picked up Carla's soiled pantyhose and took a sniff at the crotch... god, she smelled good! The idea of going to a sorority house for a night of eating coed pussy was pretty damn hot... although it seemed more like a porn scene, or every guy's fantasy, rather than a girl's.
Both of them responded immediately.
IFUCKMILFS: Hurry up. I am going to pound you so fucking good. By the way, I should note that you will also be eating my friend's pussy while I give you hard, deep back shots.
BIGROSIE: Great. You are only a few minutes away. I have attached my address.
I clicked on the address... which was only four minutes away.
I responded to IFUCKMILFS.
MERMILF: My next princess is only a few minutes away, so if you can wait fifteen to thirty minutes I will eagerly eat your friend's pussy while you pound my needy pussy.
I clicked Send, and then shook my head at the wild words I'd just written and sent to a total stranger.
Crazy how much my life... and my personality... had changed during the course of only a day.
THE END OF CHAPTER 8... up next... BIG ROSIE.
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It was odd.
As I perused the busy bar, I felt comfortable about being naked except for my stockings, and about who I was becoming.
Mistress Beth had restored a confidence in myself I'd totally lost in the crazy whirlwind of submission to Amber. Being with Amber and Beth I was obedient, and I enjoyed feeling the rush of that obedience. But unlike the utter shame I always felt after having sex with Amber, I felt no shame at all this time, just contented tranquility following this evening's sexual encounter with Beth.
I now also accepted the obvious... I was undoubtedly a lesbian.
One hundred percent!
I watched my Mom. She was fucking a redhead who looked to be no older than twenty-one, while a very large black woman fucked my Mom... it was a very sexy position... my Mom the meat filling in the middle of a sex sandwich.
Other sex acts were occurring all around the club, too many of them to describe. For instance a woman old enough to be my grandmother was sitting on someone's face. A petite Asian was spanking a chubby Latina. A black woman was bent over a table getting either her ass or her pussy eaten... I couldn't tell from my viewpoint. Two women were rubbing their pussies together to the beat of the song playing on the sound system.
Horny, I hurried over to Jillian, who was as naked as I was, meaning stockings only, and reported, "Mistress Beth instructed me to tell you Approach 4B."
"Mmmmmm, she did, did she?" Jillian asked with a wicked grin.
"She did," I confirmed, wondering how many different approaches there were, and how many prior variations had been established before they reached 4B.
"You're very cute," she said, admiring my naked body.
"You're very beautiful," I said to the younger girl.
She took my hand and led me to the dance floor, right past my Mom. Feeling a rush of sexual confidence, I quipped, "Looking good, Mom."
"You too, baby," Mom replied. "Nice butt!"
"You brought your daughter here?" The black woman asked.
"Yeah, it's her first time," Mom said, just as Jillian tugged me out of earshot of the conversation... about me.
Jillian pulled me close and said, "So! You want to be my little plaything, uh... what's your name, anyway?"
"Cassandra," I answered, with her hands on my ass. It was so nice to use my full name instead of Amber's shortened condescending version of it. I hated the name Cass with a passion, which was surely why she insisted on calling me that.
"Cas-san-dra," she repeated slowly and softly, as if she were learning the taste of my succulent name. She then leaned in and kissed me while we slow danced to a song that was anything but slow.
I melted into her body and into her lips, as I returned the kiss... feeling that sense of safety Beth had taught me about.
We kissed for a couple of minutes before she moved a hand to my pussy and began rubbing.
"Oooooh," I moaned into her mouth.
"Tonight, this pussy is mine," Jillian explained, as she rubbed me right there on the dance floor filled with other women, many of whom were similarly engaged with each other .
"Okay," I agreed weakly.
"Do you want to be mine tonight?" Jillian asked.
"Yes please," I nodded, as she really rubbed my pussy... my orgasm rising quickly.
"And you'll obey me without hesitation?"
"Yes ma'am," I agreed, trusting her in a way I never trusted Amber.
"Good," she nodded, as she continued rubbing me.
"That feels so good," I moaned.
"I'm going to give you the best orgasm of your life," Jillian assured me confidently.
"I imagine you really can," I said, that orgasm feeling rather imminent.
Then suddenly, she stopped.
"Why did you stop?" I asked, my twat on fire.
"You need to earn your orgasm," Jillian explained.
"If you say so," I said, feeling disappointed.
"Don't worry," she said, seeing and hearing my disappointment, "They say, 'All good things come to those who wait.' Except in this case, all those things come to those who obey."
"Then you're the boss," I agreed, trusting her.
"Knees," she ordered.
"Yes ma'am," I replied, comfortably obeying her order, and not at all uncomfortable that I was going down on my knees in a club full of people. Of course it helped that I wasn't the only one in such a compromised position... actually, many women and girls were doing far more scandalous things than I was.
Which meant my face was now at the same elevation as her pussy, which had a reasonable amount of hair on it. I automatically leaned forward, but she placed the palm of her hand against my forehead. "Did I instruct you to eat me?"
"No, ma'am. I just assumed," I admitted, since I really did want to taste her pussy... even following my very satisfying encounter with Mistress Beth, I was still craving more pussy.
"Don't worry, my pet," Jillian said, "you'll get the opportunity to eat my pussy, but first I have a few other tasks for you."
"Um, okay," I said, now feeling a little nervous.
"First, we need to get you a collar," Jillian said.
"Oh," I said.
"Yes, tonight you're a club pet, so you need to be garbed as one," she explained. "Now crawl behind me."
"Yes, Mistress," I responded, that word coming out of my mouth with such natural need. I needed to have a Mistress. I needed someone to protect me. I needed someone to use me.
"Good girl," Jillian said, walking back past where my mother had been.
I noticed her stockings had sexy seams down the back. I needed some of those. I crawled behind her, feeling my cheeks burning, yet not really feeling embarrassed... like I'd been whenever I was molested in public by Amber.
I crawled past my mother again, who was now sitting on someone's face.
"I see you're making some friends," she smiled.
"You too," I smiled back.
"Well, have fun," she said, as I kept crawling.
"You already seem to be having fun," I replied.
"Lots of fun," she agreed, as she reached down and pulled a redhead's face deeper into her wetness.
I couldn't believe my mother wasn't only a lesbian... but a dominant lesbian... and that she was setting herself up against Amber with absolute confidence... so did that mean maybe she really could get me out of this wicked web of submission I'd gotten myself into?
The idea was intriguing, but every other time I'd gotten my hopes up, it had resulted in even more humiliation being heaped on top of me, and my situation had even gotten other undeserving people involved.
We reached the bar, and I waited for a moment, both excited and nervous. Being on all fours like a pet was becoming second nature to me, but people seeing me doing it right next to a crowded bar was upping the ante.
Jillian bent down and fastened a collar around my neck. She then attached a leash to it, and silently tugged me back towards the dance floor. She stopped along the way at a table and asked, "Do any of you lovely ladies want your pussy pleased? My pet is quite hungry."
"I could use a pussy munching," a large Latina woman piped up.
"Crawl under the table and service her, my pet," Jillian instructed, speaking in a firm yet compassionate fashion that was very different from Amber's constant humiliation.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, feeling so much safer with this relative stranger, even though she was ordering me to crawl under a table to service a total stranger.
"Is she new?" The woman asked as I crawled towards her, and she helpfully parted her legs.
"Yes, it's her first time here," Jillian answered. "Her mother, however, is a long-time member of one of our affiliated clubs."
"Nice," the woman said, as I arrived at her pussy. No one seemed to wear panties here, which seemed a logical approach, and I began licking her trimmed pussy... her scent quite strong.
"So how's Jane?" Jillian asked.
"Good, good," the woman said as I continued to lick her, "you know how it is. She's twelve going on twenty-one."
"I was a hellion when I was twelve," Jillian shared.
"I bet you were," the woman said, as I kept licking her. For some reason, learning she had a twelve-year-old daughter and was here seemed weird to me. Although I wasn't sure why it would... I was learning that behind just about every woman's façade of respectability was a collection of wicked kinks.
They kept chatting about mundane life things, until I tuned out completely and focused on the anonymous pussy I was pleasing. I explored every crevice of it, excited by the chance just to dine on my piscine meal without being subjected to all the humiliation and verbal abuse I'd recently grown accustomed to. The unconflicted part was that there was no doubt about it, I was a lesbian through and through. Regardless of what happened in the future, the one positive element of my complete humiliation was the discovery of my love for women and their pussies.
I spent a few minutes of slow, gentle and focused pussy exploring, before I felt the woman's hand on my head, and she gently pulled me deeper into her oasis of wetness while saying in a pleasant voice. "It's time to get me off, my pet."
I obeyed, shifting from my slow and methodical exploration to an aggressive and frantic sprint. My tongue wiggled between her pussy lips, I flicked her clit, making her legs twitch, I swirled my tongue around in her hole like it was a tiny dick stimulating every nook and cranny.
A couple minutes later her legs squeezed my head, and I received a slow release of sweet cum from her pussy.
I enjoyed the addictive flavour of a newfound pussy as I lapped up the cum slowly leaking out of her.
A couple minutes later the woman said, "Thank you my pet, that was most enjoyable."
"Thank you, ma'am, your pussy is delicious," I responded politely but sincerely, whereupon I felt a soft tug on my leash, so I began slowly backing out from under the table... which was a lot more awkward than crawling under it in the first place. You've seen horses gracefully cantering, and even galloping, right? Those same horses are usually hesitant and awkward whenever they're attempting to back up. Same thing.
Once I was out, Jillian looked down at me and grinned, "Still hungry?"
"I'm always hungry," I responded, thinking the phrase 'when in Rome' seemed appropriate here. So much pussy available, such sexual ambiance, and yet I was in a safe place where I could freely explore my newfound love for pussy. The complete absence of any humiliation was exhilarating!
I was led to another table, where I licked two more pussies... both women apparently in their sixties... both eventually coming all over my face... although it took substantially longer to get them off, the old dears.
Jillian led me back to the bar, where I serviced a very pretty bartender, although it took a good twenty minutes, since she often darted away to grab something she needed to make a drink. She literally squirted all over my face when she did come... more nectar than the previous three women combined!
Finally, four pussies later, Jillian hopped onto a table, where four other women were sitting, spread her legs, and ordered, "Come get some dessert, my pet And you may use this chair."
"Gladly," I said, a little happy to get off my knees, which were a little sore, truth be told. I dined leisurely, wanting to put on a show for the four pretty women, all in their thirties, it seemed.
"May we play with her?" someone asked as I probed her wet hole.
"Of course you may," she allowed, "but she isn't allowed to come. I have a very, very big surprise in store for her after I come on her pretty face."
I loved being called pretty, I was intrigued by this big surprise, but a little disappointed that my burning, needy pussy would be neglected a while longer. For reasons I didn't understand, just smelling a pussy made my own pussy tingle, licking one made it burn, and getting a woman off made me desperate to come too... my pussy subject to subtle waves of pleasure... but also need... whenever I lapped up another woman's cum.
"Not a problem. That leaves a lot of other things we can do with her," the woman said agreeably.
"Then play away," Jillian said warmly.
A moment later, I felt hands on both of my bare breasts, different people's hands, as one cupped my left tit gently, while the other playfully pinched my right nipple. I also felt a pair of someone else's hands on my ass, caressing that.
All my recent sexual encounters had either been me submissively servicing someone, or getting fucked roughly... so these multiple sensations of three sets of hands... which felt strangely respectful, even though they were taking liberties with all my erogenous zones, was a soothing and sensual experience.
"Such a nice ass," the one whose hands were exploring my ass said.
"Then why not eat her asshole?" Jillian suggested.
"Don't mind if I do," the woman said. She pulled my ass cheeks wide apart, and a moment later I felt her wet tongue bathing my rosebud.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, the sweet anal licking feeling so nice, as I continued exploring every aspect of Jillian's pussy.
"Eat my ass too, my pet," Jillian ordered, lying back onto the table and raising her legs to give me access.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, as I leaned down a little, pulled her ass cheeks apart, and licked her pretty, puckered asshole.
"Such an obedient girl," someone said, as she tugged on my nipple.
"She is, even though she's surprisingly new to this role," Jillian agreed and embellished the compliment, while I swirled my tongue around her slightly sweaty and salty anal entrance. (I know, it's normally considered an exit portal, but in this crowd, it served as a two-way thoroughfare.)
"We'd love the chance to play with her more freely," one of the women requested.
"She's already booked solid for the entire night, but I suspect she'll be coming back here quite often," Jillian said diplomatically.
"I certainly will be," I moaned. My asshole was being probed with someone's tongue, while I probed Jillian's with mine.
"And what do you do for a living?" someone asked.
"I own a bridal shop," I answered.
"Delicious."
"Yes, she is," the woman eating my asshole said.
"Back to my pussy, my pet," Jillian ordered, and I obeyed, stiffening my tongue and sticking it into her pussy.
"May I finger your ass?" the girl behind me requested.
"Yes, you may," Jillian spoke for me.
"Yes, please finger my asshole," I added, and I felt her finger pressing against my anal entrance.
"Such an obedient slut," Jillian moaned, as I wiggled my tongue up and down in a smooth, zed-like pattern.
"I love pussy so much," I declared, as I felt the girl's finger slide into my ass.
"My pussy loves you too," Jillian moaned as I worked her over.
"Such a tight asshole," the girl observed, as she slowly slid her finger in and out of my ass.
"Yes, finger fuck my ass," I moaned. I didn't miss a lick, since I wanted to get Jillian off and taste her sweet cum nectar.
"Oh yes, suck on my clit, my hungry pet," Jillian moaned.
"We expect you to come back here on Friday night," one woman said to me.
"It will be my pleasure," I agreed.
"And you'll serve as our pet all night," the woman said.
"I understand," I agreed willingly, since being the pet of these four pretty women was very exciting.
"Right there, right there, don't stop, don't stop!" Jillian moaned, her hand on the back of my head gently holding me in place.
I aggressively focused on her clit, and slid two fingers into her very wet pussy, and began finger fucking her while I was finger fucked anally.
"Oh yes, finger fuck me, suck on my clit, right there, right fucking there!" Jillian moaned as she lifted her ass, and a moment later my face was splattered generously with her sweet cum.
I hungrily lapped up the cum as it flooded out of her... never able to swallow enough cum... it was so fucking addicting!
"I'm fucking this ass next time," the girl behind me dibbed, as her finger explored the inside of my ass.
"Yes please," I agreed, wishing I could get a dick in my pussy or my ass right now... I was so fucking horny!
"So good," Jillian moaned, as she basked in the aftershocks of her orgasm.
"So good," I echoed, meaning of course, the taste of her pussy cum.
"Such an amazing ass," the girl said as she pulled her finger out of me.
"That felt so good," I said, as I kept licking.
"All right," Jillian said, "you ladies have a play night scheduled in a few days, and now I have one final wicked task for CasPetra to complete."
"I can't wait," I said, dying to know what else there could be, and that hopefully it would include my getting to come.
"Ladies, watch the center stage. This will be a show you won't want to miss," Jillian said, as she pushed me gently away from her pussy, and hopped down off the table.
I resumed my pet position on all fours.
"Need to come?" Jillian asked, as she looked down at me teasingly.
"More than I ever have before in my life," I said with total honesty, as Jillian led me towards what must be the center stage... I should have been nervous, since whatever was about to happen seemed to be something I'd be doing live and unrehearsed in front of a large number of strangers... but lust and submissiveness can wash away all those insecurities... so as I crawled onto the center stage, I was ready to put my best foot forward and do whatever was about to be required, although not in a million years could I have expected what actually did transpire!
"Are you ready to get fucked, honey?" A voice sang out from behind me... a voice that belonged to my mother!
My eyes went wide with premonition even before I turned around and saw that Mom had followed me onstage, and once again she was wearing a strap-on, this one neon blue, and looking down at me appraisingly. "Mom?" I said in awe, sounding more like a question than a greeting.



"Yes, honey," Mom said, looking down at me. "I think it's high time you found yourself a new and improved Mistress."
"Mom, I..."
"Shush honey, come here and suck Mommy's cock," she ordered.
"But Mom, I..."
"Now, slut!" she ordered, her voice leaping from soft to stern in an instant, "do not make me look bad in front of all these women. Now get over here and suck Mommy's dick."
I was speechless.
Oddly, I was also turned on.
I knew this was wrong, yet it felt so right, as I crawled the couple of feet to my Mom and her big dick, and I took it in my mouth.
"Nice," a voice called out.
"Yeah, get your Mom's dick nice and wet for your pussy, you sexy thing," another female spoke up.
"Good girl," Mom said as I began to bob... my head spinning with the reality of what was now happening... even after all the humiliation I'd endured, from losing control of my business... to becoming a submissive slut to a girl so much younger than me... to my betrayal by my long-time best friend Sophia... the harsh reality that I'd inadvertently drawn my lawyer Deidre into submission to the bitch earlier today... the fact my Mom was a lesbian and frequently visited lesbian clubs... the reality there was a secret lesbian association back home... all of those didn't quite reach the level of utter shock as what I was now doing.
Yet, hearing Mom call me a 'good girl,' a much softer approach to being a Mistress than Amber's cutting edge malice, made a sensual chill travel up my spine.
"Yes honey, get my cock ready for that pretty pussy of yours," she ordered softly.
"Mmmmmmm," I responded, my desire to obey her... mixed with the need to get a dick inside me... even if my mother was wielding the cock... was all I needed or wanted.
"Yes, Mommy is going to clean up your mess, baby girl," she said, taking to me like I was a child.
"Thank you," I said, as she pulled the dick out of my mouth, hearing her call herself 'Mommy' sounding wickedly perverse.
"Do you want to get fucked by your mother?" she asked, looking down at me.
I could have said no.
I could have said, 'You're my mother, so it's wrong.'
I could have said many things.
Yet the words flowing out of my mouth in the voice of a little girl, as I felt I was again just a child obeying my mother, completely safe as long as I was in her warm cocoon of mothering, I responded, purposefully addressing her as such, "Yes, Mommy."
"What do you want Mommy to do?" she asked, as she traced her cock around my hungry lips.
"I want Mommy to fuck my cunt with her big cock," I replied, still sounding like a little girl.
"Mmmmmmm, good girl," she smiled, tenderly combing her fingers through my hair as I looked lovingly up into her eyes.
"Please fuck me," I said, no longer caring who was watching and listening... or where I was... I was giving myself completely to my mother... to my protector... I knew she'd protect me at all costs. She would save me.
"You're such a sexy slut," she said, gently slapping my cheek with her bright blue cock.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, loving the way she was treating me.
"Is she really your daughter?" A pretty redhead called out.
"Well, she came out of my cunt quite a few years ago, so I sure hope she is," Mom responded wickedly... hearing her say 'cunt' almost as surreal as her being about to fuck me in front of a crowd.
"Wow, that's fucking hot," the same redhead said, as Mom slid her cock back into my mouth.
"You gals want to watch me fuck my daughter?" Mom asked, clearly reveling in the power of the moment, as I bobbed cheerfully on her cock.
"Yeah," the redhead said. "Fuck yeah!"
"Do you want Mommy to fuck you, my sexy submissive slut?" Mom asked loudly enough for everyone in the large room to hear, looking down at me.
Having been trained by Amber, I knew the term my Mom was expecting to hear. I also knew there were many women watching and listening with intrigue, and not giving her the correct answer would humiliate my mother... and truth be told... I was really fucking horny and I needed her dick... and as I pondered this, Mom was playing this game very well. She was creating a kinky taboo show, yet it wasn't really incest as much as it was just fucking... with a fake dick... albeit a big, garishly coloured fake dick. So I responded like a good submissive, and in the heat of the moment, added to the naughty incestuous play, "Yes, Mistress. Your slut daughter needs your dick inside her wet cunt so bad!"
"In front of all these people?" Mom asked, as she went behind me.
"Yes, Mommy," I said, the word 'Mommy' sounding so perversely kinky as it left my lips. "Please fuck your submissive slut daughter in front of all these horny women!"
"Mmmmmm," she responded, kneeling behind me.
With the idea of getting fucked by my mother excessively arousing, I added, looking back at her, as she placed her dick against my very, very wet hole, "Make me your pet forever, Mommy."
"Shit!" someone gasped.
"I need to do that for my daughter," someone else said, just as Mom slid her cock inside me.
"Yes, Mommmmmy," I moaned loudly.
"She's doing it!"
"So fucking hot," someone else said, as the DJ, who must have had a wicked sense of humour, started playing Mamma Mia.
"Oh, Mommy," I moaned, as her hands were on my hips and she began to fuck me.
"I'm your Mistress now, CasPetra," Mom said, as she fucked me hard.
"Yes, Mommy," I moaned in agreement. "Yes, Mistress Mommy."
"Holy shit," someone gasped. Actually, there was a lot of gasping in the room.
"So hot!"
"I want my own Mistress Mommy!"
"Or my own pet daughter!"
"Show them what kind of submissive slut you are, CasPetra," Mom instructed, as she slapped my ass. "Bounce back on Mommy's dick."
"Yes, Mommy," I obeyed, bouncing back strongly to meet my mother's forward thrusts.
"Oh yeah, ride that dick," someone sang out.
"Shit, bitch! Get over here and eat my pussy," someone ordered someone else. I opened my eyes to see a large black woman grab a small redhead, both of them onstage with us, and shove the much smaller woman's head between her large thighs.
"Yeah! Ride me baby, ride Mama's dick," Mom approved, as I slammed by body continuously back into hers. Although I was accustomed by now to being told what to do, and also accustomed to obeying with very little hesitation, this time it felt different. I couldn't explain why, since I was technically committing incest (although I was still rationalizing she was only fucking me with a fake dick... I wasn't eating her pussy or doing anything else that was over-the-top intimate... but this felt right. Just like earlier with Mistress Beth upstairs, I felt at home... I felt safe... I felt understood... even as I was still struggling to come to grips with who I was as a sexual being.
"Yes, Mommy," I repeated, wanting to put on a show for the attentive audience, and also to be a perfect daughter pet for my mother... this occurrence being even crazier than everything else I'd experienced since Amber had first strutted into my office and staked her claim to it.
"I own this cunt now," Mom said, her tone firm yet sensual, as she utilized the forbidden 'C' word.
"Yes you do, Mommy," I moaned, my orgasm rising. "You own my cunt, my asshole and my mouth."
"Shit," someone said.
"Hear that, slut? I expect that kind of mindless obedience from you," the large black woman said, as she ground her pussy all over the petite redhead.
The redhead likely mumbled something like, 'Yes, Mistress,' but I couldn't be sure.
"Come for me, daughter slut! Come for Mommy," Mom ordered.
"Yes, Mistress Mommy," I moaned, "I can, and I will," giving myself to her mind, body and soul, as I was about to erupt. My long, simmering hope for an orgasm was now rising quickly.
"Now, slut! Come right fucking now!" Mom demanded, as she bucked her hips hard into me, and I bounced back against her legs.
"Fuuuuuuck!" I screamed, as one particular deep, sudden thrust made my orgasm erupt in a fuck-beat!
"Shit," someone chuckled as I collapsed forward onto the laminate floor.
While I trembled uncontrollably, I felt my body flipped over and a moment later, Mom said, "Now get Mommy off."
I opened my eyes just in time to see Mom's hairless pussy advancing downward onto my face. My 'this isn't really incest defense' was shattered instantly, as I willingly and hungrily extended my tongue like the obedient submissive slut I was, and now having blossomed into an incestuous obedient submissive slut, I licked my mother's pussy.
"Shit!"
"That's the wildest..."
"That's it, baby girl, eat the hole you once came out of," Mom said wickedly, clearly highly approving of the incestuous angle.
"You taste so good, Mommy," I said mindlessly, as I enjoyed the orgasm still rushing through me, even as I began to lick my Mom's very wet, very delicious pussy.
"I know," she said, so matter-of-factorially it would have been humorous if it wasn't for the surreal situation we were in.
"And she really is your daughter?"
"Well, she originally came out of my cunt, so I'm pretty sure," Mom bluntly answered the same question again.
"Amazing!"
"Yeah, amazing!"
"Eat my black asshole, you dumb slut," the black woman ordered, although I couldn't see anything except for my Mom's pussy... nor did I care to see anything else. All I wanted to focus on was the delicious nectar of my mother's cunt. Like Amber's, I was instantly addicted. I wanted to live and breathe her pussy... her scent enveloped me in the tight space, and her taste tantalized my taste buds.
"That's it, baby slut, lick Mommy's cunt," Mom moaned as she slowly swayed her hips in a circular motion... different from the rough grinding Amber always gave me.
"So good, Mommy," I said between eager licks, wanting her to know how much I enjoyed servicing her pussy.
"Get that tongue deep inside there," she ordered.
"Yes, Mommy," I replied, loving to use the word 'Mommy'.
"Fuck yeah, use your daughter's face!"
"So fucking hot!"
"Eat my black asshole," the black woman repeated to her own slut.
"Do you love Mommy's pussy?" Mom asked.
"I love your pussy so much, Mommy," I replied earnestly, as I kept licking her pussy and doing my best to probe her sweet hole.
"Right there, baby! Right fucking there, don't you dare fucking stop," Mom moaned, her orgasm imminent.
I focused on her clit and lapped away aggressively, wanting to taste her full flood of cum.
"Oh, baby girl! Oh yes, Mommy's coming!" Mom quaked, as her wetness gushed out of her and onto my eager tongue, lips and face. It was such a rush to lap up my Mom's excessive cum, and I just allowed myself to be the submissive pussy pleaser I'd become.
A minute later, Mom got up and said, "You're a very good cunt licker, baby girl."
"Thank you, Mommy," I responded, looking adoringly up at my mother.
"Time to go," she said, reaching down and offering her hand to me.
I took her hand, and she helped me stand up.
Then, the show now over, she led me through the crowd more or less as equals, and after finding our respective clothes, we proceeded outside to a limo that was waiting for us.
Once we were inside the limo, Mom asked, "Did you enjoy being Mommy's pet?"
"I don't actually know," I replied after a good twenty seconds of reflection... utterly torn, and yet completely turned on.
"Don't lie to me, CasPetra," she said firmly. "You know you can't lie to me."
"Then a more complete answer is that yes I did enjoy the experience... very much... but on the downside, it was incest," I pointed out, having had some time to process the big picture of what we just did.
"Incest is a social construct, honey," she said, placing a reassuring hand on my leg.
"Well, that construct is very well-constructed," I joked.
"Incest goes back for centuries," Mom said. "Many centuries, in fact. The play 'Oedipus the King' was written and first presented sometime prior to 400 BC."
"Yeah, but the past included lots of practices that we now frown upon," I pointed out. "Like hordes of men rushing pell mell onto a large meadow, and slaughtering each other with swords all day. No thank you!"
"True, true," she agreed, "But society has gone from one extreme to another over the years. The happy balance is somewhere in the middle."
"And you think incest is acceptable?" I asked.
"I do. I wish I knew in my younger days what I know now," my Mom said.
"What do you mean?"
"I'd have loved to be with my Mom the way you're going to be with me from now on," she said.
"Really?" I asked, my grandma having passed a good twenty years ago.
"Yes, you've got to understand that I'll do anything for you," she said, squeezing my leg affectionately.
"I really appreciate that," I said.
"And since you need it, that means taking you in as my pet, and dealing with Amber," she said. "And by 'you need it', I mean that if I don't use you as my pet, you'll never be content. You have a deep-seated psychological need to be submissive, which is why Amber found you to be such a pushover, even though your welfare is the last thing she considers important."
"And how do you plan to do that?" I asked, that being the million dollar question. I'd seen strong women landing in very compromising positions because of my failings already, and I wouldn't ever forgive myself if my mother got stuck in a similar position.
"My plan is already in the works," she said confidently.
"Oh?" I asked.
"That can wait until tomorrow," she said. "But do you understand that incest is much more common in our society than most people could imagine?"
"No, I can't even imagine that," I said.
"Yes, there's a secret society and everything. Let's be honest... there's nothing more powerful than a physical connection between people, and what better connection than flesh and blood?"
"I guess," I said, not completely sold on the idea.
"I've known you since the day you were born, and I love you with all my heart," she said.
I know. I feel the same about you."
"So I'd never do anything that would compromise you as a person."
"You didn't need to. I did that all on my own," I sighed.
"True, but that will become a blessing in disguise once all of this is over," she said, her hand reaching under my dress.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes. In part because you discovered who you really are, and I was finally able to be true to you about who I really am," she said, her fingers tracing my pussy; it was still wet.
"Well, I do trust you unconditionally," I said.
"And in the short term, you'll need to cling to that trust while I lead you through some really complicated shit," she said. "I'll push you as hard as Amber ever has, but within a much safer environment."
"Okay," I moaned, as her finger parted my pussy lips.
"Where are we going?" I asked, realizing for the first time we weren't heading home.
"A hotel near the airport."
"What? Why?" I asked, as she slowly fingered me.
"Because I've booked us a flight to Atlanta in the morning," she said, as if that was obvious.
"Atlanta?"
"Yes, it's a city in Georgia," she responded sarcastically.
"I know where Atlanta is," I moaned, her finger really making me feel good. "But why are we going there tomorrow?"
"So we can deal with this Amber drama once and for all," she said. "Now enough questions! They'll all be answered in due course. Right now, just let Mommy finger bang her new pet."
"Oh Mommy!" I moaned, "I can't believe you're now my Mistress Mommy."
"Oh," she purred, as she pushed me onto my back across the wide seat, and slid a second finger into my greedy pussy, "I can't either, but going forward, we're going to make up for all those wasted years when you could have been eating Mommy's cunt."
"God, I love hearing you say cunt," I said, the word just so nasty.
"You also love Mommy fingering your sloppy wet cunt like we're a couple of cheap fucking sluts," Mom responded wickedly, as her two fingers became three.
"Oh yes, Mommy, finger bang your dumb daughter's slutty cunt, and count on me to be your mindless slave," I moaned, my rapture once again taking me over.
"Your cunt is so wet," she said, her three fingers gliding smoothly in and out of me.
I glanced at the driver, who was obviously listening in on every word and every wet sound of our incestuous dalliance. She met my eyes in the mirror and gave me a wink!
"Don't worry about her," said Mom. "Once we arrive, you'll be giving her a very generous tip with your mouth and tongue."
"Oh, Mom! Are you going to make me eat our sexy driver's cunt?" I asked overdramatically, with a wild moan and a soft giggle.
Actually, the giggle came from the driver.
"Going forward, you shall eat the cunt, lick the ass, and take the dick of anyone I order you to service," she said, a fourth finger easily sliding inside me.
"Hopefully they'll only be strap-on cocks," I moaned.
"Mostly, yes. But maybe also the odd flesh-and-blood trans cock," she said, as my orgasm was rising.
"Oh yes, Mommy, that sounds perfect," I moaned loudly. The unexpected idea of a real cock included as part of a woman's body, suddenly appeared very appealing and pussy-leaking!
"You want a nice big trans dick fucking your mouth, cunt and ass?" she asked. Then suddenly, she shoved her entire hand inside my pussy!
"Oh fuuuuuuck, Mommy, your fist is inside your daughter's cunt!" I declared, both to acknowledge the nasty reality of what was happening, and also to inform our driver, for reasons I couldn't explain... except that the exhibitionistic aspect which had mortified me when Amber had done it to me, was now a real turn-on after the wild time we'd spent together at Le Cygne lesbian club.
"Yes, Mommy is fist fucking her baby girl!" Mom gloated, as she pumped her entire fist inside my cunt while wiggling her fingers... the intense pleasure completely overwhelming me!
"Yes, Mommy, give it to me! Give me your fist! Fist fuck me... fist fuck me... oh fuck Mommy, Mommy, Mommy!" I babbled through over a minute of complete fist-fucking ecstasy!
"Take it, slut! Take Mommy's fist," she ordered.
"Oh Mommy! Fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed as my orgasm careened into me while her entire fist filled me up in ways I didn't know were possible!
"Good girl," Mom purred, as her forearm slowed down.
"Oh Mommy, I'm so full," I moaned weakly, as I lay on the wide seat, enjoying waves of pleasure, as they cascaded through me over and over.
"Such a good girl," she crooned as she pulled her hand out, wetness leaking out of me. I then watched as she brought her very wet hand to her lips, and one by one, she sucked each finger glazed with my cunt cum into her mouth. It was so fucking erotic!
"Oh Mommy," I repeated, now completely at home with the new situation I was committed to with her.
The limo came to a stop a couple of minutes later, and Mom said, "I'll text you our room number. Please make sure you give our pretty driver an excellent tip."
"I sure will, Mommy," I promised, and she kissed me on the lips like a lover.
"Petra, please come join my daughter in the back," Mom ordered.
"Yes, please join me, Petra," I said, sitting up and looking as welcoming as I could.
"Yes, ma'am," the very pretty driver said, as she got out, opened the door, assisted my mother out, and joined me in the back.
"Feel free to use her however you like, Petra," Mom said.
"Thank you, ma'am," Petra said, as Mom closed the door behind her, and I wondered how they knew each other. Petra, as if reading my mind, explained, "I've been her fulltime driver ever since she arrived in town."
"My Mom has been riding around in a first class limo?" I asked.



"Yes," Petra confirmed.
"Wow!" I said. I looked at the very pretty redhead with her green eyes... she was utterly beautiful!
"So, I know you just had an orgasm," she said, "but I'm more of a giver than a receiver. Want to 69 together?"
"Sure, you're in the driver's seat... well, in a different way now... so I'm happy to do whatever you want," I said. The idea of multiple orgasms was appealing... and possibly my fourth one of this wild night was in the near future.
She pulled her skirt down and off to reveal... of course... black thigh highs, and a black thong. I scootched closer, to assist her in taking it off.
I asked, "So you've serviced my mother?"
"A few times," she answered. "Her cum is delicious!"
"I just learned about my mother's secret life today," I explained, as I pulled her thong down. "And I learned how delicious she is, too!"
"I see," she said.
"Yeah, that was wild just now, right?" I asked.
"One of the hottest things I've ever encountered in my life," she agreed, as I knelt on the floor and removed her five-inch heels. The stockings, I left on.
"Your poor feet must be sore," I said sympathetically.
"Whenever I'm working, they often are," she agreed. I then leaned down and licked the sole of her left foot... loving the taste of her salty, sweaty, sheer stocking. "Ohhhhh," she moaned.
"Let me help you relax first," I offered, as I licked her silky sheer foot and massaged it with my hands.
"That feels so nice," she moaned, ever so softly.
"You deserve to be treated like royalty," I said, as I sucked on her pretty manicured toes... painted with only a clear, shiny polish.
"Oh my!" she said, as I took each toe between my lips and used my tongue to bathe them with wetness.
"Your feet taste so good," I said, loving their salty, sweaty taste. They'd obviously been encased in those heels all day... creating a uniquely powerful scent and taste... that drew me in, and made me want to worship these feet all night.
"Feels so nice," she repeated.
I took my time and worshipped all five toes, while also using my hands to massage her sole, heel and ankle. "Mmmmmm," I moaned, the task of foot worshipping both eminently satisfying, and also pussy tingling.
Once I'd thoroughly bathed and lathered her first foot with love, I gently placed it on the floor, and then replicated my extensive, lengthy, entire foot lips, tongue, fingers and hand massage procedure.
At least five minutes later, her tasty feet now glistening with my saliva, she coaxed me onto the seat of the limo, shoved me gently onto my back, and straddled me upside down... clearly the foot worshipping had turned her on as powerfully as it had affected me.
Then her wet pussy was poised directly above my face, so I did what was instinctual, and also what I dearly wanted to do... I licked her glazed peach like the delicacy it was.
As I extended my tongue and raised my head slightly to lap up (down, actually) her luxury of perfection, I felt her tongue parting my own pussy lips.
Then for a few minutes... five... six... seven... ten... truth be told, I had no idea how long I lay on my back eating her very delicious pussy, while mine was equally well serviced, with no talking between us... just each one enjoying the sweet-tasting pussy of the other.
Finally, I could tell she was getting close. So I really worked over her clit, making her body twitch and her moans get wilder.
"Yes, right there! Oh, right there!" she moaned.
Even though my own orgasm was also close... since this girl had a very experienced and talented tongue... I focused on getting her off, sensing that doing so would enhance my own orgasm when it too erupted.
After another minute, perhaps less, she let out a loud moan, and she declared softly, "Oh God, you're so good! I'm coming!"
Cum poured out of her, and it rained down into my open mouth like the best Chardonnay wine.
Impressively, even while she was coming, she didn't stop licking me, and I rewarded her amazing tongue just a few seconds later, as I moaned right back, "I'm going to come too!"
She kept licking, and retrieved my cum... in her case scooping it out with her tongue... as we both delighted in the soothing sensations of our almost simultaneous orgasms.
A couple of minutes later, she rolled off of my face, flipped end to end, pulled up my head, and kissed me... each of us tasting our own cum from the other's lips.
"That was amazing," she said.
"Agreed, Petra," I said.
"I haven't even caught your name," she said.
"My name is Petra, too. Actually it's Cassandra Petra Williams."
"What a lovely name," she said, "like the combo of a movie star and a tennis champion," kissing me again.
"Thank you," I said, feeling a rush at the realisation I was perhaps reclaiming my life, and with it, my full name. "Yours too is sexy and unique."
"I know this may be forward... although maybe not, after what we just did together... and I don't want to be presumptuous or anything... but...." she began, and then floundered to a halt.
"What?" I asked, curious to know what she'd been about to say. "Please just ask me whatever it is."
"Well... would you like to go out sometime?" she asked, suddenly shy.
"Like on a date?" I asked, surprised.
"Um, yeah. Sorry, that was a dumb question," she mumbled, as she started to shy away from me.
I grabbed her hands and responded enthusiastically, "Yes! I'd love to go on a date with you."
"You would?" she asked, looking astonished.
"A million times yes!" I said. She was one of the most beautiful women I'd ever laid eyes upon. "But I should reveal to you that I just came out of a closet I didn't even know I was inside of, until a couple weeks ago."
"Well then, I'm a very lucky girl," she smiled.
I leaned in to kiss her, and said, "Oh, I think I'm the lucky one."
We kissed for a few minutes... nothing more... nothing less... before her phone rang.
She sighed, "That's my summons. I have one more pick-up tonight."
"So I guess I should go too," I said, "it appears that I'm flying to Atlanta in the morning."
"But you won't be there for long. I'm picking you and your Mom up from the airport the day after tomorrow," she said.
"That's great!" I said enthusiastically.
She reached into the front of her limo and handed me a card. "Here's my cell phone number. Text me when you can... I'd love to chat some more, and get to know you better."
"That would be amazing, Petra," I said, feeling a giddy rush like I hadn't had in years. Regardless of how things turned out with Amber, I knew my long and trusting friendship with Sophia would never be the same again.
We kissed again, and she said, "Sorry, I've really got to go."
"It was a pleasure meeting you," I said, stressing the word pleasure.
"The pleasure was all mine," she smiled, also stressing the same word.
She got dressed again, climbed out of the limo, assisted me out, then she kissed me one more time and said, "I hope to hear from you soon."
"Oh, you definitely will," I assured her. "And I look forward to seeing you the day after tomorrow."
We looked at each other awkwardly like giddy teenagers, before she kissed me one more time and got into the limo.
I went into the hotel. Once inside, I texted her: Hi! Is this too soon?
She responded as I checked my Mom's text for the room number: No, just right. Have a great night!
As I headed for the elevator, I responded: You too!
And while I waited for the elevator, for the first time since the very beginnings of Amber's betrayal, I felt some hope... some real hope... and suddenly my future didn't look so dim and bleak, but full of sunshine and unicorns... and just possibly, a gorgeous redhead with green eyes named Petra.
The elevator door opened and I stepped inside, astonishingly not terrified about what tomorrow would bring, but excited.
I was hardly out of the woods... Amber's sneaky and unpredictable betrayals had crushed all of my hopes before, and I knew she wasn't one to take anything for granted... everyone in the world seeming to call her Ms. Amber couldn't be brushed aside easily... but Mom seemed to be confident... and amazingly capable! Tonight she'd demonstrated a level of power I could never have imagined her wielding... and as I rode up to the penthouse suite on the top floor, I managed to push aside any worries, and I simply enjoyed the afterglow of this amazing night.
THE END OF CHAPTER 4
Coming next:
Becoming a Lesbian Slave Chapter 5... where Cassandra's mother begins executing her plan to put Amber in her place once and for all.
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In Chapter One, a housewife in her mid-forties Meredith, is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter, while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This increases the flame inside her for her growing curiosity to explore her same sex desires. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Club, where older women sign up, and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is instantly summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca. She services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.
In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied in her short walk of shame home, so she goes across the street to Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.
In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger pillow princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully walks in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.
In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.
In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, when her Mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address, and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides under a desk, where she services a young woman while she continues working and interacting with people.
In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour when she is ordered to go to a house where she services two young women, and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.
In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together, they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...
In Chapter Eight, Meredith has two wild adventures. First, an under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress named Carla, who then gifts her a pair of her soiled Hooters pantyhose and a promise to give her a night of unlimited coed pussy at her sorority. And second, her first tribbing encounter, with a very cute and friendly Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.
And now continuing immediately after the end of part 8....
Pillow Princess Club Ch. 09
When I parked in front of the next address, I took another sniff of Carla's soiled pantyhose crotch... it was just so addicting!
I then texted BIGROSIE.
MERMILF: Parking.
I saw two new texts:
IFUCKMILFS: Hurry up. I'm going to unload into you so deep.
44DMOMMY: Welcome Meredith. Our next meeting is going to be a lot more fun with you there.
My eyes went wide, at yet another anonymous person who inexplicably knew who I was. My kinky house of cards looked like it could crumble at a moment's notice!
I responded to each:
MERMILF: Just parking at next Pillow Princess. I will send a message as soon as I am done.
MERMILF: Thanks, person I should know. Are you going to tell me who you are?
I also sent a message to Carla, aka VOLUPTUOUSCOED:
MERMILF: Thanks for the pantyhose... especially the wet pair. Your fragrance has me addicted and I am dying to taste it in person.
Two responses popped back up.
BIGROSIE: Come right in. I'm in the living room.
FOOTSIES: Come over later. My sexy nylons are all sweaty after a long day at school, cheerleading practice and work.
I wasn't sure what I thought of that, although every wild thing I'd experienced today had been sexually stimulating, and had sent me to new sexual heights. I didn't respond, as I headed into my next adventure.
I walked to the door, went inside, and was immediately in the living room.
"Hello," a large black woman greeted me.
"Here's another white Momma," another black woman, who was also quite large, said. They were both sitting on the same couch. Both of them were naked, except for thigh high stockings. The one who'd greeted me was wearing vermillion ones, and the other wore lavender.
"Come on over," the vermillion woman said. "I'm Big Rosie."
"I'm Meredith," I responded with a shy smile, as I went over to her.
She parted her legs as I approached her. "You don't have to please my friend here, Becca by name."
"Although you can if you want to, Momma," Becca said.
I smiled at her, as I knelt in front of Big Rosie. "I'll do whatever you tell me to, Becca. And I'm pleased to meet you."
"Oh, these obsequious white women," Becca said.
"Do you like black pussy?" Big Rosie asked.
"I've never had any, so I'm about to find out whether I do," I replied politely.
"Then are you in for a treat!" she said, as she brought her fingers to her pink pussy, which was framed perfectly by her dark black skin. I'm not one to fetishize race... that had never occurred to me... I just saw beauty as beauty. But the way her pink pussy contrasted against her dark skin was indeed visually appealing.
"Shit, she's a white first timer," Becca chuckled loudly... more like bellowed, really. "This Momma is gonna be forever changed!"
As my face approached the pretty pink pussy and its slightly glistening lips, I extended my tongue, a strong scent drawing me in. Which was surprising, since she didn't have any pubic hair, and that was usually what it took to capture a strong aroma instead of it wafting away.
"Get yourself some dark chocolate," Big Rosie said, as I started licking her pussy. Upon contact, her taste actually danced on my tongue. I'd tasted lots of pussies today... and each one had its own distinct flavor... its own exotic scent... yet this one was something else. Tangy... sweet... indescribable, really.
Before I even knew I was doing it... I was lapping hungrily... instead of exploring slowly at first, like I usually did.
"I think she likes it," Becca said.
"Mmmmmm, it's so good," I moaned, completely intoxicated by the overwhelming scent and taste... her pussy releasing unlimited wetness as I licked.
"Yeah, she's getting right in there," Big Rosie moaned ever so softly.
"White bitches eat nigger pussy the best," Becca said. I heard myself moaning as I licked... yet hearing her use the forbidden 'N' word had my eyes snapping wide open.
"I don't think this pretty white suburban Mommy is accustomed to hearing that word," Big Rosie said, noticing my startlement.
"Is that so, white Momma?" Becca asked.
It was weird being called 'Momma'... I had indeed always heard that word being used primarily by black women, but it was usually to reference someone's actual black mother.
It also felt awkward to be discussing a word I'd long been taught was a word you never used... ever.
I looked a question up at Big Rosie, and she smiled, "It's okay, pretty Momma, I know you'd never use that word."
"Never," I agreed, my tongue still between her pussy lips.
"Such a good white Momma," Becca laughed.
"Oh yeah, shove that tongue right in there," Big Rosie ordered.
I tried the best I could to tongue fuck her hole, wanting to keep stimulating this amazing pussy and the addicting and tasty fluid it was secreting.
"Yeah, white bitch! Eat that coochie," Becca urged me ... using a term I'd never heard before.
"She's right up there," Big Rosie reported, as I used my tongue like a small dick.
"Yeah, all these white Mommas will do anything for your hoo-hoo," Becca said.
"Yeah, this Momma is one hungry bitch," Big Rosie agreed, moving her hand to my head, and pulling me against her pussy.
I was swallowed up by her scent and wetness, as I kept licking.
"Yeah, ride Momma's face," Becca said. "Give her all that juice!"
"Don't stop, pretty Momma," Big Rosie moaned, her orgasm obviously imminent.
I felt my ass get slapped, as I ate this pussy like it was my final meal... desperate to get her off... desperate to taste her cum... desperate to be a good white Momma.
"Oooooooh," she moaned, no loud screaming, no nasty declarations, just a soft moan, as her wetness poured out of her and into my open mouth like a broken faucet.
I drank it all down like it was a Louis Roederer Cristal Brut (a very expensive champagne I'd sampled once in France, and I'd almost orgasmed from its taste). I remained on my knees... I continued licking her pussy... for a good minute or two longer... willing to remain in this position forever... pleasing this pussy... and being a white Momma for any black pussy that tasted this good!`             
"My turn," Becca said.
Big Rosie let go, and reminded me, "You really don't have to."
"I don't mean any disrespect, ma'am, but my new mission in life is to serve all Pillow Princesses, "I explained, my face wet with her juices.
"Yes, she serves all Pillow Princesses," Becca said, "like me," now with her legs spread. "Now get the fuck over here, bitch."
"Yes, ma'am," I said, crawling from one woman's legs to another.
"Ma'am," she roared, "I love that!"
"Such a pretty pussy," I said as I investigated her trimmed pussy... again, the black skin enhanced the visual beauty of the pink pussy.
"Yeah? Do you like nigger hoo-hoo?" she asked, looking down at me in a friendly but teasing kind of way.
"Now that I've tasted some, I love it," I said, not repeating the forbidden word, although hearing her say it, kind of turned me on.
"Prove it," she said, grabbing my head and shoving it roughly into her pussy.
Like with Big Rosie, I didn't just slowly lick her pussy, I devoured it. I licked aggressively... eagerly... desperately! Her taste and smell weren't as strong as Big Rosie's... I'm not sure any other woman's could ever be... but it still tasted amazing.
"Oh yeah, get that tongue right in there, white Momma," she moaned, her hand on my head, and holding me firmly against her.
I had no choice, since my face was almost literally planted in her pussy. I wiggled my tongue up and down... and from side to side. I flicked her clit. I probed her hole.
After a couple minutes of doing that... she let go and ordered rudely (now not at all friendly, but I understood the nature of this game, so I didn't mind), "Eat my asshole, bitch."
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, and she lifted her ass and spread her cheeks, to give me easy access to the aforementioned asshole.
"So obedient," she said, as I extended my tongue and licked her sweaty butthole.
"Yeah, she really is," Big Rosie agreed, apparently impressed by my willingness to do anything required.
"Oh yeah, bathe that shit hole with your tongue," Becca ordered.
I swirled my tongue around her hole... getting it really wet.
"How many kids you have, Momma?" Becca asked.
"Becca, don't ask personal questions," Big Rosie reminded her.
"Two," I answered, not seeing any reason to keep that a secret.
"Of age?" she asked.
"One of them is, but the other's still a baby," I admitted, as I continued bathing her puckered ass with my tongue.
"Girls?"
"Both, yes."
"Is the elder one a pillow princess?" Big Rosie asked.
"I'm being told that she is by several girls," I said. "Today's my first day of learning a bunch of previously well-kept secrets, and we haven't had a chance to talk, just text, since she let her kitty out of the bag to me. But according to what a few other girls have said... well... let's just say that she seems to be a very active member of the club."
"Oh, that's delicious," Becca said... and somehow she seemed like a Becca.
"Just like your tangy asshole," I said wickedly.
"You're one nasty Momma," she said.
"I'm just learning that about myself today," I said.
And you've never eaten any pussy before today... at all?" Big Rosie asked, obviously intrigued by my late start.
"No, never," I said, "although I'm totally racking up my frequent pussy miles today."
"You're very good at it, especially for a first timer," she said.
"Thank you very much," I said, appreciating the compliment. "I'm still learning on the fly." I then realized that was a funny line to follow the frequent pussy miles quip.
"Now eat my hoo-hoo while you finger bang my asshole," Becca ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, loving that as of today, I could just off my decision-making brain, and just immediately start obeying every order these girls demanded of me. Which isn't to say Big Rosie and Becca were still anywhere near girlhood, but their entitled attitude was very similar to all the actual girls, e.g. probably around twenty or under, I'd serviced so far today. (And in case it needs saying, that suited me just fine.) My ability just to let go and obey whatever, really made my life simple and liberated I only had to obey. Just to do. And of course to enjoy. No need to worry about any consequences, since these bossy bitches (and I mean that in the most appreciatve way possible) had my back... no need to worry about tomorrow.
I slithered my tongue from her asshole, up to her pretty pink glistening peach, and stuck my finger against her wet, lubed (with my saliva) asshole.
"Just shove it in there, Momma," Becca ordered.
I did, my finger encountering no resistance at all from her anal entrance, as my tongue parted her pussy lips, and I began multi-tasking.
I licked between her pussy lips, while slowly finger fucking her ass... which goaded her into squealing out hot whimpers.
"Oooooh, oh fuck," she moaned. "Yes, eat my twat; fuck my ass!"
"Give it to her," Big Rosie encouraged me, while she watched.
"Harder! Finger bang my asshole harder!" Becca demanded.
I did what she wanted, pumping my digit in and out of her asshole faster, and simultaneously licking her pussy more vigorously.
"Oh, fuck yes, you nasty white Momma," Becca said, her forceful hand returning to the back of my head.
"Shove a second finger in her ass," Big Rosie instructed a minute later. My double working of Becca's holes had her moaning, and her body twitching, but maybe she thought I could do even better.
I did as instructed, pushing a second finger in, which at first didn't slide in smoothy, but after a brief resistance, it did.
"Oh, you fucking bitch!" Becca screamed, as I began finger fucking her ass with two digits... and gaping her hole. "Fuck me hard, you nasty white whore!"
She pushed my face hard against her pussy... she began bucking her ass up and down, using my face for her pleasure, while riding on my fingers buried deep in her asshole.
"Yeah! Fuck her good, pretty girl," Big Rosie urged me, obviously enjoying the sight of me servicing her friend.
"Oh, fuck... yes, fuck... finger bang my ass... fuck me, eat me... get ready to swallow my cum, you hungry whore," she babbled for thirty plus seconds, as I really worked over her two holes.
And I was ready... I worked on her clit, and within a few more seconds, she squeezed her legs around my head, clamped my face pressed against her pussy, and she came, bellowing, "Fuuuuuuuuuuck!"
Her wetness sprayed all over my face... soaking me... only a little of it actually going into my hungry mouth. So sadly, I wasn't able to swallow her cum, even though I certainly lived up to her accusation of being a hungry whore!
After the flood had receded, I did try to lap up as much of it as I could find, while her body quaked with tremblors from her violent orgasm.
A minute later, she collapsed onto against the back of the couch, her legs opening, and her hand leaving my head.
"That was delicious, ma'am," I said.
"You're welcome," she said.
"Yes, thank you both for allowing me to pleasure you," I said, remaining on my knees for now, my face soaked, and my two fingers still in her ass.
"It was a pleasure," Rosie said.
"Indeed it was," I smiled back, pulling my fingers out of Becca's ass and admiring the little gaped hole I'd created.
"The bathroom is down the hall on the right, if you want to clean up before you go," she said.
"Thank you," I said, thinking I really should wash my hands and check my face... I could feel wetness all over my face, and even a little in my hair.
I got up and went to the washroom. I washed my hands. I went pee. I washed my hands again, and cleaned my face too... leaving no more makeup on me.
I headed out. Big Rosie was on the phone, and Becca was gone somewhere.
Rosie gave me a distracted wave, and I waved back, before heading out the door and back to my car.
Once inside my car, I did what had become routine during this wild day: I checked my phone again.
I had three new messages.
VOLUPTUOUSCOED: I'm flattered that you want to see me again so soon. Stop by whenever you are done with your adventures and I will give you a new pair that you can make me come in first.
Before reading the other messages, I responded... feeling very excited.
MERMILF: Yes, please. I would LOVE that!
I reached for her pantyhose, and inhaled a deep breath of her pussy scent.
While I did, I checked the other two messages.
IFUCKMILFS: Hurry up or I will find another slut to fuck.
Horny from the double pussy pleasing but no release, I responded back quickly, and in all caps to indicate my urgency.
MERMILF: I AM AVAILABLE RIGHT NOW AND IN MY CAR. PLEASE SEND ME YOUR ADDRESS.
The third message was from Footsies.
FOOTSIES: I expect a response, Catherine's Mommy.
My eyes went wide.
Footsies knew who I was, and of course I hadn't the slightest idea who she was!
That said, none of Catherine's close friends were cheerleaders, and she'd texted that she was one, I responded:
MERMILF: Hi, sorry, it has been a busy day. I am just heading over to another Pillow Princess. I may be able to visit you by after that stop, but I am a little nervous that you know my daughter and I have no idea who you are.
During that time, IFUCKMILFS responded.
IFUCKMILFS: About time. The address is pinned. It says you are seventeen minutes away. Get here in fifteen. Text when here.
MERMILF: Yes, ma'am. I am on my way now.
As I pulled onto the road, I wondered to myself... was this wild, exciting, but exhausting night ever going to end... and did I want it to?
THE END... coming next: a threesome... with a trans woman and her girlfriend.
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Summary: Small guy turns the tables on rich bully at private school.
Note 1: This is a Nude Day Story Contest 2023 story because of the nude kick boxing.
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THE BULLY BEATEN
I wasn't remotely happy to be attending a new high school for the second semester of my senior year, although I knew it was potentially the right decision for me, long term.
My Dad had gotten a job teaching at a private school for boys in California... one that's well known to have graduated many famous people: actors, politicians, doctors, lawyers, musicians, you name it.
So I knew this was a great opportunity for me, even an unbelievable one... but moving from Boston to California for my second and last term of senior year, away from my few friends back home was difficult. I'm not what many people would consider popular... so the idea of trying to fit into a private school in my senior year where most of the other students had met each other in the ninth grade was scary. Yet I told myself it was only one semester, and I'd be fine.
And... the first week was good. I made a friend named Andy, who'd started here in his sophomore year, and he hadn't fit into any of the cliques in the school.
But during my second week, things changed.
I went into a bathroom during English class and encountered Brian, a black student, bent over the sink getting fucked hard by Austin Dixon, an entitled asshole who came from so much money that Frank Dixon family (his father's name was Frank) was ranked among the top ten wealthiest families in America.
Neither of them noticed me at first, but Brian was actually moaning while he was fucked in the ass. I couldn't believe it! One, that Brian, a very athletic and large 6' 4" black guy, was allowing himself to get fucked by a much smaller white guy. (Austin was very athletic, and he'd been the school's starting quarterback during the fall semester, but he should have been a pushover for Brian,) Two, Brian seemed to be enjoying it. Three, they must both be gay, which I hadn't known about them.
I should note I was a virgin, and except for a joint stroke session a few days before I left Boston with a buddy of mine, I had zero sexual experience. We were both tipsy and watching porn, and one thing led to another, and we started jerking our own cocks, and at one point we were even jerking off each other. I'd never considered guys or dicks attractive before then... but since, I'd been secretly reading some gay erotica and had begun noticing the dicks when I was watching hetero porn. Of course after I came, I felt extremely guilty for getting turned on by gay porn. I was straight, damn it!
This confused me a bit... as did my dick getting hard while I watched the ass fucking in my new school's bathroom.
"Oh yes, give me that dick," Brian moaned, as Austin really went to town on his ass.
"Yeah, don't you love being my black bottom bitch?" Austin taunted him as he continued fucking him... and then he noticed me.
"Yes, I love your big cock fucking my black bottom," Brian moaned, sounding almost like a girl, which was wild, given his size and athleticism.
"Yeah, because you're a faggot for dick, aren't you?" Austin taunted him some more, even though now he was staring at me while he said it. He was clearly showing off his power to me. I knew he was popular, in fact very popular, and he was making a statement to me.
"Yes, I'm your faggot," Brian groaned in pleasure.
"More," Austin ordered, "tell me more," stopping deep inside his paramour.
"I'll do anything for your dick," the massive black boy-man responded, sounding desperate to get fucked some more. "Please fuck me harder."
"Look at me while you're beggikng," Austin ordered, finally breaking eye contact with me.
Brian did, and when he turned his head, he saw me, and his eyes went wild.
"Don't worry about him," Austin said. "This new guy is the only one around here who doesn't know you're a cock-sucking, bottom-taking fuck toy for all the seniors on campus. "So tell him what you want from me."
He looked at me with a mixture of guilt and lust... a strange mixture to be sure... as he responded, turning to Austin, "I want you to fuck my ass hard in front of this newbie, and then come all over my faggot face."
My cock was undeniably hard and throbbing, even though I couldn't understand why... this was gay sex I was watching... and it was so wrong! Even though reading the odd gay erotica had gotten me off. There was something inexplicably hot about it.
"Just stick around and watch, new guy," Austin ordered.
I don't know whether I would have stayed or left if it was totally up to me, I seemed to be paralyzed in stunned intrigue, while I did just stand where I was and watch a linebacker who was likely receiving scholarship offers from every college in the country happily getting his ass destroyed by this much smaller white guy.
"Oh yes! Fuck me, give me all that dick," Brian grunted, beginning to huff a bit, as Austin slammed into him hard from behind.
"Oh yeah, faggot, take all my cock," Austin sneered, clearly enjoying dominating this guy in front of me.
"Harder, yes, fuck me harder," Brian begged, completely enraptured by getting ass fucked. As I watched, a couple of strange and contradictory thoughts popped into my head... both of them gay, or at least gay-ish.
One: what would it actually feel like to get fucked in the ass? Although I loved watching women take it in the backdoor, it had never occurred to me to wonder what it would be like to take it in the ass myself. The gay erotica I'd read had all been about straight guys sucking dick for the first time since, truth be told, the idea of sucking a cock had been lingering in the back of my mind for a while.
Two: on the other hand, what would it feel like to be the one fucking another guy in the ass? Although my outward appearance was meek and a little nerdy, most of my fantasies had me playing a \dominant role. Even though I'd been bullied for most of my life (or at least lots of bullies had made the attempt, but more about that later), I always imagined myself seeking my revenge in a dominant fashion. In a fucking their girlfriend or their Mom kind of way. Yet at this moment, I couldn't help imagining I was the one fucking Brian, although as I kept watching, my thoughts shifted to fucking Austin.
Austin was an asshole through and through, and perhaps the best way to teach him a lesson would be to fuck his asshole literally.
"Get on your knees, bitch," Austin ordered, drawing me out of my perverted reflections.
I watched Austin pull out to reveal a decent-sized six-inch or so dick, as Brian turned around with a much larger black cock, completely erect, as he dropped to his knees and opened his mouth.
As Austin inflicted the perverse ass to mouth on Brian, and the top athlete began bobbing like a bitch in heat, Austin explained to me, "You see, new guy, around here you're either a top or a bottom."
I didn't respond.
"And it's obvious which one you are," he added with a smirk, inferring I was an obvious bottom. Which annoyed me just as much as did his overall presumptuous, cocky nature.
"It's obvious, is it?" I asked, as I imagined putting him in his place by sliding my eight-plus-inch dick into his mouth to shut him up. Or better yet, destroying his likely virgin asshole with my thick snake.
"Don't pretend you don't want to replace my faggot, here," he said, as he pulled out and shot a massive load all over Brian's face.
I'm not going to lie that it wasn't hot. I'm also not going to lie by denying part of me did indeed want to feel a full load of cum coating my face, I was definitely curious. But if I really got my druthers, I druther be the one doing the fucking.
"I don't think so," I said to him, as I looked at Brian drenched in cum. His black face dripping with white cum was indeed hot.
"But I do. In fact, I know so," he said with a smug confidence and an arrogant look that I wanted to slap off his face... with my dick.
"Keep thinking that, if you want to," I said, and I decided to leave... this conversation wasn't one I wanted to continue at this time.
"It's only a matter of time, faggot," he called after me, as I left the bathroom with a raging hard-on.
I found another bathroom and jerked off, imagining myself fucking Austin, and I came within thirty seconds.
Shit!
This was going to get interesting!
.....
That evening I was in my dorm room working on a History essay, when there was a knock at the door.
When I opened it, I was surprised to see Brian standing there.
"May I come in?" he asked.
"Sure, come on in," I offered, quite intrigued to know why he'd be coming to visit me after what I'd witnessed.
He came in.
"Have a seat," I offered, gesturing at my desk chair.
He sat down and turned the chair to face me, while I sat down on my bed.
I asked, trying to act casual, as if I hadn't seen him getting ass fucked just a few hours ago, "What's up?"
"I came here to warn you," he said.
"About what?"
"You seem to be a nice guy, and coming here for the last term was crazy," he said.
"Tell me about it," I agreed. "So far I've made only one friend, and nobody else wants to give me the time of day."
"You think it's been tough so far? Actually, it's far worse. This school has some deep-rooted traditions that are very twisted, and I figured I'd better tell you about them," he said. "I'm sensing you don't know anything about what I'm referring to."
"Since I have no idea what you're talking about, you must be right," I agreed, feeling a little curious, and frankly, a lot nervous, about whatever he was about to tell me.
"I'm sure you've noticed the hierarchy of this school," he said.
"Yeah," I nodded, although my last school had a similar one.
"Well, the hierarchy here isn't based on what you think it is," he said.
"It's not based on wealth and power?" I asked.
"Well, power for sure," he said, "but not wealth."
"Really?" I asked, a little surprised, since the guy who seemed to run the school came from one of the wealthiest families in the country.
"Well, wealth likely factors into it," he said, after putting in a little thought. "But regardless of your wealth or your status in the school, you can lose all of it in a heartbeat."
"I'm not following you," I said, understanding his words, but not what where he was going with them at all.
"Let me put it this way. At this school you can be God today, and everybody's laughingstock tomorrow," he said. "And when that happens, then you have literally no status, no friends, and you're seen as no more than a toy to be fucked. Quite literally."
"Like I saw happening to you today. But I'm still not following you," I said.
"I used to be top dog at this school," he said.
"Oh?"
"Yes. Until Austin challenged me."
"Challenged you?"
"Yes. So this school has an unwritten code. If you offend someone, or if someone just wants to take you down a peg, or seventeen pegs, they can challenge you," he explained.
"Challenge you?" I repeated, likely sounding like a confused parrot.
"Yeah. And once you've been challenged, you only have two choices. Fight for your honour and dignity, or refuse the challenge, and automatically become a social pariah," he continued.
"I'm already a social pariah," I joked.
"Oh trust me, you're not," he said. "Matt is a social pariah."
"Ah," I nodded, getting it. Matt got bullied every day: food was constantly thrown at him, his pants pulled down, slapped around, etc. I really felt for the guy, but I wasn't foolhardy enough to step up and defend the poor guy against a united crowd.
"Yeah," Brian nodded.
"This is all a bit much," I said.
"Oh, but there's more," he said. "The guy that's challenged gets to choose the contest."
"What kind of contest?"
"Anything at all," he said. "It's been as silly as Rock/Paper/Scissors, to a fist fight... that's the most common one... to video games, to a jack-off contest... as in who can keep himself from coming first."
"That's totally fucked," I said.
"Yeah, and then the loser gets fucked," he said. "By everyone there."
"Oh."
"Yeah."
"So if I get challenged and lose, I get gang fucked?"
"Not if you get challenged, but when," he said, "Austin has made it clear he's going to challenge you tomorrow morning in front of a crowd. He's saying you didn't show him enough respect today."
"Really?"
"Yeah, and if you lose, the nightmare begins. But if you win, you get to fuck him, and to take over his top spot in the fucked up hierarchy of this school."
"Bizarre," I said, as I processed all of this.
"And everyone who's lost to Austin in the past will no longer be under his control," he added.
"I don't mean to be rude, but it didn't look like you were being forced today, it looked to me like you were enjoying getting fucked," I said.
He slumped his head down on my desk. "Yeah," he moaned.
"Do you like getting humiliated like that?" I asked. "I'm sorry for asking, but it seems like an obvious question."
"I don't know about liking it exactly," he said, "but he's turned me from a stud who got all the ladies, including fucking his older sister, which was why he challenged me, to sucking his and his lackies' cocks every day, and getting my ass fucked all the time."
"Shit," I said.
"And as crazy as it sounds, the guys who become bottoms usually end up loving it," he said.
"I can't fathom," I said, even though I could fathom it in a way. The idea of getting fucked turned me on, and the idea of fucking a guy did too.
"There's more," he said.
"What more could there be?" I asked.
"The loser also sacrifices his family to the winner," he said.
"Sacrifices them?" I asked. "What would that even look like?"
"This school goes back a couple hundred years," he said, "and the rules are clear. When I lost, my Dad, Mom, sister and two brothers were designated as bottoms along with me, servicing the entire Dixon family, probably for the rest of our lives."
"That's absolutely ridiculous!" I exploded.
"Yeah," he nodded, "and you're likely to be my last chance to escape that lifelong fate."
"Your last chance?"
"Yeah, whatever your status is when you graduate, is the one where you and your immediate family remain for the rest of your lives," he said. "That is, unless one of your offspring wins a challenge, and he breaks you all free a couple decades or so later."
"That's horrible!"
"I know, I know," he said, "but if Austin challenges you... and he will... and then if somehow you win, you'll free me and countless other guys in the school... and their families... from the fate of being bottom bitches for life."
"That's putting a lot of pressure on me," I pointed out. Then pondering all this, I asked, "So if I lose, my Dad becomes a bottom too?"
"No, your entire family," he corrected me.
"Well, my Mom is dead, and I'm an only child," I said. "So I don't have any family except my Dad to put at risk. On the other hand, he's the new Chemistry teacher here, and if he loses the respect of all his students, that could be a real mess for him."
"Aaah, I'm sorry about your Mom," he said.
"No worries, it was years ago, and I was so young I hardly remember her," I said. "But if I won, I'd get to fuck Austin's entire family?" First, his older sister was a top fashion model, his Mom a famous movie star, and his Dad a U.S. Senator.
"Yeah," he nodded.
"Shit," I said.
"Yeah," he nodded. "If you decline the challenge, you're utterly outcast and your family is shamed, but none of you are forced to be bottom bitches."
"This is too much," I said, pondering the extreme consequences of what looked like an unavoidable collision.
"Yeah. The win is ultimate power, but the loss is total humiliation. You become a literal pussy," he summarised.
"Anything else I need to know?" I asked.
"You pick the challenge, but he picks the time and the place," he said.
"Well, that's a bonus," I said, thinking for the first time I could actually win this! I could become top dog around here, I could release a bunch of other guys and their families from a future of sexual servitude, and take over the ownership of a famous and filthy rich family and use them as my personal fuck toys. It was kind of delicious!
"Austin has won over twenty challenges," he warned.
"That winning streak ends, if he challenges me," I asserted.
"Don't be so cocky! Austin is sly and conniving," he said. "Although I'd love for you to beat him, he's been unbeatable for almost four years. You only have one semester here. It might be better for you just to reject the challenge, to be friendless and dateless for a single term, and then go away and get on with your life."
"I'm already pretty much friendless and dateless," I joked, having only a single friend.
"So you'll reject the challenge?"
"No, no, certainly not!" I said, "I'm looking forward to it."
"You are?"
"Yeah! I may look a little nerdy, but I've been dynamite at kickboxing and jujitsu ever since I was five years old," I revealed.
"Really?" he asked, looking up at me with a bit of hope for the first time since entering my room.
"Yeah," I nodded. "Plus, I've been a kickboxing state champion for the last three years in a row, and in July I'll be competing in the European Games in Krakow. It's unlikely that kickboxing will be included in the 2024 Olympics, but it's very likely it'll be an event in 2028. I'm less than 117 pounds, so I'm only a Flyweight and I don't look like much, but pound for pound, I can punch like Ali, and kick like a mule."
"No way!" he said.
"Yeah, way," I nodded confidently. Although I was only 5'4" and 117 pounds, I'd successfully taken on much bigger guys than I was, and I had very strong legs. I'd crushed football players in gym class on the leg press every year. They say good things come in small packages, and that was me all over, since I was also gifted with an 81/4" dick (and yes, the quarter inch matters) with a 51/4" circumference.
"Well, shit!" he said, looking very impressed, as if I was his David, ready to take down the school's Goliath.
"Yeah," I said.
There was an odd silence as we both processed where our conversation had taken us so far. He then asked, "You able to be a top?"
"I hope so," I said. "My kickboxing and jujitsu matches have always been about taking charge."
"You ever been with a girl?"
"No," I admitted with a shrug, "I'm still a virgin."
"But you'd fuck a guy?" he asked. "If you lose, you're getting fucked by Austin, and then spit-roasted by everyone there. But if you win, you'll have to show your dominance by taking Austin's cherry."
"Cherry? He's never been fucked?" I asked, the idea of being the first one to top the asshole's asshole was very appealing!
"Nope. He constantly brags about being the top of all tops," he said.
"Well, it's time for a leadership change... or a coup," I said, confident I could win this.
"I like your confidence," he said, as I adjusted my dick, which had gotten hard from the idea of fucking Austin.
"Ever had a blow job?" he asked, noticing me adjust myself.
"Just a hand job once."
"Want one?" he asked, this offer surprising me as much as the whole fucked up hierarchy of this school.
"You serious?" I asked, the chance at a blow job from a good looking black man was very appealing.



"Yeah, if you want," he said, looking a little nervous, but also a bit excited.
"Um, sure," I said, since who in their right mind turns down a blow job?
"Okay," he said, as he walked over to me and dropped in front of me.
I stared at him, in awe of the sight of him unbuttoning my belt and unzipping me.
My cock flinched as I awaited my first blow job.
He pulled my jeans and underwear down, and my eight-plus-inch cock popped up.
"Oh, wow!" he said, greatly surprised by the size of my dick.
"It's a lot bigger than Austin's, hey?" I said, having seen Austin's dick earlier in the day.
"Both longer and fatter," he said, admiring my cock, as he reached up and began stroking it.
"So you really do like cock now?" I asked.
"Yeah, I love it," he admitted. "I know I shouldn't, but I can't ever get enough of it."
"And you never had any gay tendencies before the challenge?" I asked this tall muscular man stroking my dick.
"Never," he admitted, as he swirled his tongue around my cock head. "God, you have a great dick!"
"Thaaaanks," I moaned, as he took my cock into his mouth.
You can imagine getting a blow job... you can fantasize about it... you can watch them in porn scenes... but nothing can compare to the actual reality of someone's lips around your actual dick.
"Mmmmmmm," he groaned as he sucked my cock.
"Feels so good," I groaned as he worked my dick over... the sensations way better than from using my own hand.
He pulled back momentarily and said, "You can come in my mouth whenever you want."
"I can?" I asked.
"Yeah, just shoot that big load into my mouth whenever you're ready," he offered.
"Okay, thanks," I said, as he took my dick back into his mouth and bobbed hungrily, taking all eight plus inches of my cock inside his mouth and throat. "It won't take much longer," I warned him through my moans.
"Mmmmmmmm," he responded, obviously eager for my load.
And after a dozen or so more deep bobs, I grunted and spewed my load into his mouth... this singular orgasm so much more intense than I could have imagined was possible...and my vision went dark for a few moments, as rope after hot rope surged into his mouth.
Once I was done shooting, he kept sucking me, although more slowly... savouring my load.
The next words that came out of my mouth astonished him as much as they did me. "May I suck you too?"
"Pardon?" he asked, as he took my cock out of his mouth.
"I've never done it before, but I'd like to suck your dick," I said. For some reason, suddenly that was all I wanted to do.
"You're sure?" he asked.
I joked, "I guess I'd better get some practice in case I do lose."
He chuckled awkwardly, "The odds won't be in your favour."
"Then bet lots of money that I'll win, and you'll walk away with a bundle of cash when I do. Now let me suck you," I repeated.
"Okay," he said, standing up and pulling down his pants. "I haven't been sucked since I lost that fight, and became a bottom bitch."
"Well, that doesn't seem fair," I said, as I found myself dropping in front of him... my own cock still hard as a rock... and my mouth watering a little, as I stared at his seven-inch black dick. His being black didn't matter to me, I just appreciated that he had such a nice looking dick.
"You don't have to do this," he said.
"No, but I want to," I replied, as I reached up and stroked his dick.
"Oh my," he groaned.
I then opened my mouth and stuck the very hard cock inside. It felt a little awkward at first, since it was both natural and unnatural, a contradiction in terms for sure. Yet one thing was also for sure as he moaned and groaned, and I slowly bobbed, not even taking half of his cock in my mouth... as I quickly discovered the challenge of cock sucking... I wanted to make him come. I wanted to taste his cum!
"Oh shit, that feels so good," he said, while I did what someone always does with a dick in their mouth... I bobbed.
The more I sucked, ever so surely taking more and more of his dick in my mouth, although not even coming close to deep throating him like he did me, the more excited I got. My cock raged. My desire to taste him escalated, and I bobbed faster.
"Shit, man, I'm about to bust my nut," he groaned a little while later... perhaps three minutes, maybe four, into my first ever dick sucking.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, hoping he'd take it as my hinting I wanted him to come in my mouth.
That sound was all he needed, and not even two bobs later, I felt his cock pulse, and his warm, salty seed filled my mouth. I focused on breathing through my nose so I wouldn't gag, as I simply allowed it all to glide down my throat.
Once he was spent, he pulled out and said, "Thanks, man, I needed that."
"Anytime," I offered, without even thinking about any implications. Sucking cock was even better than I could have imagined, and I did indeed want to do it again... although with someone I liked... and certainly not Austin, although I still planned to fuck his ass into jelly if he was stupid enough to challenge me.
"Really?"
"Yeah," I said, licking his shaft, "we can be each other's suck buddies."
"Will you fuck me too?" he asked, sort of deliriously. "I'd love to feel your huge cock in my ass!"
"Yes, I'd love to fuck you too," I agreed, standing up and surprising us both when I kissed him.
He kissed me back, and since we'd swapped blow jobs, it was an intimate moment.
When I broke the kiss, I said, "But I want to fuck Austin first. And no worries, when I fuck you, it won't be a hate fuck like the one you'll see me giving him before long."
"You sure you can beat him?" he asked.
"The rules say that I get to choose the contest, right?"
"Yeah."
"Then when I choose kickboxing, he won't stand a chance!" confident I'd free this handsome and kind soul from his chains of sexual servitude to an asshole.
"I'll be rooting for you," he said.
"Thanks," I said. "And when I win, I'll free you and your family from his sadism."
"And my family and I will be forever grateful," he said.
"No worries," I assured him.
"Thanks," he said, reaching for my cock. "I see you're still hard."
"Yeah! I guess sucking your dick was exciting," I said.
"It's always exciting when it's with someone you like," he said, as he dropped back down in front of me, and gave me another blow job.
Ten minutes later, with my second load deposited down Brian's throat, he was gone, and I was processing what had just occurred. Although he also told me about one more rule for the challenge, and it was an interesting one: all challenges were fought naked. Which made sense, because no matter which one of us won, immediately afterwards there'd be a lot of fucking.
I'd gotten my first blow job, given my first blow job, and kissed a guy for the first time. So one way or another, I'd just switched categories. I wasn't sure if I was now bi or gay, but I was already looking forward to seeing Brian again... and sucking him again... and if this challenge went down, kicking Austin's ass, and then fucking him.
I spent the next hour working out some initial strategies for what looked inevitable... the challenge.
.....
It didn't take long for the gauntlet to hit the floor. Between the first and second class of the day. Austin sauntered up to me in the hallway with a bunch of his lapdog friends, and he spit in my face.
"What the fuck?" I asked, instantly pissed... but not yet wanting to show him any of my power.
"I challenge you, faggot," he said.
"Yeah, whatever," I shrugged, acting casual and unfazed.
"Do you know the rules?" he asked.
"What fucking rules?" I asked, not wanting to out Brian for giving me the head's up. "There are rules you follow while you're being an asshole to everyone?"
"No, this is an official challenge, and there are official rules."
One of his posse (I wondered if he fucked him too), explained them to me.
Following which I asked as if I was hearing all this for the first time, "You can't be serious?"
"Oh, I'm serious, all right," Austin said. "When I'm finished with you, you'll just be the school's cum bucket. And so will your Dad. Neither of you deserve to be here."
"And you do?" I shot back.
"Yeah," he said smugly, putting his hand on my chest and shoving me back against a locker. "I do. I run this school."
"You're only here at all because of your Daddy's money," I said, refusing to back down from him.
Which pissed him off. "You... are... done!"
"Yeah, yeah," I sneered, refusing to back down. Of course I realized that in everyone's eyes... unless Brian was around here someplace... I was just summoning up some bravado with nothing to back it up... which was just what I wanted them all to think... for now.
Another of his posse explained to me that I could refuse the challenge, of course, but then I'd have zero friends, never get a date, and I wouldn't be allowed to attend any parties, sporting events, or any other school functions. And if I showed up for any of them, they'd just gang up on me, kick my ass, and send me away with my own blood all over me.
"Whatever," I said, "If that's all the respect you're going to show the new guy at this school, then I accept your challenge."
This surprised him. "Good, good," he said after a brief silence. I sensed he'd originally been putting on a show for his buddies and expected me to back down. Man, was he wrong!
"Midnight tonight, in the gym," he said.
"That suits me just fine," I countered.
One of his other posse... fuck, he had a lot of followers... pointed out, "You get to choose the contest... rassling, one on one volleyball, whatever you want."
"Kickboxing," I said.
Everyone present roared with laughter.
Austin laughed so hard he had tears running down his cheeks.
"Shit," he said, wiping the moisture from his face. "If that's how reckless you are, I sure hope you know how to suck dick."
"And I hope you know how to take it up that entitled ass of yours." I countered, still not backing down.
For a brief moment I could see some worry in his eyes; he wasn't accustomed to anyone standing up to him. But he rallied and said, "I'm going to bust you open, and then let the whole school take a ride."
I just smirked, acting as if I was the one who'd challenged him, "You'd just better bring along some lube, or you'll regret it."
He clearly looked taken aback by my confidence, as the bell rang. "Midnight, faggot."
"Midnight, bottom bitch," I countered, and he pushed me against the locker again and swaggered away. His posse followed him, and a couple of other guys also pushed me into the wall. I just let them do it... my quarrel wasn't with them, even if they thought for the moment that it was.
For the rest of the day I was totally ignored, except by Andy, my one and only friend here (well, and now Brian). "Dude, did you agree to the challenge?"
"What choice did I have?"
"You could have refused," he said, with a look of What the fuck!
"No, I've spent my entire life dealing with bullies," I said. "I'm not letting Austin decide my life for me."
"Except that you just did exactly that by accepting the damn challenge!"
"No, I think I'll kick his ass instead," I said.
"No one kicks Austin's ass!"
"Then he's in for a big surprise tonight."
"With kickboxing?" he demanded incredulously.
"Yeah," I said. "Trust me, I know what I'm doing."
"You'd better," he said, "or you're in for a few months of pure humiliation, followed by a lifetime of sexual slavery."
"I'm not going to let him make me into a social pariah."
"You already are a social pariah."
"Fine," I said. "Then I'm going to win, and I'll no longer be a social pariah."
He shook his head. "I just don't think you understand the gravity of the situation."
"Oh, I do," I said, then leaned close and whispered in his ear. "But he doesn't know I'm a competitive kickboxer."
"No way!" he said, looking me up and down doubtfully.
"Don't judge a book by its cover," I said.
"I guess not," he said, clearly surprised.
"And I need you there tonight," I added.
"No way! I won't be able to stand seeing what he'll do to you if you lose. And then I won't want to see what they'll all do to you," he said, still not at all confident I was going to win.
I laughed, "I won't be the one chugging a steady diet of dick tonight. He will."
"I don't think so."
"Look I'm supposed to have a second; someone in my corner to make sure he doesn't cheat," I pointed out.
"Yeah, but if I'm there and you lose, then I have to be one of the guys fucking you, because everybody present has to join in on the so-called festivities," he said.
"Say what?" I asked, this being fresh information Brian hadn't given me.
"Yeah. Everyone who's there has to either fuck the loser, or get sucked by him," he said. "That's the tradition."
"Of course it is," I said ironically. "Well, I guess you'll get to drop a load into Austin then. Will you choose heads or tails?"
I finally convinced him to be in my corner, and we agreed to meet at ten minutes before midnight and head over there together.
.....
So after a nap, a lot of stretching and shaving my balls (I loved how it made my dick look even bigger), I met Andy, and we headed out. He tried to convince me across the entire distance to back out, but I insisted this was my destiny, this was my fifteen minutes of fame... except I planned to make that fame last the rest of the semester.
I wasn't surprised to see a large group of guys there, and a lot of shocked faces when they saw that I'd actually showed up. A variety of stupid shit was called out to me like, "I hope you like it hard," and "Don't forget to swallow," and "Here comes the new cum dump," "Open wide," and "Enjoy the cream filling, cock sucker."
I ignored them. My confidence soared as I prepared for the reign of a new champion.
Right at midnight, Austin strode in like a king, laughing and joking. "Shit, I didn't think you'd even show."
"I didn't have any choice," I said. "Plus, showing all your fake friends how big a cum slut whore you are was too great of an opportunity to pass up!"
"What did you just say to me?" he growled, all his confidence evaporated, as he accelerated from cocky to furious in 0.5 seconds. Just like I wanted.
"I called you a cum... slut... whore," I repeated, this time more slowly and mockingly.
Just as he went to push me, Jeremiah, the student body president, came in and barked, "Stop!"
Austin did.
I'd been standing my ground, so I didn't need to.
He looked at Austin and said, "Austin, you've challenged Shawn to this competition. You currently rule at this school, so you have everything to lose, and nothing to gain. Is this really what you want to do? Do you wish to begin this bout... and once it begins, there's no turning back... and risk your tenure as king of the hill, knowing that if you lose, it will cost you all your friends, all the boys and families you currently own, and you'll be the one getting fucked, going forward. Not just tonight, but you and your family until the end of your lives. You'll become nothing, just a hole to be filled and a toy to be used."
It was as if Jeremiah knew the risk Austin was taking... as if he knew my secret skill... as he was quite obviously offering Austin a way out.
Of course Austin was too dumbass proud to take the hint, and he called out loudly, his arms waving in the air to stir up the crowd, "Fuck yeah, I want to do this!"
Jeremiah sighed, "You made the challenge, so you chose the time and place. Is this venue still acceptable?"
"Yes."
Now Jeremiah turned to me and asked, "Shawn, do you understand the rules of this consequential game we're playing? Do you know what happens if you lose, and what your prizes will be if you win?"
This was my opportunity to back out, but to put on a show, I just smirked and said loudly, "I sure do!"
"Shawn, you were challenged by Austin. You have no status, no rank, you're new at this school, and you've never even seen a bout. Knowing these facts and your clear disadvantages, do you wish to proceed?"
"I do," I said, not at all fazed by the odds stacked against me.
He seemed surprised by my confidence as he asked, "And you chose kickboxing as the contest?"
"I did."
"All right," he said, in a sonorous tone that indicated my fate was sealed. Which, for the record, I got where he was coming from. If you looked at Austin... almost six feet tall, shoulders out to here and with bulging muscles... and then you looked at Flyweight me, it would indeed seem like a no brainer. "So let's begin. Boys, form a tight ring around the mat, and don't let either of these two combatants escape."
The boys quickly and efficiently formed a circle. Obviously they weren't newbies at this.
"Shawn and Austin. You're both confined here by a circle of your peers, and if you try to escape, you'll forfeit the match. If you forfeit, you'll become community property. Not the sole property of the winner, but the fuck toy for life for all of us. The loser will lose all his friends, his status, and his manhood."
"Understood," I said.
Austin just nodded, obviously not at all worried about the prospect of losing. His smug confidence only enhanced my determination to win, and to humiliate him thoroughly. To show not just him, but this whole school, the consequences of bullying.
"Both of you strip," he ordered.
As we did, he continued speaking. "Shawn chose kickboxing, and I've added a stipulation that you'll both be covered in oil to make it a little more interesting. And the goal, simply put, is whichever of you lodges his dick in his opponent's pussy is the winner. Is that clear?"
"Yeah," I said, already naked.
Someone handed Andy a bottle of baby oil, and he poured a torrent of it onto me. I rubbed it all over myself, while my cock quickly grew.
"Shit, he's already hard!" someone cried out.
"Easier to slide into Austin's pussy that way," I replied.
"You're so fucked," Austin growled, not appreciating my humour, even as he startled when he glanced at my much larger cock.
"I win in that department too," I smirked.
"Too bad you'll never get to use it," he said.
"All right," Jeremiah said. "Face each other."
We did.
"To be clear, if I blow the whistle, you both freeze.
We both nodded... while glaring at each other.
"I won't ask you two for a good, clean fight, since I'm certain this won't be one," he added.
We nodded again...not breaking eye contact.
"All right, begin on three. One two, three," he said.
We immediately began circling around each other. He was looking for an advantage, but I was just allowing him a few moments of self-confidence before I pounced. The boys were all cheering and calling out the grotesque things they thought were about to happen to me. "Get ready for the train," and "Your backdoor's about to get fucked," and "You're about to really be a pussy, you pussy," and "He's going to break you in two." Everyone except Andy was cheering against me. Although I did glimpse out of the corner of my eye a late arrival... Brian had shown up.
After about thirty seconds of a useless circle jerk, I surprised him with a sudden kick to the face. As in my short body leaped into the air like a high jumper, and I kicked him right in the nose!
There were gasps from the crowd.
"Lucky shot, faggot," Austin said, shaking his head, clearly caught off guard by my sudden attack.
"Get him!" someone called.
He tried to kick me, but I easily slapped it away.
He tried again, and I blocked him again.
Knowing he'd try again, I was ready. And when he did, I blocked him, and then immediately leaped up, spun around and kicked him right in the face, using what's called a roundhouse kick for obvious reasons. Then, before he could recover from that first kick, I landed and spun like a tiger in the other direction, and kicked him again with my other foot.



He fell flat onto the mat, not unconscious, but obviously stunned.
As the crowd gasped in shocked silence, I went for the win by picking him up and pinning his back against my chest, one arm around his neck, and my hard cock knocking at his backdoor.
"That was too easy," I whispered in his ear, as I held him in a lock I knew he'd never be able to break. I'd immobilized much larger men, and brought them to their knees with this hold.
I held him there, savouring my inevitable victory, allowing him to try to break free, allowing him... briefly... to think he still had a chance. I wanted to savour his emerging panic as he shifted from confident asshole to cringing victim pleading for mercy.
He fought against me with all his might, but I held him where I wanted him easily... this hold sapping very little energy from me, but usurping all of his.
For the first time, someone cheered me on... it was Brian, calling out. "Take him out, man."
A second voice agreed, "Yeah, Shawn, break him." Maybe Andy. Which used up my entire collection of friends around here.
Then a third voice, "Go for it, Shawn!" Whoever this guy was, he sure hadn't been rooting for me until now. He'd switched sides!
As Austin kept struggling to break free, my dick rubbed against his asshole.
He whispered to me, "Please let me win. I'll pay you."
"I don't think so," I whispered back, loving to watch his growing realization that he was about to lose everything.
"I'll come to your room and you can fuck me every day in private," he offered.
"I don't think so," I said, keeping him securely locked in my hold as he continued trying to break free, although he was already getting exhausted.
"I'll do anything," he pleaded, almost loud enough for other people to hear.
"Yes, you certainly will," I said, "as will your sister, your mother and your father."
I started applying more pressure, feeling him gradually collapsing in my arms.
He really went crazy trying to break free from my hold, and for a moment I loosened my grip a little, just to give him some false hope. I was being a bit of a sadistic asshole, since I was enjoying this dominance thing a little too much. He was a symbol of all the bullies in the world, and I was David taking down Goliath.
As my dick flexed against his asshole, he fought harder... while the tip of my dick teased his asshole.
Realizing his loss was inevitable, he pleaded, "I'll give you $25,000 to stop!"
"I don't want your money," I whispered, "I want your cherry. I want you to come on my cock... my little faggot begging for more."
"Never," he said, as my cock head was now poking against his asshole.
"But it's inevitable," I insisted, "in fact, it's playtime right now, bottom bitch!"
"Fuck you! No, no, please no," he pleaded, no longer quietly at all, even though various other guys were listening to his pathetic begging. "I'll do anything, you asshole, I'll pay you, I'll pay you, I'll pay yooooooou," he screamed, as my dick slid inside his tight virginal ass, and he passed out.
"Shit!" someone gasped.
"He lost," someone else said.
"We're free!" someone else exclaimed.
"Yay, Shawn!" someone else celebrated.
Heat enveloped my cock inch by inch. When I was a few inches in, I slapped him awake, and his ass clenched around my dick. He locked me inside his no longer virginal hole, and he let out a pitiful moan.
"Nooooo," he pleaded with a whimper, as my dick rested halfway inside him.
"You lost, Austin," Jeremiah announced unnecessarily.
"No," he protested, still doing his best to break free, but his struggles only assisted my dick in going deeper into his ass, until I was balls deep inside him.
"The king is dead, long live King Shawn!" someone cheered.
"You're mine now, faggot. I've taken your cherry, your manhood," I gloated, feeling so powerful, as the entire senior class watched me usurping his throne. Well... so to speak.
"Take your dick out of me!" he demanded in a thunderous voice... but even though he was thundering, it still sounded pitiful.
Accommodatingly, I began pulling out... but then I slammed back into him!
"You fucker," he moaned loudly, as I tore his ass apart with my pride and joy... aka my eight plus inch, fat cock.
"Yes, I am, I really am a fucker!" I laughed semi-hysterically, "and I'm your fucker," still holding him in place as I began fucking him steadily.
I was barely listening to him as I bathed in the glory of my victory and my first ass fuck. He mumbled things like, "Stop, that's so wrong," and "it feels weird," and "please don't." And as I began fucking him faster, he begged loudly, "No, no, no, you mustn't do this to me!"
"You did this to yourself, bottom bitch," I said unflinchingly, as everyone around us watched in stunned disbelief that the former coolest and kingliest guy in the entire school now had his conqueror's dick inside him balls deep, that he'd tumbled all the way down to being everybody's bitch, and he was begging me piteously to stop! He couldn't bear the pain, but worse, he couldn't stand the humiliation!
"Please, I'll pay you whatever you want," he pleaded, as a group of jackals, aka his former underlings, stalked vengefully closer to us.
"But you thought you were gonna take my ass, take my virginity, and it would be sooooo righteous," I reminded him, as I pushed him flat onto the mat, and I. Slammed. My dick. Right. Back. Into him!
"Fuuuuck!" he screamed as I pounded his pussy.
Now I spoke loudly for everyone to hear me, as I seized my victory fuck. "Austicita, you thought you were going to use me for your cum dump, you entitled little bitch."
"Fuuuuck," he whimpered, while I really pounded him from behind.
"Well, now you're my bitch," I bellowed, slapping his ass. "You have the entirety of my big fat cock inside you, while you lie here like a bitch in heat."
"Please," he whimpered. "Stop."
I ignored his begging as I continued, "Don't pretend you don't love my dick buried to the hilt inside your ass, you pussy!"
"I don't," he murmured.
"It's done. You're done. Look at your former friends. Look at their sneers and smirks. Do you think they were ever actually your friends instead of your intimidated toadies?" I continued belittling him.
"Fuck," he groaned, as I fucked him good... doing my best... exciting as this experience was... not to come inside his ass until I was good and ready.
"Look at all their hard cocks," I pointed out as everyone stripped. "Each of them expecting you to service them."
"You asshole," he cursed.
"Yep, I am," I said. "And I'm deep inside your asshole." I then grasped his hips firmly and really slammed into him!
"Ooooh fuck!" he moaned.
"Ya know? I think you're really gonna like being bottom bitch for the rest of your life," I chuckled.
"Nooooo," he moaned.
"Look, the faggot's dick is all hard from getting ass fucked," someone taunted.
"Don't worry, your Majesty," I taunted him some more. "You'll be going home tonight with a belly full of your former subjects' cum. Won't that be nice?"
"No," he whimpered, tears rolling down from his eyes.
"Who wants to fuck little Austicita's throat first?" I asked, looking around. "I want to see him choke on your dick and feel his slut hole gripping my cock when you make him gag."
"I do," Brian said, sauntering over.
"Who better? Brian, come over here and fuck the faggot's face for everyone's edification," I invited jovially.
"Oh yeah," he said, as he came over to the newly renamed 'Austicita' and smirked, "payback's a bitch... bitch."
"Really face fuck the bitch," I offered.
"Oh yeah!" he gloated, slapping Austin's face with his hard dick.
"You'll always be a nobody," Austin growled pitifully.
"Actually, I'm no longer under the grip of your or your family," he pointed out. "Which makes you the nobody!"
"That's right! You and your family are the bottom bitches now," I added, slamming into his ass hard.
"Shit, faggot! Your dick is hard, and it's already leaking," Brian laughed, as the new bottom moaned helplessly.
"Let's spit-roast the faggot, good buddy," I invited.
"Oh yeah, let's!" Brian agreed, and he grinned triumphantly at me while he slid his dick into Austicita's mouth.
Then for a couple of minutes, we double-teamed the once-arrogant rich boy, and split him apart from both ends.
Finally I was about to bust, and I said, "Get ready to be bred bitch," before I unloaded inside his rectum.
As I came, he moaned loudly, and he too spasmed!
"Shit, the faggot came from getting bred in his ass," someone cried out.
"Oh my God, she's a complete sissy," someone else added.
"Can I fuck him next?" someone asked, as I pulled out and admired my cum leaking out of his gaping hole.
"Yeah, sure," I said, "I got him all lubed up for you."
"Take this, bitch," Brian snarled, as he pulled out and spewed his load all over Austicita's face.
As Joey, another nerdy guy slid into his ass, I called out, "Who wants the bitch's throat next?"
"I do," Alex, his former best friend, said, sauntering over to him. "I like your new name, Austicita, Did you just come from getting ass fucked?"
Austin didn't reply, just hung his head down in shame... although he moaned slightly, as dick number two plugged his asshole.
"Here ya go, choke on my bone," Alex said, sliding his seven-inch dick into his friend's mouth... or rather his former friend.
Then for the next hour... Austin took a dozen dicks in each hole, and then I asked, as he lay on the floor with cum trickling out of his asshole and his face coated with cum, "Who owns you?"
"You do," he whispered in shame.
"And I can't wait to fuck your Mom, Dad and sister, " I said, as someone came over and pissed on him.
He didn't say anything, but just lay still as other guys came over and pissed on him too.
"Later, bottom bitch," I said.
That night, I fucked Brian for the first time, and he slept in my bed.
For the rest of the school year, I was top dog. No one challenged me, and I didn't challenge anyone else. Which meant when I graduated, at least in one way, I was set for life!
All the students were freed from their former obligations to 'Austicita', and we all had a great time when Austin's family came to visit, and they discovered their son's (and thus their own) fall from grace.
The Mom, Dad and son were fucked by the entire senior class in a marathon orgy that lasted for hours... while I took his hot sister to my dorm room, and kept her for myself.
Which proved I wasn't gay... nor was I totally straight.
Brian was my boyfriend.
And my girlfriend was Austin's sister Charlotte... who hated her family, and so she helped me take control of their massive financial empire.
By the time I graduated, I was a very powerful man.
With a hot girlfriend... a college-bound boyfriend on a full ride football scholarship... and an empire to run. I decided to go into politics and I'd buy my way into the House of Representatives when I reached 25 (the minimum age), and then step up to U.S. Senator when I reached 30 (again the minimum age).
THE END
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